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AN  OPEN   LETTER  TO  MRS.   LOUIS  V. 
SUTTON 

Dear  Mrs.  Sutton, 

'  As  Chairman  of  the  Alumnae  Committee 
in  the  execution  of  the  Centennial  Cam- 
paign, you  have  held  a  vital  position.  The 
organization  of  and  contact  with  legion 
alumnae  of  Saint  Mary's  was  no  easy  job, 
but  you  tirelessly  worked  with  each  local 
chapter  and  enthusiastically  brought  them 
to  response.  This  campaign  has  paved  the 
way  for  extensive  "physical  expansion"  of 
Saint  Mary's  to  meet  her  "scholastic  level," 
and  as  minor  renovations  steadily  progress 
fand  we  look  forward  to  actual  construction 
after  the  war.  you  may  feel  that  your  part 
in  this  is  great. 

It  is  my  privilege,  not  only  on  behalf  of 
the  1944-'4o  student  body  of  Saint  Mary's 
hut  also  on  behalf  of  Saint  Mary's  girls  of 
generations  to  come,  to  acknowledge  your 
untiring  effort  and  generous  support.  Thank 
you,  Mrs.  Sutton. 
Sincerely, 

Makgahet  Rodwell,  Editor. 

THANKSGIVING   SPIRIT 

November,  lft-14,  holds  profound  signifi- 
cance for  all  of  us.  I  luring  this  month  our 
nation  has  shown  the  world  that  we  respect 
the  people's  right  of  decision  even  in  war- 
time. Never  before  has  there  been  such  a 
turnout  at  a  national  election.  We  have 
"paused  to  commemorate  those  who  died 
vainly  in  the  first  World  War  and  to  vow 
that  the  dead  of  this  war  shall  not  give 
their  lives  in  vain  and  that  we  will  not 
disappoint  their  trust.  Now  at  Thanksgiv- 
ing, we  wonder  what  it  is  that  we  have  to 
be  thankful  for. 

We  can  be  thankful  for  the  past,  for  it 
has  given  us  a  priceless  heritage  in  being 
born  Americans  and  heirs  to  all  the  tradi- 
tions of  freedom.  We  vote,  worship,  ex- 
press our  opinions,  satisfy  our  needs  and 
gratify  our  wants.  We  walk  in  free  air  on 
free  earth  that  has  never  known  the  tyran- 
nical oppression  and  suffering  that  have 
stained  the  rest  of  the  world. 

We  should  be  thankful  for  the  present. 
It  has  its  doubts,  fears  and  uncertainties, 
but  still  we  can  appreciate  the  things  that 
it  gives  us.  We  have  the  opportunity  of 
education  and  the  enjoyment  of  homes.  We 
have  our  friends,  and  we  lead  our  own 
lives. 

We  will  lie  thankful  for  our  future.  Per- 
haps the  tragedies  that  war  brings  will 
shatter  some  of  our  dreams,  but  the  visions 
'of  victory  and  peace  and  of  our  peace-time 
lives  after  that  are  growing  stronger  and 
stronger.  We  will  have  their  reality — and 
soon. 

This  is  our  life — and  we  are  thankful. 
M.  B.  G. 
THE  COVER 

Mrs.  Louis  V.  Sutton  (nee  Cantey 
Venable),  Chairman  of  the  Alumnae  Com- 
mittee of  the  Centenial  Fund  Drive,  ap- 
pears on  the  cover  of  the  first  issue  of 
the  1944-4  5  Saint  Mary's  Bulletin.  Mrs. 
Sutton  has  for  a  number  of  years  been 
prominent  in  Raleigh  affairs,  especially 
*in  the  organization  of  the  Little  Theatre 
group.  She  has  shown  marked  interest 
in  Saint  Mary's  and  has  been  a  true  in- 
spiration  in   the   Centennial    Drive. 

(Photograph    by    C.    A.    P.    Moore;    de- 
sign by  Maria  B.  Gregory.) 
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TO  WHOM  IT  MAY  CONCERN: 

Here  is  Saint  Mary's  new  Bulletin,  new 
as  to  face  as  well  as  to  content.  While 
the  school  itself  plans  for  extensive 
changes  in  the  future,  the  Bulletin  has 
already  taken  a  decisive  and  progressive 
step;  and  the  publication  of  the  Decem- 
ber '44  issue  introduces  a  new  era  of 
Bulletin  design  and  organization,  the 
purpose  of  which  is  to  make  the  maga- 
zine more  attractive  and  readable  to  stu- 
dents, faculty,   and   alumnae. 

The  most  obvious  change  is  the  in- 
crease in  the  size  of  the  Bulletin  from 
6  x/4  x9Vi  inches  to  9x12  inches  and  the 
revised  cover  design.  Each  issue  will 
carry  on  its  cover  the  picture  of  either 
some  person  outstanding  at  Saint  Mary's 
or  some  person  who  is  influential  in  the 
work  of  the  school. 

In  lieu  of  the  customary  jumble  of 
short  stories,  poems,  essays,  and  alumnae 
notes,  the  Bulletin  is  attempting  in  this 
new  form  to  emphasize  by  its  lead 
articles  outstanding  current  and  post- 
war issues.  Following  the  main  articles 
are  the  usual  student  literary  contribu- 
tions and  a  more  corollated  alumnae  sec- 
tion. 

Here  it  is!      We  hope  you  like  it. 

A  CHRISTMAS  TRCST 

Christmas,  1944.  Just  Christmas — not 
merry  nor  especially  happy,  but  a  Christ- 
inas on  which  we  will  probably  spend  a 
hit  more  time  than  usual  at  church- — 
praying — and  in  thinking  of  the  future 
Christmases  and  what  they  may  have  in 
store.  We  will  do  less  celebrating,  for 
men  do  not  have  Christmas  trees  on  the 
cold  expanses  of  the  sea,  nor  Christmas 
stockings  in  the  Aleutians,  nor  egg-nog  in 
foxholes. 

There  are  no  Christmas  wreaths  on  the 
long  brave  rows  of  cold  white  crosses 
that  stretch  from  Saarbrucken  to  Ormoc. 

Children  in  Koliada  land  of  Germany 
look  to  the  skies  for  allied  bombers  not 
Cupid  and  Comit,  Dormer  and  Blitzen. 

Christmas  bells  will  not  ring  in  war- 
torn,  war-starved  Greece. 

Men  will  not  dream  of  White  Christ- 
mases in  the  stinking  jungles  of  Leyte. 

l'et,  all  over  the  world,  all  Christians 
will  pause  from  their  work  of  battle  tit 
remember  that  it  is  Christmas — the  day  of 
hope.  They  will  pray.  They  will  long 
for  all  that  they  hold  dear.  They  will 
plan — and   hope. 

And  somehow  the  strains  of  Silent  Night 
and  IStille  Xarht  will  rise  above  the  gun- 
fire— and  a  star  will  shine  brighter  in  the 
heavens. 

M.  B.  <J. 

A  HOPEFUL  NEW  YEAR 

1945 — a  year  of  inevitable  war,  hard- 
ship, sacrifice,  death,  and  yet  hope  and 
faith  in  ourselves,  faith  in  our  fellow 
men,  and  faith  in  our  ideals — approaches. 
It  is  only  through  the  ultimate  strength 
and  endurance  of  this  faith  in  God  and 
man  that  we  can  face  a  new  year,  a  new 
year  that  will  demand  of  us  tireless  effort 
in  our  work,  complete  reliance  in  our 
leaders,  and  the  utmost  co-operation  in 
all.  But  with  faith  in  our  fighting  men, 
trust  in  our  ideals,  and  confidence  in  our- 
selves we  can  and  will  face  a  new  to- 
morrow! M.  J.  R. 


Saint  Mary"s  School  i 


Post -War  Curriculum  Changes 

The  president  of  Saint  Mary's  discusses  numerous  and 
diversified  changes  to  take  place  in  post-war  college  cur- 
ricula, and  their  purposes. 

By  Mrs.  Ernest  Cruikshank 


A  number  of  changes  in  college  curricula  to  take  effect 
at  the  close  of  the  war  have  already  been  announced. 
Some  in  fact  are  now  being  tried  out  experimentally. 
The  two  main  motivating  factors  in  the  selection  of  these 
curricula  seem  to  be  :  to  take  care  of  the  needs  of  veterans, 
and  to  educate  young  people  as  thoroughly  and  broadly 
as  possible  toward  their  part  in  the  maintenance  of  per- 
manent peace. 

Naturally  the  senior  colleges  should  initiate  such 
changes,  with  the  secondary  schools  adopting  later  what 
seems  suitable  to  their  individual  needs;  for  the  senior 
colleges  have  the  resources,  the  research  facilities,  and  the 
experience  to  try  out  proposed  innovations. 

Even  those  courses  which  are  largely  planned  to  meet 
the  needs  of  veterans  are  by  no  means  all  utilitarian  in 
type.  The  scope  and  variety  is  stimulating  and  provoc- 
ative. 

Among  recently  announced  new  courses  we  find  that 
Syracuse  is  planning  as  a  "public  service  to  the  com- 
munity and  the  state"  a  remedial  speech  laboratory,  which 
has  a  three-fold  purpose :  to  instruct  and  advise  as  to 
speech  handicaps ;  to  conduct  scientific  research  as  to  the 
cause  of  such  defects;  and  to  train  teachers  for  profes- 
sional work  in  corrective  speech. 

St.  Lawrence  College  is  to  have  a  new  course  called 
"Fundamental  Issues  of  the  Present  Conflict,"  which  aims 
to  point  out  the  probable  causes  of  the  war  and  the  pos- 
sible solutions  for  a  lasting  peace. 

Beaver  College  has  added  Russian  to  its  modern  lan- 
guage department.  A  program  of  Airline  Education  is 
being  introduced  this  fall  at  the  University  of  Denver, 
"in  co-operation  with  the  large  airlines  of  the  United 
States."  The  program  is  a  broad  one  and  should  meet 
many  new  needs  growing  from  the  development  of  air 
transportation.  It  includes  the  training  for  positions  as 
dispatchers,  reservation  and  space  control  agents,  flight 
service  clerks,  meteorologists,  passenger  agents,  airplane 
designers,  as  well  as  hostesses. 

Ohio  University  has  a  new  program  in  pictorial  and 
radio  journalism.  These  courses  will  cover  all  phases  of 
news,  magazine  and  advertising  photography,  as  well  as 
picture-editing  and  layout  work.  Radio  journalism  stu- 
dents will  prepare  news  and  comment  scripts,  write  news 
dramatizations,  and  get  practical  experience  in  the  Uni- 
versity's experiment,  radio  station.  Bradley  Polytechnic 
had  a  conference  in  October  on  Television  Education,  in 
conjunction  with  the  Radio  Corporation  of  America,  with 
a  view  to  introducing  such  a  course  at  Bradley. 

A  most  interesting  and  valuable  course  is  being  tried 
cut  at  Colgate  University.  It  may  set  a  pattern  for  work 
with  veterans  returning  to  college.  It  is  now  called  a 
Navy  Academic  Refresher  Course,  but  its  basic  purpose 


is  to  appraise  men's  needs  and  teach  them  to  study.  When 
special  weaknesses  are  found,  a  man's  schedule  is  planned 
so  that  he  spends  less  time  on  the  subjects  in  which  he  is 
strong,  and  more  on  those  showing  weakness.  The  in- 
structors get  the  result  of  special  tests  so  they  can  "pace 
the  work  at  the  optimum  tempo"  and  give  special  help  in 
weak  cases. 

Dartmouth  has  a  course  in  the  rehabilitation  of  veterans 
through  manual  industry  and  handicrafts,  Lafayette  a 
new  course  in  International  Affairs,  American  College  in 
Washington  one  on  Problems  of  India,  Elmira  one  on  Per- 
sonnel Management.  Tulane  has  a  veterans'  guidance 
office  to  handle  the  problems  of  discharged  veterans. 

Pittsburgh  has  an  entirely  new  curriculum  designed  to 
run  two  calendar  j'ears.  It  aims  to  help  veterans  take 
their  place  as  quickly  and  as  efficiently  as  possible  in 
civilian  life. 

But  perhaps  the  most  extensive  of  all  curriculum 
changes  and  additions  is  to  be  found  in  a  woman's  col- 
lege— Hunter  College  in  New  York — which  as  a  post-war 
service  will  offer  24,  new  courses  concerned  with  current 
and  post-war  problems ;  these  will  be  offered  by  its  Eve- 
ning and  Extension  Division.  Among  them  are  courses 
which  prepare  students  for  post-war  service,  such  as 
Music  Therapy,  reading  and  writing  Braille,  and  the  vari- 
ous nursing  arts ;  also  courses  for  treating  the  handi- 
capped and  mentally  retarded. 

Many  more  colleges  have  new  offerings  of  various  sorts. 
All  show  wide  and  careful  planning.  It  will  be  a  most 
interesting  study  to  watch  the  results  of  these  broad  ex- 
periments in  humanitarian  and  social  uplift  as  a  part  of 
formal  college  programs. 


DEFINITION  OF  MODERN  POETRY 

By  Anna  Margaret  Moomaw,  '45 

The  wild  free  fantasy  of  rushing  wind. 
Sweet  serenity  of  faces,  a  glass  of  water, 
Hate  and  bitter  passions,  war  and  love, 
Flames  from  a  home  burning  in  the  night. 
Brazen  thoughts   breaking   down   conventions   of   estab- 
lished things. 
Inconsiderate  brass  bands,  the  violent  sea, 
Storms,  anything,  you  are  made  of  these. 

You  are  a  gentle  snore,  the  quiet  snowfall, 

The  "plut-plut"  of  sleet  on  a  hunter's  fire, 

Red  lights  flashing  on  a  Christmas  tree, 

A  lonely  child,  a  loving  friend,  the  early  morning, 

Wild  gypsy  dances,  cows  grazing  in  a  meadow. 

Von  are  life. 


December,    1 944 


Post -War  Facility  Changes 

Saint  Mary's  plans  through  the  Centennial  Fund  Drive 
for  post-war  expansion,  physically  as  well  as  scholasti- 
cally,  "to  meet  the  increasing  needs  of  tomorrow." 


By  Maria  Brown  Gregory,  '45,  and 
Mary  Arden  Tucker,  '45 


Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College  plans  for  the 
era  of  post-war  education  not  only  in  the  fields  of  instruc- 
tion, but  also  in  more  material  ways.  School  facilities 
will  be  improved,  remodeled  and  extended.  Although 
actual  purchasing  and  construction  will  not  begin  until 
;the  war  is  over,  the  financing  is  now  under  way  through 
(the  Centennial  Fund  Drive.  This  Fund  was  begun  to 
commemorate  the  one  hundredth  anniversary  of  Saint 
Mary's,  but  the  campaign  was  postponed  when  war  broke 
out.  Last  spring  the  drive  was  reopened  so  that  the 
financing  can  be  completed  and  construction  may  begin 
as  soon  as  possible.  The  extent  of  the  long-range  pro- 
gram contemplated  by  the  Trustees  will  be  governed  by 
the  results  of  the  campaign. 

The  program  under  consideration  includes  the  re-land- 
scaping of  the  grounds,  the  refurnishing  of  the  buildings, 
the  erection  of  a  new  classroom  building  with  science 
facilities,  and  a  new  dormitory,  the  construction  of  a  new 
boiler  plant,  the  modernizing  of  the  kitchen,  and  some 
work  on  the  exterior  of  the  chapel. 

The  campus  of  Saint  Mary's  is  located  in  a  natural  oak 
grove.  The  present  landscaping  has  been  done  in  a  helter- 
skelter  fashion,  and  much  grading  work  is  necessary. 
The  future  plans  for  landscaping  include  also  those  for 
the  paving  of  roads,  probably  on  a  new  plan,  the  con- 
struction of  new  tennis  courts  on  the  back  campus  and 
the  removal  of  those  on  the  front  campus.  Plans  will 
also  provide  for  the  systematic  replanting  of  trees,  reseed- 
ing  of  lawns  and  planting  of  suitable  shrubbery. 

As  soon  as  possible  most  classrooms  and  all  dormitory 
rooms  will  be  repainted  and  refurnished.  The  building 
plans  for  the  future  call  for  the  erection  of  a  new  dormi- 
tory opposite  and  similar  to  Holt  Hall.  This  building 
would  complete  a  quadrangle,  and  the  system  of  covered 
ways  would  be  rebuilt  so  as  to  harmonize  with  the  build- 
ings. The  addition  of  this  dormitory  will  not  mean  the 
enlargement  of  the  resident  student  body,  as  it  would 
"take  care  of  the  girls  who  would  be  moved  out  of  the 
Rocks  and  the  over-crowded  rooms  on  some  halls.  The 
business  school  will  probably  have  its  facilities  on  the 
second  floor  of  East  Rock,  and  West  Rock  will  become 
exclusively  an  alumnae  office  and  faculty  residence. 
Eventually  Senior  Hall,  now  serving  as  home  for  the 
Chaplain  and  teachers,  would  either  be  torn  down  or 
moved  and  remodeled.  Perhaps  the  gables  will  be  re- 
moved from  the  Art  Building  so  that  it  will  blend  with 
the  general  scheme  of  architecture  and  be  remodeled  to 
meet  the  growing  requirements  of  the  Library. 

To  overcome  the  present  crowded  condition  of  class- 
rooms, consideration  is  being  given  to  the  construction  of 
?a  new  classroom  building  to  accommodate  the  biology. 


chemistry,  physics,  and  home  economics  departments. 
There  will,  however,  be  classrooms  for  other  subjects 
there  too.  This  building  will  probably  be  erected  to  the 
east  of  the  new  dormitory  and  dining  hall.  Since  many 
classrooms  in  Sinedes  and  the  Wings  will  be  vacated  due 
to  the  new  plan,  student  organizations  will  possibly  have 
offices  on  the  lower  floors. 

The  need  of  a  new  boiler  plant  is  important.  This  will 
be  erected  to  the  extreme  rear  of  the  campus  on  either 
the  east  or  west  side  of  the  hockey  field. 

The  chapel  will  be  changed  as  little  as  possible  for 
sentimental  and  traditional  reasons.  It  is  hoped  that  the 
exterior  may  be  veneered  in  stone  or  brick  so  that  it  will 
harmonize  with  the  rest  of  the  buildings  on  the  campus. 

In  the  next  decade  Saint  Mary's  will  undergo  consider- 
able changes  in  all  respects  growing  to  meet  the  increas- 
ing needs  of  tomorrow.  With  the  help  of  the  alumnae 
and  friends  of  the  school,  Saint  Mary's  will  expand  in 
proportion  to  other  plans  for  a  post-war  world.  Her 
daughters  will  be  better  prepared  to  cope  with  the  un- 
foreseen events  of  the  future. 


A  PROPER  SOUL 

By  Sue  Moore,  '45 


His  life  was  dedicated  to  rules.  His  shallow  soul  gloried 
in  set  convention  and  form.  A  rigid  observance  of  the 
polite  forms  entranced  him ;  it  gave  him  his  meager  ex- 
cuse for  existence.  To  do  the  proper  thing  in  the  proper 
way  was  nourishment  enough  to  him.  Dreamers  ignored 
his  being.  His  regularity  was  insufferable  to  them.  But 
our  performer  of  only  correct  ways  was  a  clog,  as  the 
dreamer,  in  this  muddle  of  every  personality.  He  pos- 
sessed life,  but  his  treatment  of  it  should  incur  a  Grendel's 
wrath.     Pooh  to  the  hypocrite. 


ODE  TO  V-MAIL 

By  Mary  Arden  Tucker,  '45 

Here's  to  thee,  O  Little  One, 
The  manuscript  of  the  time. 

You  bring  a  message  from  m'  love 
But  the  secret  is  his  and  thine, 

For  I  cannot  yet  decipher 
A  single  crowded  line. 

Oh,  vague,  diminutive  print, 
It  has  teased  me,  my  Little  One, 

Altho'  I'm  not  able  to  read  you. 
Your  comfort's  better  than  none. 

I  will  cherish  thee  until 
Another  letter  shall  come. 


Saint  Mary's   School  , 


Revelation 


Johnnie  was  rather  young,  but  not  too  young  to  learn 
what  life  would  have  in  store  for  him.  He  learned  the 
hard  way  on  the  little  things. 

By  Mary  Bull  Pinckney,  '46 


Johnnie  was  just  a  little  boy.  Johnnie  didn't  know 
about  life  and  death.  Johnnie  didn't  know  people  couldn't 
have  everything. 

He  was  just  a  little  pudgy,  barefoot  boy.  He  had  golden 
curls  and  pink  toes,  both  little  to  match  Johnnie.  But 
he  had  big  brown  eyes,  too  big.  They  were  faithful, 
trusting  eyes. 

The  crystal  white  beach  sand  blew  in  his  hair  and 
mouth.  He  ground  it  against  his  teeth  and  laughed  at 
the  sound ;  he  reached  down  and  grabbed  a  chubby  fist- 
ful of  the  sand  and  put  it  into  his  mouth.  This  time  the 
gritting  wasn't  pretty,  and  tasted  bad.  He  spit  it  out 
and  shook  his  head  violently. 

Something  on  great,  gray  wings  swept  down  close  to 
Johnnie,  and  he  smiled  and  cried : 

"Pretty!   Pretty!" 

Then  the  gull  was  gone,  but  Johnnie  was  examining 
the  white  sea  foam  left  on  the  beach  by  the  sea.  It  was 
cold  and  fuzzy  and  when  he  tasted  it,  it  was  salty.  It 
was  pink  and  green  at  times,  too,  and  Johnnie  smiled 
with  delight.  It  disappeared  when  he  blew  it.  He  jumped 
up  and  ran  down  the  beach  blowing  away  all  the  foam 
he  could  until  finally  he  was  tired. 

Then  he  waded  along  the  edge  of  the  ocean,  gurgling 
with  joy  as  tiny  waves  washed  over  his  small  feet.  The 
water  was  blue  and  green,  and  Johnnie  grinned. 

All  at  once  a  larger  wave  washed  in,  and  when  it  re- 
ceded it  left  a  beautiful  shell. 


To  Johnnie's  large  eyes  it  was  the  loveliest  object  he 
had  ever  seen.  It  had  no  particular  shape,  but  it  looked 
smooth  and  glossy.  The  sun  sparkled  in  the  drops  of 
water  left  on  it  and  turned  them  golden  over  the  natural 
blue  hue  of  the  shell.  It  shone  brilliantly  and  almost 
seemed  to  smile. 

Johnnie  smiled  back  ;  so  entranced  was  he  with  this  new 
something  that  he  stood  transfixed.  Never  in  his  yet  new 
life  had  he  seen  anything  he  wanted  as  much,  but  he  was 
unable  to  disturb  the  tranquility  of  the  shell.  He  could 
only  worship  it  from  afar. 

As  he  gazed  peacefully,  longingly  at  it,  wanting  it  just 
to  hold  and  to  have  always,  a  wave  swept  up  again,  cover- 
ing the  shell. 

Johnnie's  expression  turned  to  one  of  fear.  Here  was 
the  most  delicate  and  radiant  thing  he  had  ever  seen  cov- 
ered completely  by  water;  water  that  was  now  hateful 
instead  of  the  dazzling  blue  and  green  he  had  thought  it 
only  a  few  moments  before.  Johnnie  couldn't  move  now 
because  of  terror. 

Then  the  water  began  to  drift  away,  and  once  again 
there  was  the  gritty  sand  before  him.  But  the  shell  was 
gone. 

For  the  first  time  Johnnie  faced  the  other  side  of  life. 
For  the  first  time  he  realized  all  life  was  not  rosy  and 
joyful.  Johnnie  was  a  little  man,  and  with  a  tremendous 
effort  he  squared  his  shoulders  and  turned  away  just  as 
one  tear  trickled  down  his  cheek,  for  Johnnie  was  a 
little  boy  also. 


The  Woman  and  the  Sack 

Loneliness,  work,  love,  and  hate  were  integral  parts  of 
this  woman's  character.  Difficult  to  understand,  she 
brought  horror  to  a  quiet  mountain  village. 

liy  Anna  Margaret  Moomaw,  '45 


Biting  winds  whipped  the  old  woman's  patched  coat 
as  she  .shuffled  slowly  up  the  steep  path  to  her  little  cabin. 
The  ragged,  stained  sack  slung  over  her  twisted  shoulder 
was  filled  with  something  heavy,  for  she  stopped  often  to 
drop  it  on  flic  ground  and  rest  herself. 

As  she  paused  she  looked  furtively  over  the  wide  valley 
below  her;  then  her  narrow  grey  eyes  darted  swiftly 
down  the  path  over  which  she  had  just  clambered.  As 
they  did  so.  ho-  sharp,  sallow  face,  pinched  and  seamed 


by  her  hard  lonely  life,  wrinkled  into  a  loathsome  grin. 
The  woman's  scrawny  figure  huddled  farther  into  her 
coat  as  the  wind  became  a  gale,  and  her  bony  fingers 
carefully  clutched  the  top  of  her  sack  so  'that  no  one 
might  see  what  it  contained.  She  adjusted  the  huge 
man's  handkerchief  which  served  her  as  a  sling  for  her 
left  hand,  now  only  a  mass  of  burnt  flesh.  Then  she  flung 
her  sack  back  on  her  shoulder  and  vanished  into  her 
cabin.     The  wind  wailed  louder  than  ever. 


DECEMBER,    1944 


"Sheriff  won't  be  back  in  town  till  Tuesday,"  wheezed 
the  wizened  little  woman  who  helped  the  sheriff  with  his 
office  work.    "Is  there  airything  I  kin  do  f er  yuh  ?" 

"Wal,  paw  jest  disappeared,  and  I  eain't  find  nothin' 
but  jest  some  (here  the  applicant  calmly  spit  out  the  win- 
Fdow)  old  red  stains  on  the  floor.  Thought  mebbe  Sheriff 
Meeks  'ud  know  somethin'  about  it." 

"Know  about  what,  Jed?"  a  deep  voice  asked  gently. 

"Hullo,  Sheriff!  Paw's  done  gone.  D'ya  know  where 
he's  at?" 

"Cain't  say  as  I  do.  Jest  went  over  to  Bald  Knob  to 
see  about  some  hoss  rustlers.  Caught  'em  sooner'n  I'd 
expected  to,"  he  added,  rubbing  his  big  cold  hands  to- 
gether contentedly.  Then  he  noticed  the  bleak  look  on 
Jed's  face. 

"Let's  have  a  look  at  your  place,  son.  Hope  your  pa 
ain't  drunk  and  lost  out  in  the  woods  again.  There's  a 
pretty  bad  storm  coming  in  the  north  yonder." 

"Yep,"  Jed  said. 

They  went  on  in  silence.  Sleet  was  beginning  to  fall, 
and  the  men  were  forced  to  grit  their  teeth  against  the 
bitter  cold  of  a  Bear  Hollow  storm.  They  were  around 
the  bend  from  Jed's  house  when  the  sheriff  smelled  smoke. 
They  broke  into  a  run  and  found  only  the  simmering  re- 
mains of  Jed's  burnt  house.  Here  and  there  little  puffs 
of  steam  would  shoot  up  as  the  sleet  hit  a  live  coal. 

Jed  and  the  sheriff  searched  frantically  to  see  if,  by 
any  chance,  Jed's  father  had  burned  with  the  house.  There 
was  no  trace  of  his  having  done  so.  Neither  was  there 
any  clue  as  to  who  had  burnt  the  house.  There  was  only 
the  "plut-plut"  of  the  sleet  on  the  cinders. 


"This  is  the  worst  storm  I  ever  seen,  sheriff,"  quavered 
the  old  town  gossip  as  he  hitched  his  chair  closer  to  the 
fire.  "Wonder  how  old  Maw  Peters  is  coming  up  on 
Chantey  Mountain?  Snow  musta'  buried  her  place  by 
now." 

"Yep,"  grunted  the  sheriff. 

"Shore  was  misfortunate  Jed's  house  burnt  this  week. 
By  the  way,  you  never  found  his  paw,  did  ya?"  pursued 
the  old  man. 

"Naw,"  growled  the  sheriff,  "and  shuddup !  It's  none 
of  your  business !  That's  the  first  case  I  ain't  solved.  If 
it  hadn't  been  for  that  storm  I'd  a  found  him,  ya  kin  bet 
yer  life  on  that !" 

"I  didn't  mean  no  harm,  sheriff." 

"Well,  then,  shuddup !" 

There  was  silence  for  a  minute.  Then  the  gossip  spoke 
up  again. 

"Sheriff,  maw  used  to  say  old  Mrs.  Peters  liked  Jed's 
pa,  but  he'd  never  pay  no  court  to  her.  I  bet  she  done 
something  to  him;  fer  all  we  know  she  may  have  him 
tied  up  in  her  cabin.    She's  half  crazy,  anyhow." 

"How  d'ya  expect  me  to  get  up  to  Chantey  Mountain 
in  this  weather  to  see  her?  But  that's  an  idea,"  he  mused. 
"I'll  check  up  on  it  after  the  weather  clears  up.  That  old 
woman  would  do  anything.  .  .  ." 

*     *     $ 

The  old  woman  knelt  on  the  floor  of  her  cabin  and  tried 
frantically  to  set  fire  to  the  sodden  sack.  The  match  flew 
but  of  her  clumsy  hands  and  landed  on  a  pile  of  dirty  old 
Tags,  which  flamed  up  at  once.     Terror  struck   the  old 


woman's  face  in  an  instant.  She  stumbled  up,  caught 
the  sack,  and  fled  into  the  storm  outside.  There  she 
stopped  and  dumblj'  watched  her  only  shelter  burn  to 
the  ground.  She  sank  down,  still  clutching  the  sack.  The 
storm  roared  on,  and  the  sleet  covered  her  lonely  form. 

The  sheriff  found  her  lying  on  the  ground,  holding  her 
sack.  She  was  dead.  In  the  sack  they  found  Jed's 
father's  body. 

The  old  gossip  prattled  about  it  for  a  week.  "I  told 
ya  she'd  got  him  !  Never  trusted  that  woman  anyhow. 
Just  proves  you  can't  get  away  from  yer  wrong.  Looke 
how  Jed's  house  burnt  down.  There  wasn't  a  clue  left, 
and  the  storm  left  no  traces  of  her  around  Jed's  house 
either.  Still  the  old  woman's  house  burnt,  too,  and  she 
got  what  was  coming  to  her  in  the  storm.  I  tole  va, 
Sheriff !" 

"Shuddup,"  was  all  the  sheriff  said. 


THE    WORLD  .... 

By  Sue  Moore,  '45 

I 

I  walk  down  this  calm  street.  So  quiet  and  lonely. 
These  little  houses,  this  picket  fence,  that  bent  willow 
tree.  Laughter  of  these  living  skids  by  me,  swirls  and 
dances.  I  do  hear  people  laughing.  Who  are  they?  But 
what  does  it  matter?  This  street  cannot  be  lonely.  These 
houses,  this  fence,  that  tree,  laughter  has  clothed  them  all. 
People  shall  laugh.    And  the  world  may  smile. 

II 
"Madame  Zureka :  Know  your  Future :  25c."  And 
what  is  this?  Young  hopefuls,  disillusioned  and  shallow 
souls,  greedy  and  immature,  cynical,  weak,  curious,  lazy 
little  beings  crowd  toward  the  Madame.  Peacefully  they 
consume  her  regular  spiel  of  rich  marriage,  long  life, 
good  luck.  Human  putty,  twisted,  shaped,  punctured 
by  cruel  circumstance.  Beaten,  stomped,  robbed,  lonely 
people.     And  the  world  may  cry. 

Ill 

I  see  a  small  boy  and  his  dog.  They  are  playing,  romp- 
ing, and  having  fun.  I  hear  a  priest's  strong,  sure  voice. 
I  watch  a  father  shake  the  hand  of  his  soldier  son.  I 
listen  to  a  man's  prayer  at  the  end  of  a  day.  I  breathe 
the  heavy,  fragrant  air  of  rich  soil.  And  the  world  may 
Smile.  

DEVASTATION 

By  MAKY  BuLL-PlNCKNEY,   '46 

Her  head  slowly  lifted  and  tilted  toward  the  east. 
For  from  the  west  came  the  steady  rumble  of  drums 
And  the  sound  of  a  thousand  pounding  feet 

Marching  down  the  earth. 
Her  eyes  glowed  fiery  red, 
Reflections  of  destructive  fire. 
She  smiled,  slowly  and  steadily, 

Arose,  turned  toward  the  deafening  roar 

And  ran. 
Her  arms  stretched  forward 
Grasping  for  the  ruin  and  agony  and  woe. 
For  the  drums  were  war 
And  she  alone  was  death. 


Saint  Mart's  Sc 


Un 


seen 


Every  one  tears  up  some  letters,  but  it  is  usually  these 
undelivered  messages  that  carry  the  real  ideas. 

By  Roberta  Boyd  Bryant,  '45 


He  sat  silently,  running'  his  fingers  across  the  corners 
of  a  letter;  he  was  staring  at  the  little  ice  cubes  melting 
in  the  bottom  of  the  glass  in  front  of  him. 

"It's  Saturday  night,  King.  Surely  life  can  offer  more 
than  this?" 

He  turned  and  smiled  and  looked  down  again  at  the 
letter  in  his  hand. 

"This  letter — it  is  just  like  all  the  rest.  I  spend  my 
life  waiting  for  them,  but  they  are  always  the  same.  I 
don't  know  how  to  tell  you,  but  some  day  perhaps  there 
will  be  a  different  one,  and  then  I  will  know  that  she 
is  the  person  I  think  she  is.'1 

".  .  .  It  is  mining  tonight — the  kind  of  rain  we  used  to  walk 
in — feeling  the  slosh  of  water  against  our  boots,  and  the  heating 
of  the  rain  against  our  caps.  If  I  could  go  out  tonight.  I  could 
feel  that  same  nearness  of  you. 

"Today  mother  and  I  drove  into  town.  The  mists  were  low 
on  the  mountains,  and  the  trees  had  that  bigness,  greenness 
brought  only  by  the  rains.  We  drove  almost  the  whole  way  in 
silence.  The  funny  slishing  sound  of  the  tires  runuing  on  the 
wet  macadam  somehow  made  me  think  of  you.  and  your  driving 
and  my  sitting  beside  you  during  the  miles  and  hours  of  silence; 
the  unspoken  law  that  we  never  sought  to  claim  each  others' 
independence  or  unite  into  one  individuality,  hut  let  our  souls 
lie  free  to  find,  appreciate,  and  love  the  meaning  and  feel  of 
things.  I  think  that  is  why  I  remember  riding  in  the  rain  with 
you. 

"The  town  was  a  collection  of  solitary  figures — buildings,  streets, 
vehicles  and  people — all  standing  alone  and  wet.  We  went  out 
to  the  college.  There  was  the  usual  rush  of  opening  school; 
strange,  chattering  cliques  of  girls.  I  met  some  girls  that  had 
been  at  school.     It  was  ;i  pleasant,  comforting  surprise.    The  dean 


was  a  wonderful  man,  and  he  was  very  kind  to  me  and  frank. 
They  cannot  accept  me  unless  my  grades  are  better.  It  is  so  hard 
for  me.  Education  is  a  satisfaction  of  interests  and  a  discovery 
of  curiosity,  not  a  goal  of  A's  and  B's. 

"Then  we  went  shopping.     We  bought  mother  a  new  hat,  tri-  • 
cornered  and  swoopy,  black  and  very  striking.     Then  I  shopped 
for  the  boring  odds  and  ends  for  the  new  school  year. 

"I  bought  Tolstoi's  War  and  Peace;  yes.  after  I  had  borrowed 
and  read  it.  I  want  it  for  my  own,  to  read  over  and  over  again 
the  rest  of  my  life,  each  time  to  grasp  more  learning  from  the 
mind  of  a  great  man — a  man  so  great  that  no  other  man  could 
read  his  hooks  once  and  truthfully  say  that  he  had  fully  digested 
their  complete  meaning. 

"Tonight  we  ate  steak  and  onions  in  the  kitchen,  and  daddy 
fixed  hot  buttered  rums. 

"It  is  two  o"clock  in  the  morning.  I  have  read  since  supper. 
Now  the  words  are  dancing  senseless  little  steps  as  they  wiggle 
from  under  my  pen,  as  all  my  words  are  to  you — without  distinct 
form — to  create  not  a  meaning  of  words,  but  an  expression  of 
feelings  I  want  to  exchange  with  you. 

"I  am  very  tired.  The  spitting  of  the  rain  will  take  me  into 
Freud's  world  or  a  black  lapse  until  morning.  A  new  day,  a  new 
creation  by  God  and  by  his  simple  people.  I  will  run  errands  for 
daddy,  drink  coffee  with  mother  and  go  to  Jane's  luncheon.  After 
that,  new  creations;  but  now  I  can  go  to  bed,  now  that  I  have 
dedicated  this  time  to  you.  Yes,  I  must  do  this  thing  as  I  must 
eat  to  live.  What  is  it?  Why  is  it?  It  is  our  friendship.  It  is 
because  you  are  the  first  man  who  has  not  disappointed  me.  I 
have  found  that  I  shall  never  have  you  within  my  grasp.  You 
are  strong,  as  strong  as  I.  I  respect  you;  I  worship  you  for  that. 
You  are  entirely  independent  of  me;  you  have  never  asked  of  me. 
Thus  our  souls  are  worthy  of  each  other.  Eagerness  is  weakness. 
My  spirit  will  never  turn  from  you  as  it  has  from  others. 

"This  letter  will  stay  on  my  desk  tonight,  and  in  the  morning 
it  will  be  burned  with  the  other  things  in  my  wastebasket,  as  my 
intimate  letters  to  you  are  always  destroyed.  Perhaps  this  letter 
proves  that  you  are  stronger  than  I :  that  must  never  be,  for  then 
I  would  love  you  .  .  ." 


Pity 


Misunderstandings  haunt  the  returned  soldier  and  his 
friends.  They  have  moved  in  separate  worlds  for  so  long 
that  it  often  hecomes  difficult  to  think  alike  again. 

By  Kitty  Quintard,  '46 


Last  night  right  after  supper,  while  Margie  was  doing 
the  dishes,  I  left  the  house  to  get  a  little  tobacco  from  the 
drug  store  up  the  street.  I  didn't  have  any  intention  of 
doing  anything  but  just  that.  But  you  know  how  it  is — 
you  meet  a  coupla'  friends  and  get  into  some  sort  of  dis- 
cussion or  another,  and  bingo!  the  time's  gone  before  you 
know  it. 

Well,  that's  just  the  way  this  happened,  aud  it  must've 
been  ten  o'eloek  before  I  got  home  again.  Now,  mind 
you,  I'd  noticed  that  Margie  was  all  dressed  fit  to  kill 
at  tin'  dinner  table,  and  when  I  came  in  I  told  her  she 
looked  just  like  something  out  of  Schultz's  window  (that's 
the  bakery  shop  where  we  trade).    She  smiled  and  sorta' 


blushed  the  way  women  always  do  when  they  know  darn 
good  and  well  they  look  good. 

It  was  about  ten  when  I  got  home,  as  I  said  before,  and 
I  heard  a  bunch  of  noise  when  I  went  up  the  stairs  to  our; 
apartment.     I  figured  she  had  the  radio  on  and  was  lis- 
tening  to  one  of  them  soupy  romances  she  likes  so  much. 

When  I  opened  the  door,  still  thinking  about  what  Bill 
Mann  had  said  about  Roosevelt's  chances  in  the  election,! 
there  were  more  people  in  that  one  room  than  I  thought 
we  knew  in  all  Carpentersville !     They  all  yelled  at  me 
and  laughed  and  held  out  half-empty  glasses  with  melt-] 
ing  ice  cubes  in  the  light  brown  liquid. 


December.    1944 


It  was  like  a  dream  when  you  find  3'ourself  in  a  place 
you  had  nothing  to  do  with  getting  in,  and  no  place 
being.  Then  Margie  squeezed  through  in  a  pretty  green 
dress  made  of  some  clingy  sort  0'  material.  It  looked 
good  with  her  blond  hair  and  skin.  Her  face  was  all 
mixed  up,  like  she  didn't  know  just  how  to  take  what 
was  goin'  on.  She  looked  real  proud  and  happy,  and  yet 
sort  of  scared,  like  a  kid  in  school  who  guessed  the  answer 
fcto  a  question  and  is  waiting  to  see  if  it  was  right. 

Then  she  started  it  oft',  and  everybody  was  singing  a 
song  whose  words  I  couldn't  quite  make  out.  Then  Bill 
Smede  and  John  Douglas  pushed  me  up  on  their  shoul- 
ders and  paraded  around  that  dinky  little  room  like  they 
was  at  a  football  game.  I  expected  Tom  McConnell,  the 
copper  on  our  block,  to  come  in  any  minute,  but  then  I 
noticed  he  was  already  there,  standing  beside  the  sofa, 
with  a  lemonade  in  his  hand. 

All  this  time  went  by  with  me  wondering  what  in  Sam 
Hill  was  going  on.  I'd  yell  and  ask  'em  and  they'd  make 
all  the  more  noise. 


Then  it  came  out.  Somebody  handed  me  the  evening 
paper,  and  there  were  the  headlines.  "Carpentersville 
Man  Returns  a  Hero ;  Receives  Purple  Heart  and  Dis- 
tinguished Service  Medal." 

Now  I  ain't  no  crepe-hanger,  but  when  I  saw  how  they 
was  going  about  trying  to  make  up  to  me  what  they 
thought  was  a  loss  that  I  couldn't  bear,  I  felt  sorry  for 
them.  They  don't  realize  that  an  empty  trouser  leg  isn't 
half  as  hard  to  live  with  as  an  empty  heart.  All  the  time 
I  was  on  that  worm-eaten  island  I  kept  myself  going  by 
thinking  of  Margie  in  a  light  green  dress,  of  talks  with 
the  guys  at  the  drug  store  and  pool  parlor,  of  the  way 
people  in  Carpentersville  have  a  way  of  knowing  each 
other  and  letting  on  that  they  know  each  other.  I  got 
more  real  education  in  these  last  two  years  than  lots  of 
people  get  in  the  four  years  of  college  schooling.  I 
learned  to  appreciate  people  and  to  realize  how  much 
there  is  to  understand  about  the  other  fellow. 

I  didn't  say  nothing  about  what  I  was  thinking,  but 
just  made  like  I  was  honored  and  flattered.  But  I  think 
Margie  understood. 


All's  Fair 


One  girl  was  flashy  and  gay;  she  had  the  man.  The 
other  was  sincere ;  she  didn't.  But  sometimes  a  man  can 
change  his  mind  twice. 

By  Ann  Ctjtts,  '45 


It  was  a  small  room  with  light  green  walls  the  color 
of  after-dinner  mints.  There  were  white  spreads  on  the 
twin  beds  and  flowered  chintz  curtains  at  the  windows. 
In  one  corner  stood  a  stiff  maple  chair  with  a  thin  chintz- 
covered  cushion  in  the  seat.  Beside  it  was  a  magazine 
rack  stuffed  with  magazines,  mostly  copies  of  the  Good 
Housekeeping.  On  one  of  the  beds  sat  a  girl  in  a  white 
slip,  reading.  Her  long  dark  hair  was  slightly  damp 
and  occasionally  she  rubbed  it  with  the  towel  at  her  side. 
The  white  clock  on  the  chest  of  drawers  ticked  loudly  in 
the  stillness  of  the  room.  There  was  no  other  sound  ex- 
cept the  occasional  crackle  of  a  page  as  the  girl  turned 
it.  Once  in  a  while  she  glanced  up  at  the  clock,  then  went 
on  reading. 

About  eleven  forty-five  there  was  the  sound  of  a  key 
in  the  lock  and  a  low  murmur  of  voices.  The  girl,  still 
holding  the  magazine,  got  up  and  went  through  the  tiny 
hall  to  the  door.    She  opened  it. 

"Hey,  honey,"  said  the  small  blonde  standing  in  front 
of  her.  "What'd  you  do  while  I  was  gone?  Oh,  Joan, 
he  was  darling.  Just  darling!  I  wish  you  could  have 
seen  him.  I  love  ensigns.  There's  really  something  about 
them  that's  different.  And  I've  got  a  date  with  him  to- 
morrow night.  He's  going  to  be  here  for  six  months. 
That  should  help  matters  a  lot.     Did  anybody  call  me?" 

"No,  Doris,"  said  Joan  glancing  down  at  her  story 
again.    "Nobody  called  you." 

"Oh,  well,  there's  alwaj^s  tomorrow,"  she  yawned.  "I'm 
so  tired.     Have  vou  set  the   alarm?     They'll  kill  me  if 


I'm  late  to  the  office  again."  She  took  her  pajamas  off 
the  hook  on  the  closet  door  and  went  into  the  bathroom. 

Joan  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  stared  for  a 
minute  at  her  toes.  The  polish  on  her  big  toe  was  chipped. 
"Doris,"  she  said  slowly,  "did  you  hear  from  Chuck  to- 
day?" 

"What?"  Doris  yelled.     "I  can't  hear  you." 

"Did  you  hear  from  Chuck  today?" 

"Oh,  yes,  you  can  read  the  letter  if  you  want  to.  It's 
in  my  purse." 

Joan  went  over  to  the  other  bed  and  opened  the  small, 
black  purse  lying  there.  She  found  the  letter  and  held 
it  for  a  minute,  staring  at  the  San  Francisco  Fleet  Post 
Office  on  the  envelope.  Then  she  started  reading.  "My 
darling  .  .  ."  She  stopped.  Just  then  Doris  came  out, 
brushing  her  short  blond  hair.  "It's  a  sweet  letter,  isn't 
it?" 

"Oh,  oh,  yes.    Very  sweet."    Joan  started  reading  again. 

The  only  sound  for  a  few  minutes  was  that  of  the  brush 
crackling  through  Doris'  hair.  "It's  cold  out,"  she  re- 
marked.   There  was  no  answer. 

Suddenly  Joan  laughed.  "Oh,  I  remember  this.  It  was 
when  Chuck  lived  across  the  street  from  us.  We  were 
seniors  in  high  school  and  he  had  the  funniest-looking 
Model  A  Ford.  He  asked  Lillian  Mason  to  go  to  the  Hi-Y 
dance  with  him.  She  had  on  a  new  white  evening  dress 
and  on  the  way  the  car  broke  down,  and  they  had  to  walk 
a  mile  to  a  filling  station.  She  was  furious.  Don't  you 
remember  that  old  car?     He  drove  up  to  college  in  it  to 
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see  me  one  fall — the  year  he  played  guard  for  State.  But 
I  guess  you  didn't  know  him  then.  It  was  the  year  before 
you  and  I  roomed  together.  I  still  had  his  pin."  She 
stopped  and  stared  out  the  window. 

Doris  looked  over  at  her.  "Should  I  wear  my  blaek 
dress  tomorrow  night  or  that  light  blue  wool?" 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Joan  returning  the  letter. 

Doris  stopped  brushing  her  hair  and  got  into  bed.  She 
lay  there  for  a  minute  humming  to  herself.  Then  she 
raised  her  left  hand  and  held  it  in  front  of  her,  slowly 
turning  the  ring  on  her  fourth  finger.  The  large  diamond 
caught  the  light  as  Doris  turned  it.  "Chuck  really  out- 
did himself  on  my  ring,  didn't  he?" 

Joan  stopped  reading  and  looked  over  to  the  other  bed. 
"Yes,  he  did,"  she  said  slowly.  "It's  beautiful."  Care- 
fully she  folded  the  letter  and  put  it  back  in  the  envelope. 
"He  sounds  a  little  down,  doesn't  he?  In  spite  of  the 
new  stripe." 

"Uh,  huh,"  murmured  Doris.  "Turn  off  the  light  and 
let's  go  to  sleep." 

"I  have  to  put  up  my  hair  first."  Joan  got  up  and  went 
over  to  the  little  chair  in  front  of  the  dresser.  She  took 
out  a  powder  box  full  of  bobby  pins  and  started  combing 
her  hair.  "He  says  he  wishes  you'd  write  more  often, 
Doris." 


"I  know,  but  I'm  so  busy.    I  just  never  have  any  time." 

"Bjr  the  way,  what  are  you  going  to  send  him  for  Christ- 
mas ?    There  are  only  three  more  days  to  mail  packages." 

"Oh,  my  soul !  I'd  completely  forgotten."  Doris  sat 
up.  "What'll  I  do  ?  When  can  I  do  it,  Joan  ?  I  have  to 
work  tomorrow  and  Saturday  and  there's  my  date  to- 
morrow night,  and  the  dance  Friday  and  the  cocktail 
party  Saturday  afternoon.  Do  you  have  to  mail  them  by 
Saturday?  I  just  can't,  that's  all."  She  lay  back  down. 
"And  I  refuse  to  worry  about  it.    I'm  too  tired." 

Joan  got  up  and  turned  off  the  small  light  on  the  bed- 
table  and  went  over  to  the  desk  at  the  other  side  of  the 
room.  She  turned  on  the  light  there,  took  out  a  box  of 
light-blue  stationery  and  sat  down.  For  a  few  minutes 
she  gazed  out  of  the  window.  The  street  was  dark  ex- 
cept for  a  few  pools  of  light  right  under  the  dim  street 
lights.  The  small  tree  in  front  of  the  window  was  bare, 
and  the  branches  swayed  in  the  cold  night. 

Suddenly  Doris  sat  up.     "What  are  you  doing?" 

"Writing  a  letter,"  said  Joan,  without  looking  up. 

"Who  are  you  writing  to?"  said  Doris  sharply. 

Joan  put  down  the  pen.  Slowly  she  turned  around. 
She  looked  at  Doris  for  a  full  minute.  "I'm  writing  to 
Chuck,"  she  said. 


Destiny 


Superstition,  pre-destination,  and  fate  dominate  the 
life  of  a  girl,  clash  with  her  only  chance  of  happiness,  and 
bring  her  to  her  inevitable  destination. 

By  Mary  Bill  Pinckhey,  '46 


Looking  through  the  window  and  the  rain  at  the  on- 
rushing  taxi,  she  was  momentarily  oblivious  to  the  pres- 
ent, but  the  past  was  very  vivid.  It  all  flashed  through 
lu-r  mind  like  a  series  of  tintypes  suddenly  come  to  life. 

She  had  never  wondered  or  thought  much  about  why 
she  lived  with  her  grandmother.  It  had  never  occurred 
to  her  that  perhaps  her  parents  had  not  wanted  her.  She 
had  accepted  it  as  fact  and  fate. 

The  latter  had  been  so  indelibly  impressed  upon  her 
mind  that  it  was  completely  a  part  of  her  life,  that  and 
predestination.  They  composed  her  past,  present,  and 
future.  Fate  held  the  reins  of  her  destiny,  and  she  had 
never  questioned  its  power  or  decisions.  She  had  simply 
faced  her  life  without  flinching. 

Her  home  had  been  one  of  the  innumerable  marsh  is- 
lands bordering  the  coast  of  Louisiana,  near  New  Or- 
leans. There  among  the  swampy  inland  consisting  of 
thick,  heavy  vines,  tropical  flowers,  quicksand,  and  all 
the  dangers  of  a  swamp,  and  the  sandy  beach  with  the 
gulls  soaring  gray  against  the  sky  and  the  surf  pounding 
in  never-ceasing  rhythm,  she  had  lived  in  obscurity.  All 
the  knowledge  she  had  ever  gained  had  been  from  the 
moody,  gypsy-like  creature,  Sylvia,  who  professed  to  be 
ber  grandmother. 

Yet,  in  the  young  girl  was  a  sense  of  heritage  that  set 
her    apart    from    Inn-    guardian.      H     was    something    that 


made  her  shrink  in  horror  at  the  filth  in  which  she  lived. 
Although  she  possessed  the  identical  dark  coloring,  per- 
ceptiveness,  and  moody  black-fire  eyes  of  her  grandpar- 
ent, by  the  girl's  will  her  life  was  not  to  be  squandered 
in  poverty  and  wretchedness. 

Other  than  inheritance  she  had  the  teachings  of  her 
grandmother.  The  most  impressive  of  these  was  super- 
stition. Her  life  had  been  planned  long  ago,  so  that  she 
had  no  power  to  control  it.  Every  line  in  the  palm  of 
her  hand  held  some  sign  for  the  Yet-to-Be. 

Her  environment  only  east  these  beliefs  deeper  into  her 
mind.  Through  the  marsh  grass  and  swamp  there  were 
paths  which  she  alone  would  explore.  They  pointed  to 
obscurity  and  blackness  of  the  soul.  She  would  wander 
through  these  paths  when  she  felt  compelled  by  some 
inner  source  to  fortune  telling  and  imagination;  and  if 
she  caught  'a  break  of  sunlight  through  the  trees  she 
would  turn  in  disgust  and  contempt  to  the  deeper  regions 
of  the  swamps. 

These  were  not  her  only  moods.  Occasionally  she 
would  wander  on  the  small  strip  of  beach,  her  arms 
stretched  forth  in  the  joy  of  living  and  her  soul  and  heart 
singing  in  perfect  freedom.  Her  bare  feet  would  dig  into 
the  soft  sand  as  she  made  friends,  the  only  one  she  had, 
of  the  gulls  and  worshipped  their  perfect  symmetry,  and 
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felt  the  desire  to  slip  out  into  the  green  Gulf  and  explore 
other  lands. 

But  these  last  came  only  as  a  repose  and  not  often. 
Perhaps  the  reason  was  the  fact  that  most  of  the  small 
island  was  infested  with  danger  and  gloom. 

Walking  on  the  beaeh  was  her  one  escape  from  her 
secret  dread.  The  life-line  in  the  palms  of  both  of  her 
hands  broke  so  definitely,  completely,  and  precisely  near 
She  beginning  that  she  lived  in  horror  of  a  sudden  death. 
RThis  thought  predominated  and  reverberated  through 
her  every  thought.  At  night  she  often  awoke  from  a 
frightful  and  restless  sleep,  dreaming  that  Fate  was  play- 
ing her  final  hand. 

This  was  the  main  reason  why  she  had  never  allowed 
herself  to  become  attached  to  any  object,  animate  or  in- 
animate. When  she  very  occasionally  went  to  New  Or- 
leans with  Sylvia,  she  only  strolled  as  a  stranger  amid  a 
city  full  of  romance.  She  never  stopped  to  talk,  but  al- 
.ways  people  turned  to  glance  twice  at  the  frail,  dark 
girl  so  obviously  of  Creole  descent. 

Then  there  came  a  storm  at  sea,  a  terrific  gale  which 
fewept  the  island  through  all  one  night;  and  when  the 
daylight  returned  there  was  the  prostrate  form  of  a  man 
washed  on  the  beach. 

She  saw  him  first  and  with  the  aid  of  her  grandmother 
restored  him  to  consciousness,  a  consciousness  that  was 
laever  complete  because  he  could  remember  nothing.  Am- 
nesia had  struck  with  the  storm  and  the  past  of  the  tall 
blond  man  was  lost. 

It  was  through  knowing  him  that  she  felt  an  emotion 
she  had  never  known  before,  something  that  set  him  apart 
jfrom  the  ugliness  she  had  always  known.  For  the  first 
time  in  her  life  she  forgot  superstition  and  palmistry  and 
her  dread  of  sudden  death.  The  marsh  paths,  once  worn, 
were  now  overgrown  and  the  beach  often  saw  the  couple 
as  they  walked  along,  always  discussing  the  beauties  of 
life. 


There  happened  to  be  one  drawback.  Sylvia  objected 
violently  to  his  presence.  A  fiery  jealous  woman  who 
wanted  her  grandchild  for  herself,  she  was  trying  to  ruin 
the  only  pure  and  simple  thing  the  young  girl  had  ever 
known.  When  the  question  of  marriage  was  raised, 
Sylvia,  passionately  angry,  told  the  man  he  must  leave 
and  never  return. 

The  love  between  the  two  young  people  was  too  deep 
to  be  forgotten  and  thrown  away  in  such  a  manner.  That 
night  they  went  to  New  Orleans  never  again  to  return  to 
Sylvia. 

The  girl's  past  was  to  be  as  totally  forgotten  as  the 
man's  was.  All  her  fears  were  to  be  of  the  past.  Super- 
stition was  no  more  and  she  would  live  forever.  Nothing 
could  separate  her  from  him.  These  things  she  did  not 
consciously  think  of,  but  they  were  thoughts  of  her  sub- 
conscious mind. 

In  New  Orleans  the  mist  was  heavy  as  night  itself,  and 
the  rain  washed  down  trying  to  pierce  the  fog.  There 
was  a  cold  wind  blowing  in  from  the  sea  as  the  two  fig- 
ures found  a  taxi. 

As  the  half-asleep  driver  stepped  on  the  accelerator, 
the  car  skidded  from  side  to  side. 

All  her  moodiness  returned  like  the  roar  and  boom  of 
thunder,  and  she  suddenly  remembered  that  not  once  had 
she  ever  thought  of  recalling  this  man's  past  by  his  hands. 
Somehow,  when  she  tried  to  look  at  his  hand  she  felt  stiff 
and  cold,  frightened  at  what  she  had  dared  to  peer  into. 
She  shivered  and  her  body  screamed  silently  inside,  and 
.vet  she  was  so  still  he  knew  not  what  she  saw. 

She  turned  her  eyes  toward  the  window,  and  then 
through  the  rain  she  glimpsed  the  other  taxi. 

Her  thoughts  ceased  as  she  was  suddenly  shattered  back 
to  the  present.  Both  taxis  careened  erazily  down  the 
road.  The  crash  was  inevitable ;  it  had  to  be.  Realizing 
this  she  only  placed  her  hand  over  his  and  closed  her  eyes 
to  the  second  life  line  that  broke  as  definitely  as  hers. 


Nocturne 


Manilee  was  beautiful,  desirable  but  poisonous,  haunt- 
ing. And  haunting  other  people's  lives  never  ceased  to 
add  to  her  pleasure. 

By  Roberta  Boyd  Bryant,  '45 


White  night — blue-grey  sky  of  blinking  stars,  floating 
clouds,  and  a  lazy  moon  looked  down  on  earth.  There 
were  trees  reaching  into  the  indigo  space.  Little  leaves 
danced  wildly  under  the  spell  of  aromatic  summer  air. 
Down  on  a  spot  of  deep  green  grass  were  two  dark  forms 
against  white  leather. 

"Cigarette?" 

"No,  thank  you." 

"May  I?" 

"Of  course." 

A  small  snap — a  flare — dark  shadows  in  the  deep  lines 
of  a  man's  face. 

"I  love  you,  Manilee." 

"You  loved  too  late,  Paul." 


"I  loved  you  from  the  first." 

"So  you  married  Kay — loving  me  ?" 

"Yes." 

"Let's  go  in,  Paul." 

The  two  shadowed  forms  approached  the  bright  French 
doorway.  Soft  music  drifted  out  to  them.  The  lights, 
the  sounds,  the  presence  of  other  people  drew  them  in. 
In  the  bright  light  of  the  room  the  two  dark  forms  be- 
came distinct.  In  a  black  net  dress,  hanging  limply  from 
the  shoulders,  was  a  tall,  blonde  girl.  She  had  a  plain 
face,  slanting  green  eyes — half  closed  under  arched,  black 
eyebrows,  and  a  wide  pink  mouth,  drooping  sullenly  at 
the  corners.  In  a  khaki  uniform  was  a  young  man  with 
crumpled  brown  hair  and  morose  black  eyes. 
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As  they  came  into  the  room  the  music  changed  tempo. 
The  girl  became  enraptured;  her  eyes  flashed  upward; 
and  swinging  her  bare  brown  shoulders  around  to  the 
man,  she  led  him  in  a  dance.  She  laughed  excitedly,  the 
bright  little  lights  glittered  on  her  large,  white  teeth. 
Slowly  the  drum-beats  faded  into  a  wail  of  uplifted  clari- 
nets. Her  arm  was  around  his  neck ;  her  hair  was  pressed 
against  his  cheek.  The  music  enveloped  them.  The 
rhythm  came  from  their  souls,  swaying,  dipping,  whirl- 
ing wildly,  alone,  separate,  swaying  again,  together,  as 
one.  Then  the  dance  ended,  as  abruptly  as  it  had  begun. 
Without  a  glance  to  the  silent  crowd  of  spectators,  they 
returned  to  their  table. 

The  blonde  girl  dropped  into  a  chair  and  looked  across 
the  white  cloth  at  Katherine  Dunn.  Paul  Dunn  looked 
at  his  wife,  too,  and  drew  his  chair  to  her  side.  The 
blonde  girl  turned  to  the  man  on  her  left. 

"A  cig.,  Sam,  please." 

He  eyed  her  sideways. 

"Of  course,  Manilee." 

She  turned  to  the  others.  Veiled  in  her  own  smoke, 
she  stated  gayly, 

"What  a  coincidence  that  we  should  meet  like  this  to- 
night— after  such  a  long  time,  Paul.  Did  you  know  that 
two  years  ago  we  were  dancing  at  the  Institute?" 

She  looked  at  Katherine  Dunn. 

"Paul  went  to  school  there,  you  know,  before  the  army 
seized  him." 

She  turned  to  the  man  on  her  left  again. 

"You  were  at  Hargrove,  remember ;  swearing  over  cal- 
culus? It  was  such  a  long  time  ago,  and  time  goes  on — 
never  stopping — changing,  ranging,  chipping,  chopping — 
I  knew  a  song  like  that  when  I  was  a  little  girl.  Where 
did  you  go  to  school,  Kay?" 

"Mairfair,  north  of  San  Francisco." 

"Oh,  how  nice,  but  you  should  have  come  east  to  school ; 
we  might  have  met  sooner." 

"Manilee,  would  you  like  a  drink  ?" 

"Hum.  Oh,  yes,  Sam  ;  thank  you.  The  usual.  Paul, 
what  became  of  Billy  Crawford?    Is  he  married?" 

"Why,  yes,  he's  stationed  down  in  Texas ;  he  married 
a  girl  there." 

Manilee  tossed  her  head  and  laughed.  Her  large  white 
teeth  flashed. 

Kay  fumbled  the  white  cloth  for  her  glass.  The  icy 
liquid  cooled  her  parched  mouth.  Paul  was  there  beside 
her.  Instinctively,  she  touched  his  sleeve.  He  turned 
toward  her,  for  an  instant,  and  smiled  vaguely,  like  a 
stranger.  She  needed  him  now,  his  security,  his  love. 
His  mind,  his  heart,  his  soul  were  closed  to  her. 

Par  across  the  country,  a  year  ago,  he  had  come  to  her. 
He  was  standing  in  the  midst  of  a  room  full  of  smoke, 
uniforms,  and  noise.  The  canteen  hostess  introduced 
them.  She  knew  nothing  of  his  past;  it  did  not  matter. 
She  knew  he  was  the  man  she  had  spent  her  life  waiting 
for.  He  was  the  man  she  would  many.  She  knew  he 
was  lonely;  he  wanted  to  talk  of  the  life  he  had  been 
forced  to  leave.  Underneath  the  tall,  slim  frame,  behind 
those  dark,  beautiful,  sad  eyes  she  found  a  strong,  sensi- 
tive man.     (n  the  misty  hours  of  the  morning  they  were 


sitting  on  her  terrace.    He  was  telling  her  of  this  woman, 
this  Manilee. 

"We  were  deeply  in  love  the  instant  we  met.  Prom  the 
first  we  felt  that  it  was  a  love  that  had  never  existed  be- 
fore. It  was  strange,  deep,  beautiful ;  too  beautiful  to 
exist  on  earth.  It  was  powerful,  fighting  within  our  souls. 
We  were  never  happy  together.  Somewhere  deep  inside 
of  us  we  were  afraid  of  each  other.  It  was  horrible  to 
leave  her  when  I  had  to  come  west,  but  we  knew  that 
we  could  never  be  happily  married.  We  have  been  sep- 
arated a  year.  Yet  I  wake  up  at  night,  and  she  is  in  my 
room.    She  reaches  across  thousands  of  miles  to  me." 

For  hours  he  talked  about  Manilee.     She  huddled  on  \ 
the  step  above  him,  listening.    He  seemed  to  forget  that 
she  was  even  there.    He  drew  within  himself,  covering  his 
face  with  his  hands. 

She  would  give  him  security,  comfort,  and  everything 
he  had  not  found  in  Manilee.  He  would  forget  her  and 
this  crazy  love  they  had  built  up.  He  was  human.  A 
week  later  he  had  come  to  her.  He  was  at  her  feet.  She 
ran  her  fingers  through  his  dark  brown  hair. 

"Marry  me,  Kay.  You  are  so  sweet,  kind,  understand- 
ing, beautiful.  I  need  you.  I  owe  it  to  Manilee  to  get  out 
of  her  life.  I  could  forget  her  with  you ;  your  love,  every- 
thing you  offer  is  what  I  want  or  need  for  happiness  now, 
and  for  the  rest  of  my  life.  Oh,  darling,  I  am  asking  so 
much,  offering  so  little." 

The  months  after  that  were  hours  of  happiness  that 
she  had  never  known  before.  She  thought  she  had  won. 
Tonight,  a  year  too  late,  she  realized  she  had  been  mis- 
taken. This  man  did  not  belong  to  her,  for  she  had 
stolen  that  which  she  held  dearest  to  her  heart — her  very 
reason  for  existence.  Now  she  could  offer  him  happiness 
in  freedom.    No,  he  was  her  life. 

Something  moved  on  the  white  cloth;  there  was  an- 
other little  cigarette  but — crushed,  buried  in  the  grey 
ashes  of  the  big  glass  tray. 

"Paul,  Carlos  isn't  here  any  more.  Johnny  lost  him 
to  the  army  last  week.  This  new  boy  plays  well,  though. 
Sam,  didn't  you  say  he  was  from  Lakehurst  ?" 

"Yes,  and  he  is  playing  this  number  for  you.  This  is 
our  dance." 

Kay  watched  them  disappear  through  the  black,  French  - 
doorway.     She  wanted  to  run  away   to  nowhere.     She 
could  not  look  at  Paul.     Then  she  heard  his  voice — soft, 
low,  clear. 

"Darling,  I  love  you.    Let's  leave." 

"Oh,  Paul—" 

"Forgive  me,  darling,  for  going  outside  with  her — " 

"You  love  her — I  know  you  do." 

"Yes,  but  I  don't  fear  it ;  I  don't  want  it.  You  are] 
everything  in  my  life.    You  always  will  be." 

They  walked  down  the  steps  into  the  cool,  still  air. 
Kay  realized  that  their  life  was  just  beginning.  She  was' 
filled  with  a  new,  wonderful  happiness. 

The  water  rippled  faintly  in  the  pool.  They  passed: 
by  the  large  lounge  near  the  ledge.  Its  white  leather  was 
vacant,  dead  looking.  The  still  trees  pointed  into  thej 
grey  sky  that  was  emptying,  fading  into  the  light  of  day. 
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December,    1 944 


The  First  Week  of  a  New  Girl's  Diary 

By  Amie  Watkins,  '46 


Tuesday,  September  19 — 

Well,  here  I  am  at  last,  in  spite  of  all  the  rain !  I've 
been  in  a  state  of  utter  confusion  all  day,  but  the  friendli- 
ness of  all  the  girls  has  certainly  helped  a  lot.  I  have  a 
nice  corner  room,  and  I  like  my  roommates  fine.  Saint 
Mary's  is  not  going  to  be  so  bad  after  all. 

Wednesday,  September  20 — 

Gee  whiz !  Those  English  placement  and  vocabulary 
tests  they  gave  us  were  gruesome;  they'll  probably  make 
me  go  back  to  high  school  English  when  they  grade  mine. 
Met  my  big  sister,  and  she  is  a  grand  girl.  A  letter  in 
my  mail  box  from  Chapel  Hill !  I  am  beginning  to  like 
Saint  Mary's  more  and  more. 

Thursday,  September  21 — 

That  seven  o'clock  bell.  Oh  how  I  hate  it !  Classes 
began,  and  I  met  some  of  my  teachers ;  they  have  started 
giving  us  homework  already !  Did  my  best  to  cheer  up 
some  homesick  girls.  I'm  not  homesick  a  bit ;  maybe  it  is 
because  I  live  only  forty-three  miles  away. 

Friday,  September  22 — 

Have  now  been  to  all  my  classes,  and  it  looks  as  though 
I  have  a  year  of  hard  studying  ahead.  What  a  surprise 
when  Mother  came  today,  even  though  I  knew  she  could 


not  stay  away  a  week  !  It  sure  was  good  to  see  her !  Went 
to  the  Little  Store  late  this  afternoon  with  a  Senior ;  more 
fun ! 

Saturday,  September  23 — 

My,  but  it  was  good  to  sleep  late  this  morning !  I  am 
one  of  the  lucky  few  who  don't  have  any  Saturday  classes. 
My  big  sister  took  me  uptown  to  lunch  and  movies;  also 
went  with  her  to  the  old  girl-new  girl  party  where  I  met 
the  faculty  and  loads  of  darling  girls.  Whew !  Never 
been  so  tired ! 

Sunday,  September  2k — 

The  first  Sunday  services  in  the  Chapel ;  lovely,  sweet, 
impressive.  The  Chapel  is  so  peaceful ;  I  find  I  would 
rather  be  there  than  anywhere  else  on  the  campus.  Spent 
the  afternoon  talking  with  the  girls  on  my  hall.  Went 
for  a  walk  after  dinner.    Ho,  hum ;  I  am  sleepy  as  usual. 

Monday,  September  25 — 

Classes  all  day ;  more  homework.  In  spite  of  it  all  I 
managed  to  go  to  the  Toddle  House  for  a  mid-afternoon 
snack.  Those  hash-brown  potatoes !  I  am  so  glad  I  came 
to  Saint  Mail's,  for  I  know  I  am  going  to  love  being  here. 
The  work  is  not  going  to  be  too  hard  (I  hope),  and  every 
person  here  is  just  grand ! 


''...That  Knits  up  the 
Ravell'd  Sleeve  of  Care" 

By  Maria  Brows  Gregory,  '45 

Diurnal  light  had  faded  with  the  last  pale  streaks  of 
pinkish  silver  in  the  west,  and  was  replaced  by  the  crystal 
haze  of  moonlight.  The  sky  was  an  expanse  of  indigo 
bleakness  broken  only  by  a  few  glimmering  stars,  tiny 
fluffs  of  sleepy  clouds  and  the  brilliant  majesty  of  the 
moon  as  it  slowly  began  to  rise  into  the  heavens.  The 
earth  was  quiet  and  peaceful  below;  the  wind  even  tip- 
toed by.  The  low,  solemn  lines  of  patient  trees  offered 
their  green  and  red  and  golden  leaves  to  the  moonlight 
so  that  it  could  glitter  and  slide  over  them  in  somewhat 
of  a  final  tribute  before  the  bareness  of  winter  set  in.  The 
white  gravel  of  a  road  tried  to  grab  its  share  of  moon- 
light, but  failed  in  dullness.  The  silver  luna  fingers 
touched  the  crests  of  tiny  ripples  that  might  have  aspired 
to  be  waves,  but  were  too  sleepy.  The  hush  of  autumn 
breeze  tipped  the  drying  leaves  in  swooshy  rhythms, 
monotonous,  lulling  rhythms  that  soothed  the  tired  day- 
worn  earth.  All  was  quietly  peaceful;  all  was  dreamy, 
sleepy. 


Brok 


en 


By  Maria  Brown  Gregory,  '45 

She  sat  there,  listening  quietly ;  perhaps  her  eyes  be- 
trayed her  thoughts,  but  I  prefer  to  think  that  they  did 
not.  She  was  listening  to  the  sure,  mature  voice  of  a 
person  well-settled  in  life  that  went  on  and  on  about  the 
"privileges  of  youth,"  the  "great  opportunities  that  youth 
has,"  and  the  many  things  that  the  "youth  of  this  gen- 
eration has  to  be  thankful  for."  She  twisted  her  neatly 
painted  fingers,  batted  her  eyelashes,  thought. 

I  cannot  be  sure  what  her  thoughts  were.  I  am  almost 
thankful  that  I  cannot  know  their  probable  intensity.  I 
know  no  details,  only  the  cold  clear  facts  that  hinted  at 
human  emotions.  I  saw  them  together — and  apart  for 
years  .  .  .  walking  home  from  school,  sipping  chocolate 
malteds,  skuffing  fall  leaves,  yelling,  laughing,  arguing, 
dancing — happy.  I  saw  her  watching  him. as  he  made  a 
touchdown,  sank  a  basket ;  I  saw  her  wearing  his  high 
school  letter,  and  her  picture  in  his  wallet.  It  was  simple 
stuff;  th.ey  were  so  young.  Then  I  saw  her  wearing  his 
field  jacket,  eventual^  his  wings.  Some  day  I  would  have 
probably  seen  his  ring  on  her  finger.  But  the  standard- 
ized telegram  his  mother  got  one  day  changed  all  that. 
Now  there  is  only  the  occasional  vacant,  yearning,  lonely 
stare  in  her  young  eyes  telling  that  her  faith  in  the  future 
was  broken. 
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By  Peggy  Hopkins,  Alumnae  Secretary 


Across  My  Desk 


By  Peggy'  Hopkins,  '39,  Alumnae  Secretary 


Virginia  Allison  Haywood,  '39,  received 
her  M.A.  degree  in  Fine  Arts  from  Ohio 
State  University  this  summer.  While 
studying  for  her  degree  she  also  served 
on  the  faculty.  .  .  .  Lieutenant  (jg) 
Agnes  Hayes,  '40,  is  stationed  in  Charles- 
ton and  is  living  at  4  Gibbe  St.,  Charles- 
ton 2,  S.  C.  .  .  .  Marcia  Rodman,  '42 
(H.  S.),  was  on  the  Dean's  List  last  year 
at  Hood  College.  .  .  .  Sarah  Dawson,  '42, 
acted  as  maid-of-honor  for  Mrs.  Gregg 
Cherry  at  the  launching  of  the  U.S.S. 
Todd  in  Wilmington  on  October  7.  .  .  . 
Lib  Royall.  '43,  returned  to  Goldsboro 
a  few  weeks  ago  after  spending  two 
months  in  San  Diego,  California,  visiting 
her  aunt  and  uncle.  .  .  .  Jean  Fulton, 
'42,  and  Ruth  Bond.  '42,  are  spending 
the  winter  in  New  York,  and  from  all 
reports  are  having  a  wonderful  time. 
Jean  is  working  at  Lord  and  Taylor's; 
don't  know  what  Ruth  is  doing.  .  .  .  Sgt. 
Rebecca  Harvey  is  stationed  at  Lawson 
General  Hospital.  Atlanta,  Ga.  .  .  .  Louise 
Toler  Gower,  ex  '45,  is  staying  in  Rocky 
Mount  this  year  keeping  house,  and, 
"what's  more,  taking  sewing  lessons  from 
the  Singer  people."  .  .  .  Barbara  Rainey, 
'40  (H.  S.),  is  a  junior  nurse  in  the  cadet 
corps  at  the  University  of  Virginia.  She 
writes,  "I  saw  Mary  Frances  Wilson 
Reeves,  '41,  the  other  day  as  she  was 
going  to  the  library."  .  .  .  From  Norfolk. 
Va.,  the  following  news:  Margaret  Ter- 
rell Oliver,  ex  '40,  has  a  son,  James 
Brounley,  Jr.,  who  is  two  years  old. 
Louise  Gurkin  Riggan,  '30,  and  her  hus- 
band lived  in  New  London,  Connecticut, 
last  winter  while  he  was  stationed  at 
Fort  Trumbull.  While  there  she  was  in 
charge  of  music  at  Fort  Trumbull,  did 
Red  Cross  service  work,  and  was  pub- 
licity chairman  of  the  A.A.U.W.  Lt.  and 
Mrs.  Riggan  are  now  living  in  Milwaukee, 
Wisconsin.  Mrs.  W.  S.  Harney  (Clara 
Capehart.  '00)  and  Mrs.  Thomas  H. 
Willcox  (Bessie  Winslow,  '11)  work  at 
the  Gray  Lady  Branch  of  the  American 
Red  Cross.  .  .  .  Virginia  Louise  Taylor. 
'4  2,  is  in  training  at  the  Duke  School  of 
Nursing  and  will  graduate  next  July.  .  .  . 
Betty  Wales  Silver,  '41,  is  living  in  Ra- 
leigh temporarily.  While  she  is  here  she 
is  working  at  the  Democratic  headquar- 
ters in  the  Sir  Walter  Hotel.  Betty's 
husband  is  in  France.  .  .  .  Elizabeth  Col- 
lins, '31,  who  is  a  member  of  the  WAC, 
is  now  stationed  in  New  Guinea.  .  .  . 
Betty  Lou  Britt.  '43,  and  Peggy  Osborne. 
'4  3',  are  seniors  at  Northwestern  and 
will  graduate  in  June.  Betty  Lou  writes, 
"A  week  or  so  ago  I  had  dinner  with  Ann 
MacRae,  '41  (Bus.),  and  her  family. 
She's  a  Kappa.  Mandy  Linton,  ex  '44,  a 
Theta.  transferred  from  Vanderbilt  this 
fall  and  I  have  seen  her  several  times. 
Peg  Osborne  is  an  Alpha  Zi  Delta.  This 
year  promises  to  be  a  busy  but  happy  one 
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for  me.  As  president  of  the  Tri-Delt 
pledge  class  and  also  of  my  150  girl  dor- 
mitory. I  keep  on  the  go  most  of  the 
time — plus  my  work  on  the  Daily,  Scott 
Hall  open  houses,  etc.  Doing  field  work 
(case  work)  for  my  field  of  concentra- 
tion is  fun  as  well  as  good  experience." 
.  .  .  Mary  Gene  Kelly,  '42,  graduated 
from  the  University  of  Texas  in  August 
and  is  now  a  news  reporter  on  the  Corpus 
Christi  (Texas)  Caller-Times.  She  ex- 
pects to  have  Louise  Taylor,  '4  2,  visit  her 
next  summer  in  Corpus  Christi.  .  .  .  Hen- 
riette  Hampton,  '43,  has  been  holding 
the  position  of  society  editor  of  the 
Raleigh  Times  during  recent  months,  but 
has  resigned  in  order  to  return  to  Chapel 
Hill  to  complete  her  senior  year  in  col- 
lege. .  .  .  Frances  Rylander,  '44,  is  at 
the  University  of  Georgia  and  is  crazy 
about  it.  Says  she  doesn't  know  any 
Saint  Mary's  news  except  that  she  saw 
Dede  Gant,  '44  (H.  S.),  and  Barbara  Ray, 
'4  4  (H.  a.),  at  West  Point  in  October, 
and  that  Pat  James,  ex  '45,  is  also  at  the 
University.  .  .  .  Jane  Evans.  '43,  is  at 
home  in  Washington  working  for  her 
father  and  taking  a  Nurses'  Aide  course. 
.  .  .  Mary  Stanly  Bernard,  '40,  is  working 
in  Washington  as  a  naval  architect.  She 
designs  ships  for  army  supply.  .  .  .  Carol 
Talbot,  '44,  is  taking  a  business  course 
at  the  William  and  Mary  Extension  in 
Norfolk,  and  works  for  the  Red  Cross  as 


a  member  of  the  Motor  and  Ambulance 
Corps.  She  is  looking  forward  to  Christ- 
mas and  "coming  out"  at  the  Debutante 
Ball.  Sally  Dixon,  ex  '45,  is  also  study- 
ing at  the  William  and  Mary  Extension. 
.  .  .  Mary  Martha  Cobb  Phillips,  '42,  is 
Assistant  Personnel  Adviser  to  Women 
in  the  Dean  of  Women's  office  at  the 
University  of  North  Carolina.  .  .  .  Sally 
MacNider,  ex  '39  (H.  S.),  is  working  at 
the  University  Extension  Library  and  at 
the  Bull's  Head  Book  Shop  in  Chapel  Hill. 
She  is  on  the  Chapel  Hill  Civilian  De- 
fense Council.  .  .  .  Mary  Willis  Douthat, 
'40,  is  stationed  at  Camp  Sibert,  Ala- 
bama, with  the  Red  Cross.  .  .  .  Frances 
Hill  Norris,  '33,  has  been  working  for 
the  United  States  Engineers  in  Lakeland, 
Tampa  and  Miami,  Florida.  Now  she  is 
on  vacation  in  Raleigh  and  plans  to  be 
here  until  some  time  in  December.  Her 
home  address  is  1703  Cherokee  Trail, 
Lakeland,  Florida.  .  .  .  Peggy  Davis,  ex 
'42  (H.  S.),  is  president  of  the  freshman 
class  at  Salem  College.  The  following 
alumnae  have  visited  Saint  Mary's  since 
September:  Betty  Edwards,  Mary  Louise 
Martin,  Virginia  Allison  Haywood,  Rose 
Martin  Ellison,  Margaret  Winslow,  Ann 
Christian,  Alma  Young,  Slocumb  Davis 
Hollis,  Betsy  Thompson,  Meta  Leitner, 
Charlotte  Crawford,  Betty  Barnes,  Mari- 
lyn Mitchell,  Sarah  Dawson,  Betty  Wales 
Silver,  Mary  White  Teague,  Brent  Wood- 
son, Ida  Raye  Vann,  Joan  Hamner,  Jane 
Clark  Cheshire,  Sally  McKinley,  Kate 
Spruill  Harrison,  Frances  Hill  Norris. 

Mary  White  Teague,    '41,    is   living   at 
Virginia  Beach  .   .   .   Helen  Royster,  '41, 
is  a  Nurse's  Aide  at  a  hospital  in  Hen- 
derson   .    .    .    Elizabeth  Tucker,    '40,   who 
has   recently   been   commissioned   an   en- 
sign  in  the  WAVES,   has   been  assigned 
to  duty  under  Chief  of  Naval  Operations. 
Navy  Department,  Washington,  D.  C.  .  .  . 
Mary  Barroll,  ex  '39,  is  a  private  in  the  . 
WAC,  and  is  stationed  at  the  Bombardier 
School,   San  Angelo,    Texas   .    .   .   Lt.   Col. 
Conrad  B.   Sturges,   who  is  serving   with 
a    tank    destroyer    battalion    in    France,  , 
has  been  awarded  the  Bronze  Star  medal 
for  meritorious  service.     His  wife  is  the 
former  Louise   Allen,    '25,    of   Louisburg. 
.  .   .  Peggy  Parsley,   ex  '40    (H.   S.),  who 
is  an  employee  of  Eastern  Air  Lines   in 
Charlotte,   has   become   quite   a   heroine. 
Several   weeks  ago   a  plane   crash-landed 
on    the    Southern    Railway    tracks    near] 
Charlotte    and    trapped    five    army    fliers 
inside.     Peggy  knew  that  a  fast  passenger 
train    was    due    at    any   minute;    so    she! 
grabbed  a  broom  from  a  near-by  house,  ; 
lighted  it  and  gave  it  to  a  track   worker 
to  use  in  signaling  the  approaching  train.  \ 
The   train    stopped    just   in   the    nick    of! 
time.       The    train    engineer    said    later. 
"When   the    train   slopped,    there   wasn't  ] 
room  for  the  thickness  of  my  finger  be-] 
tween  the  train  and  that  plane." 
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December,   1944 


Message  from  the  President  of  the  Association  to  the 

Alumnae  Chapters 


Deal-  Old  Saint  Mary's  Girls : 

So  much  has  transpired  since  last  I  wrote  you !  In  look- 
ing back  over  the  events  of  the  past  year,  I  feel  as  if  we 
here  in  Raleigh  had  weathered  a  hurricane. 

In  April,  we  were  plunged  headlong  into  the  whirlwind 
of  the  campaign,  and  for  four  months  thereafter  were 
attending  organization  meetings  and  report  luncheons, 
writing  letters,  making  pleas,  and  collecting  pledges.  We 
ate,  slept,  talked,  and  lived  Saint  Mary's !  The  result 
you  will  find  in  an  enclosed  report,  which  although  far 
from  meeting  our  needs  is  nevertheless  a  good  start.  The 
campaign  is  being  continued  by  the  school,  and  to  those 
of  you  who  felt  that  you  could  not  contribute  last  spring, 
the  opportunity  is  still  open  and  pledge  cards  will  be  fur- 
nished you. 

Saint  Mary's  is  operating  again  this  year  with  a  full 
enrollment.  The  program  of  renovation  was  started  early 
in  the  summer  and  a  great  many  changes  have  been  made. 
The  post  office  and  book  store  have  been  moved  from 
East  Rock  to  the  basement  of  Smedes  Hall,  thereby  re- 
lieving, to  a  great  extent,  the  congestion  outside  the  ex- 
ecutive offices.  The  old  faculty  sitting  room  has  been 
transferred  across  the  hall,  and  by  tearing  down  a  few 
partitions  and  building  others,  its  space  is  being  used 
for  additional  offices,  which  have  been  most  needed.  All 
of  East  Bock  first  floor  has  been  newly  painted,  as  well  as 
the  new  post  office  and  book  store.  The  old  parlor,  too, 
looks  lovely  and  much  brighter  in  its  new  coat  of  paint. 
These  improvements  are  but  a  start,  but  were  immediate 
necessities.  Other  changes  will  come  gradually  and  as 
quickly  as  circumstances  will  allow. 


One  fine  thing  the  campaign  has  accomplished  is  the 
drawing  together  of  the  alumnae.  As  far  as  we  know, 
every  alumna  within  the  last  fifty  years  has  been  ap- 
proached and  the  alumnae  chapters  reorganized.  So, 
let's  keep  them  so !  I  urge  you  to  have  at  least  one  meet- 
ing a  year  (we  are  supposed  to  have  two),  change  officers 
at  stated  periods,  pay  dues,  subscribe  to  the  Bulletin, 
keep  in  touch  with  the  Alumnae  Office,  and  let  Saint 
Mary's  have  a  definite  place  in  your  yearly  life.  Surely 
you  will  be  fully  repaid  for  so  small  an  effort  involved. 

We  hear  a  great  deal  about  "fellowship"  these  days. 
I  have  always  felt  most  strongly  the  fellowship  of  Saint 
Mary's.  There  is  an  invisible  bond  between  Saint  Mary's 
girls  which  we  feel  unconsciously.  A  new  acquaintance 
is  never  new,  nor  a  stranger  ever  strange  if  she  too  went 
to  Saint  Mary's.  I  am  sure  I  am  not  alone  in  this  feeling. 
Such  a  spirit  of  fellowship  which  Saint  Mary's  creates 
cannot  be  denied.  How  important  it  is  that  it  be  kept 
alive,  not  only  for  Saint  Mary's  sake  but  for  our  own. 
Saint  Mary's  is  worthy  of  our  pride  and  loyalty,  and  we, 
bound  together  with  that  spirit  of  fellowship  which  she 
has  engendered,  can  give  it  to  her  wholeheartedly  and 
unitedly — pride,  love,  loyalty,  and  gratitude  for  all  she 
has  given  us  in  the  past,  and  which,  if  we  are  faithful, 
she  will  continue  to  give  to  generations  yet  to  come. 

So  keep  our  chapters  alive !  Please  have  your  meetings 
at  the  time  most  convenient  to  you,  but  the  sooner  the 
better.  Come  and  see  us  when  you  can,  and  don't  forget — 
the  campaign  is  still  going  on ! 

Sincerely  yours, 

Ida  Rogerson  Cheshire,  '10, 
President,  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association. 


Alumnae  Committee  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund 


It  will  be  of  interest  to  all  Bulletin  readers  to  know  the 
names  of  the  people  who  are  in  charge  of  the  alumnae 
division  of  the  campaign. 

Mrs.  Louis  V.  Sutton  (Cantey  Venable,  '05),  of  Raleigh, 
is  chairman  of  the  Alumnae  Committee.  Working  with 
her  are  Mrs.  R,  G.  S.  Davis  (Mary  Shuford,  10),  of  Hen- 
derson, who  is  head  of  the  alumnae  chapters;  and  Mrs. 
Joseph  B.  Cheshire,  Jr.  (Ida  Rogerson,  '10),  of  Raleigh, 
and  Mrs.  Ernest  Cruikshank  (Margaret  Jones,  '96),  Saint 
Mary's  School,  who  are  in  charge  of  the  solicitation  of  all 


former  students  who  live  outside  of  the  two  Carolinas, 
Virginia,  and  Georgia.  Evelyn  H.  Jackson,  '10*  of  Rich- 
mond, Virginia,  wrote  letters  to  all  alumnae  in  Virginia 
-except  those  living  in  the  chapter  towns  of  Lynchburg, 
Norfolk,  Richmond  and  Portsmouth : 

Serving  on  the  Alumnae  Steering  Committee  are : 
Mrs.  Ashby  Baker  (Minnie  Tucker,  '89),  Raleigh. 
Mrs.  Charles  Collier  (Elizabeth  Sturgeon,  '07),  Atlanta, 
Georgia. 

(Continued  on  next  page) 


Attention,  Alumnae:  You  will  note  that  we  have  changed  the  style  of  our  Bulletin  this  time;  it  is  larger  and 
has  more  alumnae  news.  We  hope  very  much  that  you  will  enjoy  reading  it  and  will  want  to  continue  receiving  it. 
Our  alumnae  dues  are  $2  a  year  ($1  for  alumnae  association  membership,  and  $1  for  the  Bulletin  which  is  published 
three  times  a  year.) 

The  success  of  our  Alumnae  Association  depends  on  YOU.  If  you  have  not  already  paid  your  dues  for  the 
year,  please  send  them  today  and  with  them  send  me  any  items  of  interest  you  may  know,  about  yourself  or  other 
alumnae.  This  is  your  alumnae  magazine,  and  it  needs  your  support.  So,  please,  subscribe  today  in  two  ways — 
by  sending   me   vour   alumnae  dues   and  vour  alumnae  news! 
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Susan  Pringle  Frost,  '89,  Charleston,  S.  C. 

Mrs.  Robert  Hanes  (Mildred  Borden,  '09),  Winston- 
Salem. 

Mrs.  George  Lyle  Jones  (Margaret  Devereux  Mackey, 
'06),  Asheville. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  C.  Jones  (Bessie  Smedes  Erwin,  '11). 
Charlotte. 

Mrs.  John  W.  Labouisse  (Sallie  T.  Cameron,  '18),  Char- 
lotte. 

Mrs.  Kemp  Lewis  (Lottie  Sharp,  '06),  Durham. 

Mrs.  W.  E.  Lindsay  (Ella  G.  Tew,  '79),  Spartanburg, 
S.  C. 

Mrs.  Thomas  Oxnard  (Virginia  P.  Royster,  '17),  Sa- 
vannah, Ga. 

Mrs.  Bennett  Perry  (Katherine  Drane,  '18),  Henderson. 

Mrs.  Kenneth  Royall  (Margaret  Best,  '16),  Arlington, 
Virginia. 

Mrs.  James  Shuford  (Elva  Crowell,  '09),  Hickory. 

Mrs.  Lawrence  Sprunt  (Annie  Gray  Nash,  '03),  Wil- 
mington. 

Mrs.  George  C.  Wood  (Fannie  Lamb  Haughton,  '10), 
Edenton. 

In  our  alumnae  chapter  towns  and  the  towns  in 
which  there  are  a  large  number  of  Saint  Mary's  alumnae, 
chairmen  were  appointed  to  take  charge  of  the  Saint 
Mary's  Centennial  Fund.  The  following  alumnae  very 
kindly  agreed  to  accept  chairmanship  of  the  campaign  in 
their  localities : 

Asheville :  Eleanora  Hunt,  '30,  6  Holmwood  Rd. 

Augusta,  Ga. :  Mrs.  Herbert  W.  Clark  (Annie  Olivia 
Hawkins,  '01),  Hill  Station,  Box  2033. 

Chapel  Hill:  Mrs.  Frank  P.  Graham  (Marian  Drane,  '19). 

Charlotte:  Mrs.  A.  B.  Choate  (Sarah  Whitney  Glover, 
'28),  918  Mt.  Vernon  Ave. 

Columbia,  S.  C. :  Mrs.  John  G.  Ehrlich  (Annie  Wells, 
'07),  325  Harden  St. 

Concord:  Mrs.  E.  C.  Bainhardt,  Jr.  (Marguerite  Brown, 
'07),  204  N.  Union  St. 

Durham:  Gertrude  Webb,  '36,  811  Vickers  Avenue. 

Edenton:  Mrs.  C.  E.  Kramer  (Eva  Rogerson,  '09),  117 
East  Queen  St. 

Elizabeth  City :  Bettie  Gaither,  '44. 

Fayetteville :  Mrs.  John  MacNeill  Smith  (Louise  Jor- 
dan, '38),  533  Oakridge  Avenue. 

Goldsboro :  Mrs.  H.  Fitzhugh  Lee  (Julia  B.  Borden, 
'Hi,  West  Walnut  St. 

Greensboro:  Mrs.  Robert  W.  Baker  (Penelope  Slade, 
•10),  219  Fisher  Park  Circle. 

Greenville:  Mrs.  Charles  A.  White  (Nancy  Lay,  '20), 
511  East  9th  St. 

Henderson:  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis   (Mary  Shuford,  '10). 

Hertford  :  Mary  Gaither,  '11. 

High  Point:  Mrs.  Howard  Hartzell  (Mossie  Elizabeth 
Long,  '05 ) . 

Hillsboi'O:  Mrs.  Grant  Shepherd  (Mary  Exnm  Meares). 

Kinston:  Ann  Dawson,  '38,  907  Dewey  St. 

Lynchburg,  Va. :  Mrs.  Wentworth  G.  Terry  (Thelma 
Beams,  '24),  1553  Parkland  Drive. 

Marion:  Mrs.  Eugene  Cross  (Cordelia  Jeannette  Gilkey, 
'29). 

Monroe:  Mrs.  Fred  B.  Drane  (Rebecca  Wood,  '11),  118 
S.  Church  St. 


Norfolk,  Va. :  Mrs.  Thomas  H.  Willcox  (Bessie  Winslow, 
'11),  1335  Armistead  Bridge  Rd. 

Oxford:  Mrs.  Rives  W.  Taylor  (Patty  Lewis,  '30),  Lin- 
den Avenue. 

Raleigh:  Mrs.  Augustus  W.  Tucker  (Annie  Webb 
Cheshire,  '03),  312  Forest  Road. 

Richmond,  Va. :  Mrs.  Floyd  Riddle  (Virginia  Noell, 
'29),  4305  Newport  Avenue. 

Roanoke  Rapids:  Mrs.  T.  W.  M.  Long  (Minnie  Burg- 
wyn,  '04),  321  Hamilton  St. 

Rockingham :  Easdale  Shaw,  '82 ;  1338  Queens  Road, 
Charlotte. 

Rocky  Mount:  Mrs.  William  B.  Harrison  (Kate  Spruill, 
'35). 

Salisbury :  Ruth  Miller,  '40 ;  618  Wiley  Street. 

Savannah,  Ga. :  Mrs.  Reider  A.  Trosdal  (Annie  Lynch, 
'14),  124  E.  44th  St. 

Scotland  Neck:  Mrs.  N.  A.  Riddick  (Nannie  Louise 
Josey,  '11). 

Tarboro :  Mrs.  Henry  Johnston  (Elizabeth  Nash,  '97), 
306  Church  St. 

Wake  Forest:  Mrs.  Whitmel  S.  Peoples  (Sarah  Dixon 
Vann,  '32),  Franklinton. 

Washington,  N.  C. :  Rena  Hoyt  Harding,  '35 ;  Short 
Drive. 

Wilmington:  Mrs.  John  Clayton  Smith  (Margaret  G. 
Darst,  '35),  510  Orange  St. 

Wilson:  Mrs.  W.  J.  King  (Sallie  Haywood  Battle,  '09), 
107  South  Deans  Street. 

Winston-Salem:  Mrs.  Richard  Stockton  (Hortense  H. 
Jones,  'It),  1101  Reynolda  Rd. 


Mrs.  A.  B.  Choate  (Sarah  Glover,  '26)  is  in  charge  of 
the  solicitation  of  the  Charlotte  alumnae  for  the  Saint 
Mary's  Centennial  Fund.  During  the  intensive  period  of 
the  campaign  she  sent  the  following  letter  to  the  Char- 
lotte alumnae  asking  for  contributions.  We  think  it  is 
unusually  good  and  know  that  you  will  be  interested  in 
reading  it. 

Charlotte,  N.  C, 
July  24,  1944. 
Dear  Alumnae : 

All  of  us  may  not  understand  Einstein's  Theory 
of  Relativity,  but  we  do  know  that  all  values  are 
Relative.  Just  offhand,  half  a  million  dollars 
seems  like  a  really  staggering  lot  of  money,  but 
compared  with  what  it  will  enable  Saint  Mary's 
to  continue  to  achieve  for  Christian  education 
and  Christian  living — why  half  a  million  dollars 
is  a  relatively  small  financial  objective  for  so 
great  a  goal! 

Li  these  days  when  our  hearts  and  nerves,  and 
our  money-bags  too,  are  being  taxed  to  the  utter- 
most, this  drive  has  not  been  undertaken  ill  ad- 
visedly. The  American  Way  of  Life  that  we  are 
fighting  to  preserve  cannot  be  saved  by  the  sword 
alone — it  will  endure  only  if  we  continue  to  live 
it.  Saint  Mary's  stands  for  the  ideals  embodied 
in  the  American  Way  of  Life. 

So,  this  is  not  just  one  other  stereotyped  ap- 
peal for  money.     It  is  a  very  ardent  and  per- 
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sonal  call  upon  jrou  to  share  in  the  successful 
raising  of  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund. 

Saint  Mail's  has  given  so  much  to  us.  It  is 
now  our  chance  and  privilege  to  make  some  loyal 
return  for  what  we  have  received. 

Donations  may  be  made  in  "War  Bonds,  and 
you  will  be  given  three  years  in  which  to  fulfill 
whatever  pledge  you  may  want  to  make. 

We  would  have  liked  to  have  come  to  see  you 
and  talk  over  old  Saint  Mary's  days,  but  much 
war  and  little  gas  makes  this  visit  by  letter  the 
order  of  the  day. 

From  one  Saint  Mary's  girl  to  another. 
Sincerely, 

Sarah  Choate, 
Chairman,  Charlotte  Alumnae  Committee. 


Saint  Mary's  Centennial 
Fund  Report 


December  10,  1944 

Alumnae  Chapters 


No.  of 
Chapter  Member* 

Asheville  39 

Augusta,  Ga 17 

Chapel  Hill  51 

Charleston.  S.  C 3S 

Charlotte  117 

Columbia,  S.  C 35 

Concord  19 

Durham  43 

Edenton  28 

Elizabeth  City  49 

Fayetteville    52 

Goldsboro   47 

Greensboro  75 

Greenville  61 

Henderson    ■• SS 

Hertford   12 

High  Point  16 

Hillsboro    ' 12 

Jacksonville,  Fla 22 

Kinston   50 

Lynchburg,  Va 32 

Marion  18 

Monroe 15 

New  York,  N.  Y 58 

Norfolk,  Va 102 

Oxford  23 

Raleigh   680 

Richmond,   Va 77 

Roanoke  Rapids  24 

Rockingham  39 

Rocky  Mount  76 

Salisbury    33 

Savannah.  Ga 37 

Scotland  Neck  34 

Tarboro  45 

Wake  Forest  18 

Washington,  D.  C S6 

Washington.  N.  C 30 

Wilmington 120 

Wilson  52 

Winston-Salem    46 

Total 2.516 


No.  of 

Members 

Amount 

Contributing 

Contributes 

5 

$        198.50 

1 

10.00 

28 

1,125.50 

14 

173.75 

24 

829.50 

t> 

189.75 

6 

113.75 

27 

1,461.00 

8 

485.00 

5 

1,085.00 

20 

404.50 

8 

359.50 

7 

629.50 

17 

116.00 

28 

3,857.00 

6 

222.00 

1 

25.00 

10 

573.00 

2 

20.00 

5 

70.00 

10 

1S5.00 

6 

2,040.00 

13 

717.50 

10 

370.00 

23 

466.45 

15 

122.50 

224 

7,905.75 

17 

1,452.75 

18 

794.00 

11 

161.00 

21 

1,775.00 

3 

15.00 

1 

100.00 

19 

323.50 

22 

689.00 

i 

253.00 

14 

425.00 

13 

87.00 

17 

3,417.00 

16 

25S.50 

13 

3.S99.00 

Total  Chapter  Gifts  $  37,405.20 

Alumnae,  Exclusive  of  Chapters 19.62S.35 

Total  Alumnae  Contributions  $  57,033.55 

Gifts  from  other  sources '. 99,235.00 

Grand  Total  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund $156,26S.5u 

Alumnae  Goal  $  70,000.00 

Contributed  to  date  57,033.55 

Amount  needed  $  12,966.45 
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$  37,405.20 


Alumnae  Chapters 

Lynchburg,  Virginia 

A  special  meeting  of  the  Lynchburg  alumnae  was  held 
at  the  Columns  on  Tuesday,  June  13.  The  purpose  of  the 
meeting  was  to  discuss  plans  for  the  Saint  Mary's  Cen- 
tennial Fund.  The  alumnae  were  most  enthusiastic  about 
the  campaign  and  appointed  Mrs.  W.  Q-.  Terry  chairman 
of  the  solicitation. 

The  Lynchburg  group  organized  an  alumnae  chapter 
and  elected  the  following  officers :  Winifred  Morrison, 
president;  Mrs.  "William  B.  Montgomery,  vice-president; 
and  Mrs.  Joe  Young,  secretary-treasurer. 

Present  at  the  meeting  were :  Mrs.  W.  G  Terry  (Thelma 
Reams,  '24),  Mrs.  Robert  Morrison  (Margaret  Macon 
West,  '30),  Mrs.  Wiliam  B.  Montgomery  (Julia  "West, 
'07),  Mrs.  V.  H.  Belcher  (Louise  Wilson,  ex  '40),  Mrs. 
Joe  Young  (Elizabeth  Wiley,  '27),  Mrs.  Walter  L.  Parsons 
(Lucy  West),  Winifred  Morrison,  '39,  Betty  Clark,  '44, 
Sally  Ramsey,  '44,  Nancy  Wolfe,  ex  '39,  Tony  King,  ex 
'44,  Betty  Thompson,  ex  '43  (H.  S.),  Isabelle  Mont- 
gomery, '41. 

Norfolk,  Virginia 

On  June  21  a  luncheon  meeting  of  the  Norfolk  alumnae 
was  held  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Thomas  H.  Willcox  to  dis- 
cuss the  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund. 

Norfolk  is  one  of  our  largest  alumnae  chapters,  having 
over  one  hundred  members.  This  chapter  has  not  been 
active  in  recent  years,  and  at  the  meeting  a  great  deal  of 
time  was  spent  in  changing  the  alumnae  list,  correcting 
names  and  addresses. 

At  the  meeting  those  present  agreed  to  reorganize  their 
chapter,  and  elected  the  following  officers :  Mrs.  J.  B. 
Oliver,  president ;  Betty  Willcox,  vice-president ;  and  Mrs. 
Marguerite  Weaver,  secretary-treasurer. 

Present  at  the  meeting  were:  Mrs.  W.  S.  Harney  (Clara 
Capehart,  '00),  Mrs  Marguerite  D.  Weaver  (Marguerite 
Darst,  '21),  Mrs.  S.  B.  Davis  (Ruby  Lee  Darden,  '14),  Mrs. 
M.  H.  Dixon  (Julia  Bond,  '13),  Mrs.  Meade  Stone  (Mar- 
garet S.  Day,  '32),  Mrs.  Arthur  J.  Hall.  Jr.  (Mildred 
Berkeley,  '33),  Mrs.  B.  E.  Moore,  Jr.  (Maria  Chadwick, 
'31),  Mrs.  W.  B.  Riggan  (Louise  Floss  Gurkin,  '30),  Mrs. 
Charles  Snyder  (Adelaide  Curtis,  '41),  Mrs.  J.  B.  Oliver 
(Margaret  Terrell,  ex  '40),  Mrs.  E.  E.  Nutt  (Ellen  Oast, 
'43),  Mrs.  Walter  Whichard  (Pattie  Carroll,  '00),  Mrs. 
Henry  Bowden  (Katherine  Bruce,  '11),  Mrs.  Thomas  H. 
W'illcox  (Bessie  Blount  Winslow,  '11),  Mrs.  George  Mar- 
tin, Betty  Via,  ex  '44,  Eloise  Broughton,  '36,  Nancy  Mar- 
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tin,   ex   '41,    Betty  Willcox,   '42,   Martha  Kight,   ex   '42, 
Elvira  Cheatham,  '41. 

Richmond,  Virginia 

On  Saturday,  June  3,  Mrs.  Grice  McMullan,  president 
of  the  Richmond  chapter,  called  a  meeting  of  the  alumnae 
at  her  home  on  1120  West  Avenue.  The  Rev.  Mr.  I.  Hard- 
ing Hughes,  chaplain  at  Saint  Mary's,  gave  a  most  inter- 
esting talk  on  the  school,  discussing  the  present  facilities 
and  needs,  and  presented  the  plans  for  the  Centennial 
drive.  Mrs.  Floyd  Riddle  was  selected  chairman  of  the 
drive  in  Richmond,  and  Miss  Evelyn  H.  Jackson  agreed 
to  write  letters  about  the  campaign  to  all  alumnae  in 
Virginia  who  do  not  live  in  chapter  towns. 

Present  at  the  meeting  were :  Mrs.  Floyd  Riddle  (Vir- 
ginia Noell,  '29),  Mrs.  Grice  McMullan  (Elizabeth  Wood, 
'25),  Mrs.  Edmund  Strudwiek  (Nannie  Collins  Hughes, 
'83),  Mrs.  Marvin  MeRae  (Virginia  Ramsey  Martin,  '30), 
Mrs.  Sam  Holbrook  (Nancy  Cox,  '29,  Bus.),  Dorothy 
Barrett,  ex  '42,  Elizabeth  Ferneyhough,  ex  '32,  Evelyn  H. 
Jackson,  '10,  Elizabeth  Thomas,  '29. 


1  944  Class  Fund 

The  following  members  of  the  Class  of  1944  have  con- 
tributed to  the  fund  established  by  that  class  in  June : 


Juanita  Anderson 

Betty  Barnes 

Jean  Brooks 

Jane  Clark  Cheshire 

Betty  Clark 

Alice  Craig 

Charlotte  Crawford 

Rebecca  Drane 

Ann  Dysart 

Betty  Edwards 

Mary  Virginia  Freeman 

Bettie  Gaither 

Betty  Graham 

Lena  Grantham 

Joan  Hamner 

Virginia  Hart 

Mary  Pierce  Johnson 

Clara  Leigh  Kemper 


Mary  Lynn  Lewis 
Hannah  Lyon 
Mary  Louise  Martin 
Frenehie  McCann 
Mary  West  Paul 
Mary  Darden  Quinerly 
Patsy  Rodgers 
Elizabeth  Shaw 
Sara  Stockton 
Carol  Talbot 
Caroline  Taliaferro 
Patty  Weaver 
Helena  Williams 
Betty  Winslow 
Margaret  Winslow 
Brent  Woodson 
Alma  Young 


Memorial  Buildings 

Saint  Mary's  has  on  its  campus  three  buildings  which 
were  erected  in  memory  of  former  students.  These  build- 
ings are  Clement  Hall,  Holt  Memorial  Hall,  and  Eliza 
Battle  Pittman  Memorial  Auditorium. 

Clement  Hall  was  built  in  1909  with  funds  left  by 
Eleanor  Clement  who  attended  Saint  Mary's  in  the  1840's, 
and  later  taught  French  for  several  years.  This  building 
forms  one  side  of  the  proposed  quadrangle  on  back  cam- 
pus. In  it  are  the  gymnasium  and  swimming  pool,  the 
dining  room,  kitchen  and  storerooms,  and  the  dietitian's 
apartment. 

Holt  Hall  forms  another  side  of  the  proposed  quad- 
rangle. It  was  erected  in  1928  by  Mr.  Lawrence  S.  Holt 
of  Burlington,  in  memory  of  his  wife,  Margaret  Locke 
Erwin  Holt,  '08.  Holt  Hall,  a  senior  dormitory,  is  a  three- 
story  brick  building  which  houses  approximately  sixty 
students.  This  dormitory  is  equipped  with  a  reception 
room,  living  room,  and  kitchenettes.  In  their  rooms  the 
students  have  comfortable  and  attractive  furniture  and 
every  room  has  running  water. 

The  Eliza  Battle  Pittman  Memorial  Auditorium  was 
built  during  the  1906-07  session,  and  was  given  by  Mrs. 
Eliza  Battle  Pittman  of  Tarboro  in  memory  of  her  daugh- 
ter, Eliza  Battle  Pittman,  '83.  Located  on  the  east  side 
of  campus,  the  auditorium  is  a  brick  building  and  seats 
about  600  people. 

These  memorial  buildings  which  serve  Saint  Mary's  so 
adequately  and  satisfactorily  are  expressions  of  the  love 
and  devotion  of  former  students  for  their  school.  At  the 
present  time,  however,  Saint  Mary's  needs  many  new 
facilities:  new  buildings  and  renovation  of  many  of  those 
she  already  has.  These  present  needs  offer  exceptional 
opportunity  for  establishing  memorials  which  would  be 
of  lasting  value  to  the  school. 


Granddaughters'  Club 

As  usual  there  are  a  great  many  daughters  of  alumnae 
enrolled  at  Saint  Mary's,  at  least  fifty-four  of  them  this 
year.  We,  the  alumnae,  are  especially  proud  of  the 
"granddaughters"  of  Saint  Mary's,  for  we  feel  that  they 
are  true  Saint  Mary's  girls. 

This  year  the  members  of  the  Granddaughters'  Club 
have  volunteered  to  help  with  the  Saint  Mary's  Centen- 
nial Fund,  and  they  will  begin  work  on  it  shortly. 

The  officers  are  Nancy  Wood,  president;  Sallie  Robert- 
son, vice-president ;  and  Mary  Beverly  Wilson,  secretary- 
treasurer. 

The  members  of  the  club  are : 

Helen  Barnes,  Murfreesboro.  Mrs.  D.  C.  Barnes  (nee 
Irene  A.  Smith),  mother. 

Frances  Yarborough  Bickett,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  T.  W. 
Bickett  (nee  Fannie  Yarborough),  grandmother. 

Roberta  Bryant,  Roseland,  Virginia.  Mrs.  W.  M.  Boyd 
(nee  Caroline  Yancey),  great-grandmother. 

Augusta  Benning  Burgard,  Columbus,  Georgia.  Mrs. 
Henry  Peter  Burgard,  II  (nee  Augusta  Crawford), 
mother. 

Susan  Griswold  Caldwell,  Columbus,  Georgia.  Mrs.  R. 
W.  Slade  (nee  Susan  Griswold  Hunter),  grandmother 

Elizabeth  Carter,  Pinehurst.  Mrs.  Hugh  W.  Carter  (nee 
Elizabeth  Cheatham),  mother. 

Martha  Conger,  Edenton.  Mrs.  J.  II.  Conger  (nee  Nel- 
lie Cooper  Rose),  mother. 

Helen  Patterson  Davis,  Wilson.  Mrs.  Frank  B.  Davis 
(nee  Helen  Patterson),  mother. 
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Nancy  Lee  Duckett,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  C.  R.  Lee  (nee  Nan- 
nie Tomlinson),  grandmother.  Mrs.  Robert  B.  Duckett 
(nee  Ruth  Addison  Lee),  mother. 

Mary  Tom  Gilman,  Portsmouth,  Virginia.  Mrs.  Tom 
Oilman  (nee  Mary  Virginia  West),  mother. 

Betty  Hughes  Griffin,  Elizabeth  City.  Mrs.  W.  B.  Grif- 
fin (nee  Huyla  Hughes),  mother. 

Luey  Landis  Hancock,  Oxford.  Mrs.  Charles  H.  Landis 
(Mariana  Thorpe),  grandmother. 

Carolyn  Wright  Holland,  Wilmington.  Mrs.  R.  H.  Hol- 
land (nee  Carolyn  Northrup),  mother.  Mary  Wright 
Northrup,  grandmother. 

Alice  Jones,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  Hamilton  C.  Jones  (nee 
Bessie  Smedes  Erwin),  mother. 

Sara  Eliza  Lee,  Goldsboro ;  Mrs.  H.  Fitzkugh  Lee  (nee 
Julia  B.  Borden),  mother. 

Jane  Crichton  Lewis,  Jackson.  Ellen  Wilkins,  great- 
grandmother. 

Adelaide  Boylston  Linehan,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Robert  H. 
Sykes  (nee  Adelaide  Snow),  grandmother.  Mrs.  William 
A.  Linehan  (nee  Adelaide  Boylston),  mother. 

Helen  Roberson  Mardre,  Windsor.  Mrs.  George  Lewis 
Mardre  (nee  Helen  Roberson),  mother. 

Margaret  Marshall  Martin,  Leaksville.  Mrs.  A.  B. 
Johns,  Jr.  (nee  Lucinda  Gallaway),  great-grandmother. 
Mrs.  S.  L.  Martin  (nee  Rives  Johns),  grandmother. 

Virginia  Carrington  Mathews,  Coral  Gables,  Florida. 
Mrs.  Edward  G.  Mathews  (nee  <\H?e  Morton),  mother. 

Ella  McLendel  Meadows,  New  Bein.-»  Mrs.  Wade  Mea- 
dows (nee  Ella  McLendel  Simmons),  mother. 

Margaret  Pou  Moran,  Henderson.  Mrs.  Edwin  F.  Par- 
ham  (nee  Margaret  Pou),  mother.  Mrs.  Edwin  W.  Pou 
(nee' Carrie  Ihrie),  grandmother. 

"Caroline  Clarkson  Myers,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  Richard  A. 
Myers  (nee  Marguerite  Springs),  mother.  Mrs.  John  S. 
Myers  (nee  Mary  Morgan  Rawlinson),  grandmother. 

Margaret  Gary  Norfleet,  Jackson.  Mrs.  Thomas  Nor- 
fleet  (nee  Lelia  Powell),  grandmother. 

Dorothy  Gordon  Oakey,  Hertford.  Mrs.  W.  H.  Oakey, 
Jr.  (nee  Marjory  Nixon),  mother. 

Martha  Ann  Olsen,  Ealeigh.  Mrs.  Edward  Stanley 
Marsh,  Sr.  (nee  Elizabeth  Bonner  Eborn),  great-grand- 
mother. 

Jane  Peete,  Warrenton.  Elizabeth  Price,  great-grand- 
mother. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Peirson,  Enfield.  Mrs.  Sam  Peirson 
(nee  Dorothy  Wall),  mother. 

Sallie  Baker  Robertson,  Washington.  Mrs.  R.  J.  Baker 
(nee  Sallie  Harrell),  grandmother. 

Isabel  Barton  Robinson,  Washington,  D.  C.  Mrs.  Lee 
M.  Robinson  (nee  Josephine  D.  Gould),  mother. 

Ruth  Wood  Rogers,  Hartsville,  South  Carolina.  Mrs. 
Paul  H.  Rogers  (nee  Arabelle  Thomas),  mother. 


temporarily  withdrawn  from  school  because  of  illness. 


Katherine  Royall,  Goldsboro.  Mrs.  William  A.  Royall 
(nee  Elizabeth  Nash  Waddell),  mother. 

Sally  White  Ruffin,  Raleigh.  Sally  White  Ruffin,  grand- 
mother. 

Margaret  Skidmore,  Albemarle.  Mrs.  Clyde  Skidmore 
(nee  Mary  English),  mother. 

Mary  Glen  Slater,  Wilson.  Mrs.  W.  A.  Slater  (nee 
Minnie  Gorman),  grandmother. 

Ann  Badger  Smith,  Raleigh.  Ann  Badger  Haywood, 
great-grandmother ;  Delia  Brian,  grandmother ;  Mrs.  Paul 
Smith  (nee  Lee'  Duncan),  mother. 

Floye  Smith,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  William  Wise  Smith  (nee 
Eugenia  Trexler),  mother. 

Maybelle  Smith,  Rocky  Mount.  Mrs.  C.  T.  Smith  (nee 
Bertha  S.  Albertson),  mother. 

Lila  Spilman,  Turnersburg.  Mrs.  Robert  R.  Spilman 
(nee  Lila  Henkel),  mother. 

Mary  Cleaves  Stenhouse,  Goldsboro.  Mrs.  E.  B.  Borden 
(nee  Georgia  Whitfield),  great-grandmother. 

Martha  Washington  Stoney,  Anniston,  Alabama.  Mary 
Gale  Washington,  great-grandmother. 

Mildred  Badger  Telfair,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  S.  F.  Telfair 
(nee  Mildred  Badger),  grandmother;  Mrs.  Richard  C. 
Badger  (Betty  Austin),  great-grandmother. 

Elizabeth  Crowder  Thomas,  St.  Louis,  Missouri.  Lucy 
Ann  Hill  Elliott,  great-grandmother. 

Susan  Thorp,  Rocky  Mount.  Mrs.  I.  D.  Thorp  (nee 
Julia  R.  Russ),  mother. 

Mary  Arden  Tucker,  Warrenton.  Mrs.  Charles  Arden 
Tucker  (nee  Jennie  Brodie  Jackson),  mother;  Mary  Eliza- 
beth Gregorjr,  grandmother;  Mary  Jane  Brodie,  great- 
grandmother. 

Logan  Collier  Vaught,  Winston-Salem.  Mrs.  James  R. 
Shepherd  (nee  Mary  Louise  Collier),  mother. 

Carrie  Maie  Wade,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  J.  J.  Wade  (nee 
Hamlin  Landis),  mother. 

Amie  Cheatham  Watkins,  Henderson.  Mrs.  S.  H.  Wat- 
kins  (nee  Annie  J.  Cheatham),  mother. 

Emily  Harrison  Weathers,  Orlando,  Florida.  Mrs. 
Brantley  A.  Weathers  (nee  Agnes  Tinsley  Harrison), 
mother. 

Ann  Nash  White,  Fayetteville.  Mrs.  Justin  S.  White 
(nee  Anita  deRosset),  mother. 

Eleanor  Jennings  Harriss  Willetts,  Wilmington.  Mrs. 
George  N.  Harriss  (nee  Katherine  Grady  Meares),  grand- 
mother. 

Mary  Beverley  Wilson,  Gastonia;  Sarah  Hagler,  great- 
grandmother,  Mrs.  Carter;  B.  Harrison  (nee  Caroline 
Sumter  Stowe),  grandmother. 

Ann  Langhorne  Wood,  Edenton.  Mrs.  Julian  Wood 
(nee  Elizabeth  Badham),  grandmother. 

Clarice  Elizabeth  Woolard,  Raleigh ;  Mrs.  I.  W.  Bass 
(Sarah  Elizabeth  Harriss),  grandmother. 
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Margaret  Bailey  (faculty,  1942-43). 
Mary  Barroll,  ex  '39. 
Emmy  Bashford,  '25  (Bus.). 
Elizabeth  Collins,  '31. 
Kelsey  C.  Crocker,  ex  '33  (H.  S.). 
Rebecca  Harvey  (faculty,  1937-43). 
Rachel  Johnson  (faculty,  1939-43). 
Martha  Dabney  Jones,  '26. 
Susan  Somervell,  ex  '40  (H.  S.). 

WAVES 

Barbara  Thompson  Church,  ex  '38. 

Ann  Coxe,  '38. 

Sylvia  Cullum,  '38. 

Florence  Harris,  '39. 

Agnes  Hayes,  '40. 

Carolyn  Reed,  '39  (H.  S.). 

Elizabeth  T.  Tucker,  '40. 

Mary  Wood  Winslow,  '37. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Woods,  '38  (H.  S.) 


SPARS 
Josephine  Parker  Schaffer,  '29. 

WASP 

Caro  Bayley,  '41. 

Cadet  Nurses  Corps 

Agatha  Chipley,  '44. 
Barbara  Rainey,  '40  (H.  S.). 

American  Red  Cross 

Eileen  Hume  Brent,  '38  (Bus.). 
Mary  Willis  Douthat,  '40. 
Almeda  Stewart  Edwards,  '33. 
Constance  Pagan,  '37. 
Mary  Perebee  Howard,  '32. 
Pela  Plummer  Hundley,  '36. 
Sallie  Paine,  '32. 
Sarah  Ruark,  '38. 
Mary  Jane  Yeatman,  '38. 

USMC  (WR) 

Margaret  Nickolson  Hamaker,  '38  (Bus.) 


Notice  To  and  About  Class  Secretaries 


In  1937  the  graduating  class  elected  a  permanent  class 
secretary  whose  duty  it  is  to  keep  in  touch  with  the  mem- 
bers of  her  class  and  send  news  of  them  to  the  Alumnae 
Secretary  three  times  during  the  year.  Each  class  since 
that  time  has  elected  a  permanent  secretary,  and  you  will 
note  that  the  news  these  secretaries  have  sent  to  the  Alum- 
nae Office  has  been  printed  elsewhere  in  the  Bulletin! 
The  class  of  1920  also  has  a  secretary  who  writes  a  news 
news  item  for  the  Bulletin  once  a  year. 

The  secretaries  are  expected  to  send  their  news  to  me 
by  February  15,  May  1,  and  October  15  of  each  year.  It 
will  help  them  a  great  deal  if  each  of  you  will  keep  these 
dates  in  mind,  and  when  you  know  anything  of  interest 
about  your  Saint  Mary's  friends  or  yourself,  send  it  to 
your  secretary  so  that  she  cau  include  your  item  in  your 
class  news,  or  direct  to  me  if  your  class  has  no  permanent 
secretary. 

I  feel  that  the  "Class  News"  items  are  among  the  most 
interesting  in  the  Bulletin.  Our  Bulletin  subscribers  have 
often  told  me  that  as  soon  as  their  copy  arrives,  they  turn 
immediately  to  "Class  News"  to  see  what  the  class  mem- 
bers are.  doing.  So,  you  see,  it's  most  important  that  your 
class  secretary  send  in  a  news  item  three  times  a  year  so 
that  she  can  please  you  and  the  members  of  your  class. 
You  can  help  her  by  writing  her  any  news  you  may  know. 

For  your  information  the  permanent   class  secretaries 
are: 
1920— Mrs.  W.  C.  Salley  (Katherine  Batts),  1600  W.  49th 

St.,  Norfolk,  Va. 
1937— Mrs.  Thomas  Hall  Holmes  (Janet  Lawrence),  501 
E.  Rosemary  St..  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 


1938— Mrs.  JoiVn   M"-XViil  Smith   (Louise  Jordan),  533 
Oakridge  -n-Venue,  Fayetteville,  N.  C. 

1939— Mrs.  Charles  E.  Noell  (Lossie  Taylor),  620  Market. 
St.,  Wilmington,  N.  C. 

1940— Elizabeth   T.   Tucker,   312   Forest.   Road,   Raleigh, 
N.  C. 

1941— Margaret    G.    Swindell,    1000   West   Nash    Street, 
Wilson,  N.  C. 

1942— Allie  Bell,  324  Lamont  Drive,  Decatur,  Georgia. 

1943 — Daphne  Richardson,  1102  Arsenal  Avenue,  Fayette- 
ville, N.  C. 

1944— Betty  Edwards,  318  E.  Granville  Street,  Tarboro, 
N.  C. 
Would  other  classes  like  to  elect  or  choose  permanent 

secretaries?     Drop  me  a  line  about  it. 


Graduation —  1  896 

This  is  part  of  an  article  which  appeared  in  a  Raleigh 
paper  on  June  12,  1896,  on  the  commencement  exercises 
at  Saint  Mary's  and  was  sent  to  the  Bulletin  by  Mrs.  Alex 
Cooper  of  Henderson : 

"Out  at  Saint  Mary's  where  the  big  oaks  are  and  the 
broad  grounds  and  the  buildings  of  grey  stone,  dressed 
in  green,  and  the  little  chapel  that  seems  to  be  in  a  chant, 
out  at  Saint  Mary's  yesterday  the  girls  were  gathered  for 
the  last  time  perhaps. 

"It  was  graduation  day.  They  were  giving  some  token 
of  what  thev  had  been  thinking  about  during  the  session. 
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"Parents  and  friends  were  gathered  in  the  public  hall, 
and  the  pupils,  too ;  the  graduating  class  well  in  front.  .  ." 

"On  the  platform  sat  Bishop  Cheshire,  Revs.  Smedes, 
Horner,  Marshall,  Lamson  and  Averitt. 

"The  first  part  of  the  morning  was  consumed  in  the 
delivering  of  essays  and  the  rendering  of  musical  selec- 
tions. 

"Without  comparison,  it  would  be  a  grave  omission 
to  fail  to  note  the  recital  by  Miss  Marshall  of  the  Ode  to 
Maecenas. 

"The  scanning,  intonation  and  pronunciation  were  rare 
for  these  days,  and  the  music  and  exhibition  of  culture 
in  it  all  were  delicious. 

"Miss  Cobb  touched  in  a  running  way  upon  American 
humorists,  mingling  much  discernment  and  original  work 
in  her  deliverance  which  was  heartily  enjoyed. 

"Again  Miss  Marshall  gave  an  exquisite  exhibition  of 
her  subtle  sense  of  humor,  both  in  the  choice  and  treat- 
ment of  her  subject,  'Dunces  and  Dull  Peoples.' 

"Miss  Mary  P.  Jones  tried  to  do  a  difficult  thing,  namely, 
to  tell  in  words  something  of  Shelly's  work  and  touch, 
as  if  these  did  not  elude  words.  And  yet  under  her  treat- 
ment the  lines  of  this  almost  ghost-fingered  master  seemed 
to  flush  with  a  color  that  somehow  made  them  things  of 
life  to  be  known. 


"Miss  Margaret  M.  Jones  was  very  entertaining  in  'Lit- 
erary Fads,'  and  her  valedictory  was  tender  and  timely 
without  gush. 

"The  performance  of  Miss  Florence  Boylan  with  the 
violin  was  a  polished  piece  of  work,  evincing  much  care- 
ful training. 

"The  whole  programme  rippled  along  just  like  voices  of 
this  particular  summer  morning. 

"The  names  of  Misses  Bowen,  Margaret  M.  and  Mary  P. 
Jones  were  read  oirt  as  the  three  young  women  who  had 
received  the  mark  of  100  for  the  whole  session  in  trig- 
onometry. 

"After  this  part  of  the  programme,  the  audience  dis- 
persed and  the  pupils  marched  to  the  chapel  where  the 
exercises  were  concluded. 

"Rev.  Mr.  Horner  delivered  an  address  full  of  practical 
suggestion  and  wholesomeness. 

"The  music  was  like  a  bloom  in  the  midst  of  the  sweetly 
solemn  little  service. 

"The  patrons  and  friends  of  this  institution  were  very 
much  gratified  at  the  handling  of  every  department  under 
Rev.  Bennett  Smedes  and  will  be  glad  to  know  that  the 
school  will  begin  next  session  under  better  auspices  than 
ever  before. 

"There  were  about  200  pupils  this  session,  and  there  will 
be  more  next  year." 


Saint  Mary's  Girls  At  Other  Colleges 


Saint  Mary's  alumnae  are  attending  at  least  fifty-six 
colleges  and  universities  in  the  country  this  year.  Listed 
below  are  the  names  of  these  girls  and  the  colleges  they 
are  attending : 

Agnes  Scott:  Betty  Dunn,  Elise  Marshall. 

University  of  Alabama:  Sally  McKinley. 

Atlantic  Christian  College :  Vidette  Bass. 

Barnard  College,  Columbia  University:  Emily  McMillan. 

Bennington  College:  Margaret  Shackelford. 

University  of  California :  Mildred  Denny. 

Catawba  College:  Mary  Marshall  Murphy. 

Coker  College :  Meta  Leitner. 

Converse  College:  Kitty  Archer,  Olive  Camp,  Mary 
Drewry  Estes,  Mary  Lynn  Lewis,  Laurie  Lucas. 

Duke  University:  Ann  Damtoft,  Jeanne  Eagles,  Lucy 
Gardner,  Jane  Moore,  Barbara  Ann  Ray,  Marjorie  Soar, 
Betty  Ruth  Windes. 

Pinch  Junior  College:  Mary  Bellamy,  Nancy  Carter, 
Betty  Nutt. 

Flora  Macdonald :  Ida  Raye  Vann. 

Florida  Southern  College:  Ann  Bridger,  Josephine 
Oglesby. 

Florida  State  College  for  Women:  Louise  Carr. 

George  Washington  University:  Georgia  Murphy. 

University  of  Georgia:  Jane  Graham,  Pat  James, 
Frances  Rylander. 

Greensboro  College:  Emma  Britt  Davis,  Lena  Gran- 
tham. 

Gulf  Park  College :  Cordelia  Gant. 

Hollins  College:  Betty  Bassett,  Betty  Bobbitt,  Beverly 
Broun,  Martha  Page  Hogg,   Ann  Hull,   Katherine  Legg, 


Frances  Marks,  Delight  Nuchols,  Sally  Sanborn,  Caroline 
Taliaferro,  Harriet  Whitaker. 

Holton  Arms  Junior  College:  Jane  Sloan,  Frances 
Shackelford. 

Hood  College:  Marcia  Rodman. 

Johns  Hopkins  School  of  Nursing:  Helen  Riley. 

Katherine  Gibbs  (Boston)  :  Shirley  Baer. 

University  of  Kentucky :  Mary  Fox  Clarke,  Maria  Legg. 

Louisiana  State  University:  Patty  Weaver. 

Marjorie  Webster  Junior  College:  Miriam  Arwood, 
Peggy  Cates,  Elise  Ferguson,  Jane  Maultsby,  Henrietta 
Ragland,  Dorothy  Ruffin,  Virginia  Woodard. 

Mary  Washington  College:  Shirley  Goode,  Ellen  French 
McCann. 

Meredith  College:  Janet  Rosser,  Evelyn  Works. 

National  Cathedral:  Ann  Bruce  Mauldin. 

North  Carolina  State :  Katherine  Klyman. 

University  of  North  Carolina :  Juanita  Anderson,  Betty 
Barnes,  Jean  Brooks,  Betsy  Burke,  Betty  Chase,  Jane 
Clark  Cheshire,  Ann  Christian,  Alice  Craig,  Marjorie  Cole, 
Margaret  deRosset,  Mary  Ann  Dixon,  Rebecca  Drane, 
Betty  Edwards,  Mary  Virginia  Freeman,  Bettie  Gaither, 
Ann  Geoghegan,  Margaret  Goold,  Betty  Graham,  Eliza- 
beth Grimes,  Henriette  Hampton,  Mary  Virginia  Hart, 
Mary  Pierce  Johnson,  Clara  Leigh  Kemper,  Hannah  Lyon, 
Mary  Louise  Martin,  Marilyn  Mitchell,  Mary  Brooks  Pop- 
kins,  Mary  Darden  Quinerly,  Daphne  Richardson,  Sara 
Stockton,  Mary  Louise  Thomson,  Sally  Tucker,  Betsy  John 
West,  Margaret  Winslow,  Dora  Winters,  Brent  Woodson, 
Alma  Young. 
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Northwestern  University:  Betty  Lou  Britt,  Mandelee 
Linton.  Ann  MacRae,  Peggy  Osborne. 

Pan  American  Business  School  (Richmond)  :  Patsy 
Rodgers. 

Peace  Junior  College :  Ann  Sharp,  Sally  Tarry- 
University  of  Pennsylvania:  Joan  Hamner. 

Queens  College:  Virginia  Harrington. 

Randolph  Macon  College:  Fanny  Lee  Brooke,  Betty 
Clark,  Essie  Bryce  Evans,  Carolyn  Gaither,  Pat  Gwyn, 
Tony  King,  Phyllis  Kinsey,  Winifred  Morrison,  Mary 
West  Paul,  Sally  Ramsey,  Jane  Taylor,  Evelyn  Ann 
White. 

Rollins  College :  Christine  Krusen. 

Salem  College:  Jane  K.  Bell,  Fay  Chambers,  Ann  Dy- 
sart,  Marion  Gaither,  Jane  Jeter,  Jane  Morris,  Elizabeth 
Peden,  Mary  Hodges  Person,  Mary  Stevens. 

Sophie  Newcomb:  Betty  Nicoll. 

University  of  South  Carolina:  Elizabeth  Thorne,  Peggy 
Williams. 

Southwestern  College  (Memphis)  :  Emily  Williamson. 

Stanford  University:  Patricia  Pagen. 

Stevens  College :  Merrily  Brooks. 

Stuart  Hall :  Betty  Jane  Ligon. 

Sullins  College :  Peggy  Thorp. 

Sweet  Briar  College:  Adelaide  Butler,  Felicia  Camm, 
Anne  Dickson,  Pat  Hassler,  Betty  Johnson,  Mary  Elizabeth 
Jones,  Shields  Jones,  Betty  Pender,  Lee  Stevens,  Phyllis 
Thorpe. 

University  of  Tennessee:  Jane  D.  Bell,  Barbara  Bruff, 
Evelyn  Grant,  Sarah  Richardson. 

Tobe-Coburn  School  for  Fashion  Careers  (New  York)  : 
Betty  Winslow. 

Vanderbilt  University:  Harriet  Benton,  Martha  Crook, 
Elizabeth  Petesch,  Chariot,  Waller. 

Vassar:  Ellen  Senay. 

University  of  Virginia:  Jean  McCrory,  Barbara  Rainey, 
Ann  Stephens. 

Westminster  Choir  College:  Elisabeth  Turner. 

Westhampton  College,  University  of  Richmond:  Jean- 
nette  Simpson. 

William  and  Mary  College :  Lucy  Woodruff. 

William  and  Mary  College  (Norfolk  Division)  :  Sallie 
Dixon,  Carol  Talbert. 

Woman's  College,  University  of  North  Carolina:  Helen 
Batchelor,  Mary  Berry,  Mana  Burnett,  Mary  Burns,  Mary 
Ann  Cooper,  Sarah  Dawson,  Evelyn  Glenn,  Elizabeth 
Hackney,  Pauline  McXeny,  Virginia  Olive,  Meg  Stone, 
Cora  Stratford,  Cornelia  Tongue,  Helena  Williams,  Viola 
Yates. 


Troop  Train 


"ALL  aboard" — 

As  these  orders  echoed,  a  laden  troop  train  slowly  began 

to  pull  out  of  the  station. 
Out  into  the  night. 
The  little  colored  lights  on  the  rear  of  the  train  flickered 

for  a  while,  then  faded  into  the  darkness. 
A  mother  stood  watching. 
Alone. 

So  he  was  gone. 
Where?    She  did  not  know. 
"Parts  unknown"  was  all  she  was  sure  of. 
Still  she  looked — looked  after  those  vanished  lights  as  if 

her  soul  was  being  fed  on  the  emptiness. 
Darkness. 
He  was  gone. 

Slowly  she  regained  consciousness  of  things  about  her. 
The  bare  platform,  her  desperate  loneliness,  her  love 

of  that  child  who  was  leaving. 
Where  was  he  going  ? 

Who  could  tell?  And  should  he  come  back,  she  could 

only  hope  that  he  might  come — unhurt — but  he  might 

be  dying — or  dead. 
Who  knows? 
God  have  mercy. 

She  found  her  way  to  her  rooms.  Clean  little  rooms. 
Sweet  fresh  curtains,  a  plant  or  two,  and  a  photo- 
graph of  him — what  a  dear  child  he  was !  When  he 
had  volunteered  he  had  remarked,  "but  we  were  not 
brought  into  this  world  to  kill.  I  love  people."  And 
he  did  love  them.  His  friends  were  legion.  Now 
he  had  been  taught  the  most  dastardly  tricks  of 
death  and  destruction. 

She  knelt  before  the  picture  of  him — her  head  resting  on 
her  arm,  her  arm  on  the  little  table — 

"Dear  God,  Thou  hast  always  been  so  good  to  me.  With- 
out Thy  help  I  could  not  face  the  bitterness  ahead, 
but  with  my  hand  in  Thine,  I  fear  no  evil.  I  have 
long  since  trusted  this  child  to  Thy  care — take  him — 
keep  him  Thine  forever.  Give  me  the  strength  to 
help  teach  others  of  Thy  love  and  mercy,  so  that 
they  may  learn  to  love  Thee,  and  find  rest  and  peace, 
and  wars  shall  be  no  more.     Amen." 

Emma  Barnwell  Heyward,  '06.  - 
Charlotte,  N.  C. 
— Reprinted  from  The  N.  C.  Churchman  of  October,  1944. 


From  Our  Class  Correspondents 


1937 

CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE:  Olive  Cruikshank  Foss, 
Saint  Mary's  School,  Raleigh. 

We,  the  'hiss  of  1!W7,  are  proudest  of  our  two  repre- 
sentatives in  the  services.  Noodie  Winslow  has  just  been 
commissioned  an  ensign  in  the  WAVES,  and  is  now 
stationed  in  New  Orleans.  Connie  Fagan  is  with  the  Red 
Cross  in  England.  The  nearest  most  of  our  class  comes  to 
tin'   war   effort    is   iii    following   husbands   around    from 


camp  to  camp  or  in  waiting  patiently  for  them  to  come 
back  from  overseas. 

Among  those  who  are  on  the  move  are  Virginia  Worth 
Gonder,  in  California  now  with  Dick  and  brand  new 
little  Virginia ;  Janet  Lawrence  Holmes,  in  New  York 
with  Tom  and  their  new  son  (P.  S. — Janet  returned 
to  Chapel  Hill  early  in  November)  ;  Barbara  Barnes 
Bowers,  our  newest  bride  whose  husband  is  stationed 
in  Washington  state;  Anne  Burr  Smith,  staying  in  Den- 
ver with  Havwood;  Beverly  Vann  Gillam,  who's  living 
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in  La  Junta,  Colorado,  with  George  and  little  Betsy 
who  is  walking  at  the  age  of  ten  months ;  Blondie  Walker 
Adams,  way  out  west  with  Bill;  Elsa  Winters  March, 
who's  happily  ensconced  in  Florida  with  little  Elsa  and 
much-decorated  Harry ;  Duke  Blue  Crane,  Jack  and  new 
son,  who  are  stationed  here  in  North  Carolina  where  Jack 
does  a  grand  recruiting  job  for  the  Navy. 

Kathryn  Fleming  Sherwood  popped  in  yesterday  and 
tells  me  she's  just  come  back  from  eight  months  in  Ari- 
zona with  George.  "  'Twas  so  hot  there,"  sajTs  Kathryn, 
"that  I  couldn't  leave  the  house  after  nine  in  the  morning 
and  had  to  spend  from  two  until  four  every  afternoon  in 
the  bathtub."  Eleanor  Jackson  Burleson  is  now  in  Nor- 
folk with  John. 

Among  those  who  are  back  home  with  the  folks  while 
their  men  are  overseas  are  Sarah  Price  Bowen,  Lucile 
Aycock  McKee  and  little  Marguerite,  Becky  Davis  Walk- 
ley,  Hannah  Huske  Hanks,  Janet  McConnell  Warner, 
Jervey  Quintard  Wyatt-Brown  and  daughter,  and  yours 
truly. 

Two  of  our  class,  Connie  Pagan  and  Jervey,  have  sis- 
ters now  at  Saint  Mary's. 

Among  incidental  news  I've  picked  up :  Nancy  Jernigan 
is  managing  a  new  jewelry  store  in  Ahoskie,  Betty  Far- 
rar  has  moved  to  Atlanta,  Louise  Sloan  Ledbetter  and 
Jim  are  still  in  Rockingham,  Jessie  Skinner  Gaither  and 
Ernest  are  in  Winston. 

Certainly  do  wish  I  could  write  more  first-hand  and 
more  complete  news,  but  hope  this'll  help  anyway. 

1938 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Louise  Jordan  Smith,  533  Oak- 
ridge  Avenue,  Fayetteville,  N.  C. 

Another  fall !  How  quickly  they  come ;  not  that  I  mind 
impending  old  age,  and  I  certainly  enjoy  hearing  from 
those  of  you  who  reply  to  my  plaintive  post  cards. 

Phoebe  Bashore  is  Mrs.  Franco  Calma  and  has  a  son, 
Jacques  Michael.  However,  that  is  last  year's  news  and 
I  don't  know  where  they  are  living  now. 

Haven't  heard  from  Polty  Bates  since  Margaret  Taylor 
dropped  the  handkerchief,  and  am  about  to  stop  trying. 
In  the  same  category  are  Doris  Butler,  Ruggie  Creech, 
Sylvia  Cullum,  Sairfax  Dockery,  Betty  Dudley,  Cornelia 
Gillam,  Sallie  Fell  Griffin,  Pauline  Holt,  Mabel  Humphrey, 
Sarah  McGrady,  Tudie  Neff,  Cuba  Silver,  Nancy  Taylor 
Spruill  and  Betty  Wright  Dabney.  If  any  one  knows  of 
the  whereabouts  and  activities  of  these  anti-post  card 
answerers,  please  redeem  them  with  a  little  news. 

Jean  Blount  married  Dr.  Samuel  Gilbert  Blount,  Jr.,  in 
April  and  lived  in  Providence,  R.  I.,  while  he  interned. 
He  is  now  in  the  Army  and  Jean  is  in  Greenville  for  sev- 
eral weeks  before  they  go  to  a  station  in  Hot  Springs, 
Arkansas. 

Sarah  Griffith  says  she  has  heard  from  Margaret  Burg- 
wyn  Cooley,  but  I  don't  know  what  she  heard. 

Mrs.  Newman  Alexander  Townsend,  Jr.  (Ann  Burnett) 
is  at  home  in  Rocky  Mount.  Since  the  first  of  the  year 
she  has  been  commuting  to  New  York  every  six  weeks 
to  two  months  for  Nat  is  executive  officer  on  a  destroyer 
escort  and  her  hope  is  that  he  will  stay  in  the  Atlantic. 
She  writes  that  Charlotte  Harris,  '39,  of  Norfolk,  mar- 
ried Dave  Bill,  skipper  of  Nat's  ship,  and  they  had  a 
ten-pound  son  on  August  27. 


Ann  Coxe  is  still  in  Norfolk  with  the  WAVES.  Ann 
Dawson  has  given  up  trying  to  make  John  Kierans  out 
of  the  lads  and  lassies  of  the  county  and  is  at  home  in 
Kinston. 

Goerch,  one  of  my  finest,  dearest  and  most  faithful  cor- 
respondents, wrote  me  about  everybody  but  herself. 
Becky  Norman  Leager  was  the  one  who  told  me  Doris 
spent  her  vacation  at  Wrightsville  and  New  York.  Doris 
characterized  us  all  pretty  well,  though,  when  she  said 
of  the  Raleigh  crowd,  "We  are  all  plugging  along  doing 
our  little  war  jobs  and  hoping  and  praying  there  will  be 
an  end  to  this  awful  mess  some  day  soon." 

Willa  Drew,  I  guess,  is  still  doing  her  part  for  the  Oc- 
cidental Insurance  Company. 

Sarah  Griffith's  mother  has  announced  Sarah's  engage- 
ment to  Alfred  Rhyne  Upchurch  of  Concord,  son  of  Mrs. 
George  Upchurch  and  the  late  Mr.  Upchurch,  of  Norwood, 
where  Sarah  has  been  on  the  high  school  faculty  for  the 
past  three  years.  Al  is  a  druggist.  They  have  a  small 
apartment  reserved  for  November  6  in  Concord,  and 
Sarah  says  she  is  on  the  journey  from  a  "school  inarm  to 
a  housekeeper  of  doubtful  quality." 

Louise  Hall  is  still  in  Urbana,  Illinois,  I  suppose,  work- 
ing on  her  M.A.  in  library  science.  Missed  hearing  from 
her  this  time.  Also  am  sorry  not  to  have  heard  from 
Katherine  Hancock  Hancock  and  Betsy  Hobby  Glenn. 

Peggy  Holmes  Stevens  was  at  home  in  Fairmont  while 
Grady  was  on  bivouac  in  Alabama.  She  returned  to 
Anniston  on  October  1,  and  took  daughter  Sally  with  her. 

Rhea  Hughes  Pender  has  her  hands  full  with  son  Renny 
and  a  new  baby  boy  six  months  old.  Says  she  wouldn't 
know  how  to  behave  around  a  little  girl. 

Jean  Hunt  Bittinger  is  still  at  3910  Livingston  St., 
N.W.,  Washington,  D.  C,  I  suppose.  Tish  Knox  has 
moved  in  Washington  to  Apt.  520,  3130  Wisconsin  Ave. 

Grant  Jones  Creekmore  is  in  Wilmington  with  her  son, 
born  January  3.    Her  husband  is  in  France. 

Patsy  Jones  is  working  in  New  York  for  several 
months  for  the  same  company  as  in  Greensboro.  It  was 
a  pleasant  surprise  to  hear  from  her,  and  though  I  don't 
know  where  she  is  staying,  her  post  card  featured  the 
New  Yorker. 

As  for  your  correspondent,  she  is  at  home  and  Mac  is  in 
the  India,  China,  Burma  theatre.  He  met  Pony  Brent 
(Bus.,  '38),  from  Bedford,  Va.,  somewhere  in  India.  Pony 
is  with  the  Red  Cross  and  has  since  succumbed  to  ma- 
laria. Last  V-mail  from  Mac  says  his  fellow  naval  ord- 
nance observer  and  bomb  disposal  officer  has  also  come 
down  with  the  fever  and  when  Mac  went  with  him  to  the 
nearest  hospital,  he  inquired  about  Pony,  and  learned  she 
was  not  far  away. 

Mary  Anne  Koonce  is  still  in  Ckapel  Hill,  as  secretary 
in  administration,  and  so  is  Louise  Partrick  with  the 
library.  And  Nancy  Maupin  Neely  and  family  are  living 
in  Washington,  D.  C.  Would  like  to  have  heard  from 
these  three. 

Betsy  Thomas  Rogers  redeemed  Alexa  McColl  Pinck 
after  all  these  years  of  silence.  'Lexa  is  living  in  Staun- 
ton, Va.,  while  Dick  is  naval  gunfire  officer  on  a  battle- 
wagon.  Betsy  herself  is  Mrs.  Charles  0.  Rogers,  Broad- 
acres,  Westminster,  Maryland.  She  was  married  in  Feb- 
ruary to  a  major  in  the  USMC,  and  has  since  had  a  life 
of    moving — three    months    at    Fort    Sill    while    Charles 
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studied  more  artillery  with  the  Army,  home  for  leave  in 
New  Orleans,  and  then  to  the  West  Coast  whence  Charles 
left  for  the  southwest  Pacific  and  she  returned  to  Mary- 
land for  the  duration.  She  ran  into  Sarah  Sutton  Tom- 
linson  at  Camp  Pendleton.  Sarah  was  living  in  San  Cle- 
mente.  Additional  notes  Betsy  sent  in  about  members 
of  other  classes :  Marge  Dickens  Garnett  is  in  Independ- 
ence, Kansas.  Her  husband,  Walter,  is  in  the  Air  Corps, 
and  they  have  a  daughter,  Gayle  Marie,  born  this  spring. 

Ruth  Billingslea  (ex  '39)  married  Balph  Weller  in 
April  and  is  living  near  Bets.  Bets  saw  Betsy  Leary  in 
Baltimore  and  says  Janet  Cheshire  Rimmer  is  here  in 
Fayetteville,  but  in  all  the  congestion  I  don't  know  where. 

Jean  Miller  Yeiser  is  at  home  at  123  N.  Bdgeworth  St., 
Greensboro,  while  Harry  is  over  the  sea  or  on  it.  She  is 
no  longer  a  WAVE. 

Did  not  hear  this  time  from  Mary  Lily  Moore  Arden  or 
Helen  Page  Gaither.    Would  like  to  know  how  they  are. 

Helen  Noell  has  been  Mrs.  James  Read  Branch  since 
June  3.  He  is  a  lieutenant  in  the  USNR,  the  A.  C.  I.  offi- 
cer for  a  squadron.  They  are  living  at  145  Warren  Ave- 
nue, Wallaston,  Massachusetts,  but  Helen  fears  Read  will 
be  leaving  by  December  and  she  is  going  out  to  California 
with  him.  They  have  a  cute,  small  apartment,  and  Helen 
says  she  has  learned  to  cook  and  clean.  Mary  Emma 
Robbins  went  up  to  visit  the  first  week  in  October. 

Becky  Norman  Leager  is  keeping  house  practically  in 
her  mother's  back  yard,  for  Sam  is  still  in  Raleigh.  Their 
address  is  12y2  N.  Boylan  Avenue,  a  white  story  book 
cottage  with  green  shutters  and  a  window  box,  tiny  lawn, 
cherry  tree,  and  white  fence. 

Sarah  Oliver  Broadhurst  holds  the  class  record  in  the 
Stork  Derby.  She  has  a  third  child,  a  little  girl  named 
Camille.  Her  other  children  are  a  daughter  and  son  named 
Sarah  and  Jack. 

Patty  Patton  Hairston  wrote  from  Asheville,  "Nellie  is 
in  New  Guinea  and  seems  to  be  enjoying  his  work  as  well 
as  the  butterflies  he  catches  there."  She  and  Sarah  Grif- 
fith see  each  other  occasionally. 

Jo  Pope  became  Mrs.  Willard  Mixon  of  Southern  Pines 
on  September  9.  Captain  Mixon  is  the  son  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Eugene  Mixon  of  Bogalusa,  Louisiana,  and  is  sta- 
tioned at  Camp  Mackall. 

Helen  Redfern  lives  at  1853  W.  Grace  St.,  Richmond 
20,  Virginia,  and  works  at  the  ultra-modern  hospital  of 
the  Medical  College  of  Virginia.  Syd  Alexander  was 
there  for  a  while  but,  according  to  brother  Bill  Jordan, 
has  since  appeared  at  the  Naval  Medical  Center  in  Bethes- 
da,  Maryland.  Mrs.  Redfern  is  living  with  Teenie.  Sister 
Betty  and  family  are  living  in  Baltimore.  Teenie  says 
Patsy  Rodgers,  of  Warrenton,  who  finished  at  Saint 
Mary's  last  year,  has  come  to  live  in  the  house  with  her 
and  is  studying  business  methods  at  the  Pan  American 
School. 

Had  a  long  grand  surprise  letter  from  Mary  Lou  Rid- 
dick  at  Virginia  Beach.  She  is  going  to  spend  the  winter 
in  Scotland  Neck.  For  the  past  two  years  she  has  been 
secretary  in  the  Norfolk  office  of  the  Lynchburg  Foundry 
Company  and  learned  much  about  cast  iron  pipe  and  fit- 
tings. Doesn't  sound  very  romantic,  she  admits,  but  she  en- 
joyed it  and  was  sorry  to  leave.  Anne  Shook  spent  a  week- 
end with  her  in  August — was  the  "same  grand,  newsy, 
attractive  Shook,"  but  is  back  in  Montgomery  now. 


Kay  Roberson  hopes  to  visit  in  Washington  some  time 
in  November.  She  had  a  wonderful  time  at  Jean  Blount 
Blount's  wedding  in  April  and  is  now  in  Greenville,  South 
Carolina,  with  the  J.  E.  Sirrine  and  Company  Engineers. 

Sarah  Ruark  was  called  to  Atlanta  from  Fort  Bragg 
and  chosen  from  a  group  of  Red  Cross  workers  to  go  to 
Miami  for  recreational  work  with  returning  army  fliers — 
plan  swimming  parties  and  such.  Quite  a  change  from 
the  dust  and  dirt  routine  of  Fort  Bragg !  She  didn't  know 
WAVE  Barbara  Thompson's  address,  but  ran  into  her  in 
a  restaurant. 

Charlotte  Ruffner  Taylor  is  now  a  parent,  but  nobody 
told  me  whether  it  was  a  boy  or  girl. 

Patsy  Royster  Lozupone,  who  started  out  with  us,  is  at 
home  in  Bethesda,  Maryland,  while  husband  Frank  is  in 
China  with  the  Army  Engineers.  She  says  he  is  now 
known  as  the  "Pla3'boy  of  the  Eastern  World,"  and  says 
his  spot  in  China  has  such  a  delightful  climate  he  will 
probably  never  come  home. 

No  more  news  from  Aggie  Sanford,  but  guess  she  is 
still  with  Leslie  Mitchell's  studio  in  Washington  and 
lunching  behind  the  Mayflower. 

Petie  Seidler  is  teaching  athletics  in  Smedesboro,  New 
Jersey.  She  wrote  Bets  Thomas  R.  that  Frances  Coxe 
(one  of  the  twins)  had  a  baby  boy.  In  the  summer  Petie 
was  at  Camp  Wawenack-Owaissa,  South  Casco,  Maine, 
and  wrote  me  during  rest  hour  that  she  hadn't  forgotten 
us  down  here.  Don't  see  how  she  could  remember  any-. 
thing  else  if  she  could  spell  that  name. 

Mary  LeRoy  Stanton  became  Mrs.  Robert  Hendrix  Still- 
well  on  August  11  and  is  living  at  363  Beacon  Street,  Bos- 
ton 16,  Massachusetts.  Her  husband  is  an  army  lieu- 
tenant. 

No  word  from  Ma  V.  Vass.  Mary  Jane  Yeatman  can 
be  reached  at  Box  756,  American  Red  Cross,  Gadsden, 
Alabama,  where  she  is  a  home  service  worker,  loves  the 
work,  but  says  there  is  too  much  of  it  and  she  "never 
thought  8 :30  till  11 :00  were  such  hot  hours."  She  shares 
a  house,  the  cooking  and  cleaning  with  the  home  service 
secretary,  Rebecca  Abernathy.  Janie  is  holding  the  torch 
for  an  old,  old  flame  now  in  France,  and  was  somewhat 
stymied  by  his  only  Christmas  box  request — fresh  eggs. 
She  plans  a  reunion  with  Cuddie  Mae  Harris  Edwards 
when  Cuddie  Mae  returns  to  Jacksonville  from  Junction 
City.  Janie  has  seen  Mary  Willis  Douthat,  who  was  at 
Camp  Sibert  with  the  Red  Cross  and  is  now  at  Fort  Mc- 
Clellan. 

Most  of  you  know  now  that  our  class  suffered  its  first 
real  tragedy  this  summer  when  Mary  Gait  Williamson 
died  suddenly.  A  Memorial  Fund  has  been  started  for 
her  with  the  contributions  our  class  members  and  their 
parents  made  and  are  making  to  the  Saint  Mary's  Cen- 
tennial Fund.  The  goal  is  $1,000  and  the  fund  now  stands 
at  $587.25.  Most  of  you  have  already  contributed  and 
some  of  you  have  written  fine  letters  in  reply  to  the  re- 
quest that  you  give.  All  of  this  is  deeply  appreciated  by 
those  of  us  who  wrote  to  you.  We  earnestly  hope  to  reach 
the  goal  and  know  that  you  do  too ;  so  if  any  of  you  have 
neglected  to  send  in  your  gift  or  forgotten  to  mark  it 
for  the  Fund,  please  get  in  touch  with  me  or  write  to 
Peggy  Hopkins  at  the  Alumnae  Office. 

It's  been  a  pleasure  to  chat  with  you  all  again.  Please 
don't  fail  to  answer  future  post  cards. 


December,   1944 
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CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE:  Peggy  Hopkins,  Saint 
Mary's  School,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Lossie  was  unable  to  write  the  class  news  this  time,  so 
I  shall  try  to  put  in  writing  the  bits  of  news  I've  gathered 
lately. 

When  I  first  returned  to  work  in  September  Jinny 
Allison  Haywood  was  visiting  in  Raleigh.  She  had  been 
here  all  during  August  and  went  back  to  Richmond  very 
soon,  after  I  returned,  and  I  only  saw  her  once — at  Mary 
Louise  Hall's  wedding.  Incidentally,  Mary  Louise's  wed- 
ding reception  was  full  of  Saint  Mary's,  and  it  was  loads 
of  fun  seeing  every  one.  Annie  Webb  Cheshire  was  there 
with  her  husband  who  was.  home  on  leave  at  the  time. 

Don't  know  anything  about  Terry  Anderson  Benton  ex- 
cept that  when  the  campaign  first  started,  and  we  were 
busy  getting  address  corrections,  she  was  living  at  Morro 
Bay,  California,  where  her  husband  was  stationed.  She 
may  still  be  there,  but  I  can't  prove  it. 

Nancy  Brantley  Wilson's  husband  was  wounded  over- 
seas recently  and  he  is  now  stationed  in  Asheville.  Nancy 
and  her  young  son  are  there  with  him,  I  understand. 

Mary  Comially  wrote  last  week  from  Bronxville,  N.  Y., 
that  her  "life  has  been  mostly  concentrated  on  running 
the  household  from  top  to  bottom  and  taking  care  of  Jan 
Coxe."  He  is  attending  Sarah  Lawrence  College  Nursery 
School  and  rides  to  and  from  in  a  taxi,  much  to  his  de- 
light. Francis  and  her  young  daughter  have  just  moved 
into  a  new  house  in  Asheville  at  .32  Martindale  Road, 
Lakeview  Park.  Prances  has  been  in  Miami  lately  with 
Tom  who  is  at  one  of  the  hotels  taken  over  by  the  govern- 
ment for  recreational  purposes.  He  is  a  captain  in  the 
Air  Corps,  and  has  been  in  the  Aleutians  for  over  a  year. 

I  guess  you  have  noticed  by  now  that  I'm  going  through 
our  class  alphatbetieally  and  jotting  down  what  I  know, 
if  anything,  about  each  member.  I  have  just  come  upon 
Becky  Davis  Morris'  name,  and  I  don't  know  much  about 
her  except  that  she  spent  the  summer  at  a  resort  over 
near  Asheville,  and  I  heard  some  one  say,  in  the  drug 
store  the  other  clay,  that  she  had  seen  her  in  Rocky  Mount 
at  Martha  Ann's  wedding,  which,  incidentally,  was  quite 
a  smooth  affair  from  all  reports.  Martha  Ann  married 
a  "gentleman  farmer"  and  is  living  outside  of  Rocky 
Mount. 

Louise  Donald  is  now  Mrs.  Lloyd  Brownlow  and  lives 
at  7916  Earl  Street,  Oakland,  California.  That  bit  of  in- 
formation came  via  the  campaign  too.  Incidentally,  if 
there  are  any  of  you  who  have  not  contributed  something 
to  the  St.  Mary's  Centennial  Fund,  please  do  so.  I'm 
sure  all  of  you  have  received  literature  about  it  by  now 
and  you  must  know  how  great  an  effort  we  are  making 
to  reach  our  goal  of  $350,000.  You  know  too  how  much 
Saint  Mary's  needs  the  equipment  she  is  asking  for ;  so 
please,  while  you're  reading  the  Bulletin  and  have  Saint 
Mary's  on  your  mind,  mail  your  contribution  to  me  here 
at  school!  (That  campaign  plug  was  not  planned;  it's 
just  that  everything  I  do  or  say  reminds  me  of  it,  and  I 
know  how  much  we  need  the  things  we  are  asking  for.) 

Woody  Fagan  Davis  is  at  home  in  New  Bern  now.  She 
was  in  California  most  of  last  spring,  I  think. 

Frances  Fish  is  Mrs.  W.  F.  Kuhl,  Jr.,  and  lives  at  321 
East  Ridgewood  Avenue,  Ridgewood,  New  Jersey.  She 
has  a  little  girl  a  year  or  two  old. 


I  don't  know  a  thing  about  Ann  Flowe  except  that  she 
is  Mrs.  Edwin  Prewitt,  and  that  her  mail  is  always  re- 
turned to  me.  Her  husband  is  an  officer  in  the  Naval 
Air  Corps. 

Mariana  Hancock  is  probably  the  luckiest  of  all  army 
wives.  Her  husband  has  been  stationed  at  Camp  Butner 
for  ages,  and  Butner,  in  case  you  do  not  know,  is  about 
five  or  ten  miles  from  her  home,  Oxford.  That  is  really 
a  perfect  set-up. 

Florence  Harris,  who  is  an  ensign  in  the  WAVES,  was 
stationed  at  the  Naval  Air  Station  in  Pensaeola  the  last 
time  I  heard  of  her.  As  far  as  I  know  she  is  still  there, 
and  has  a  most  important  position  as  Air  Traffic  Control 
Supervisor.  I  believe  she  is  the.  only  person  in  our  class 
who  is  in  the  service. 

Helen  Holt  Morrison  and  Betsy  Rodwell  Tucker  are  in 
Warrenton  for  the  duration,  and  each  is  busjr  taking  care 
of  a  young  son  or  daughter.  (That's  not  very  definite,  is 
it?) 

Beppjr  Hunter  wrote  not  long  ago  and  said  that  she  is 
"still  contributing  to  the  'madness'  of  Washington  and 
the  'diffusion  of  knowledge'  of  the  National  Geographic." 

Martha  Lewis  Stanley  is  in  Durham  taking  care  of 
young  Dave  while  her  husband  is  stationed  in  Washing- 
ton. When  Saint  Mary's  first  opened  this  year  I  drew 
the  assignment  of  going  to  the  Seaboard  station  at  the 
crack  of  dawn  to  meet  the  new  students.  At.  about  6  :30 
a.  m.,  when  I  had  only  one  eye  open,  I  managed  to  spy 
Martha  through  it.  She  was  as  sleepy  as  I,  for  she  had 
just  come  in  on  a  train  from  Washington,  where  she  had 
been  to  see  Dave  for  several  days.  That  was  the  first 
time  we  had  seen  each  other  since  we  graduated  and  the 
conversation  we  carried  on  not  only  woke  us  up,  but  every 
every  one  else  in  the  station. 

Rose  Martin  Ellison  stopped  in  with  her  navy  husband 
early  in  September.  It  was  grand  seeing  them  and  she 
certainly  looked  lovely — like  glamour  itself.  She  is  liv- 
ing in  Washington  while  Charles  is  stationed  at  Solomons, 
Maryland. 

Teeny  has  been  completely  "out  of  this  world"  lately 
because  Jerry  came  home  from  the  Pacific  and  saw  their 
son,  Billy,  for  the  first  time.  He  was  home  for  about  three 
weeks  and  they  had  a  wonderful  time.  Teeny  sent  me 
some  pictures  of  Billy  the  other  day  and  he  is  just  as 
cute  as  he  can  be. 

Winnie  Morrison  is  staying  at  home  this  year  taking  a 
few  courses  at  Randolph-Macon  in  order  to  get  her  de- 
gree, and  she's  very  busy  with  Red  Cross  and  Motor  Corps 
work.  I  spent  a  night  with  her  in  June  and  had  a  grand 
time. 

I  see  Mary  Olsen  every  now  and  then.  She  is  engaged 
to  a  lieutenant  (jg)  who  is  at  sea  now  and,  of  course, 
she's  hoping  that  he  will  be  in  any  day.  And  Lucy  Pit- 
tinger  was  married  in  September,  as  you  can  see  elsewhere 
in  the  Bulletin. 

Shep  Quintard  W\'att-Brown's  younger  sister  is  in 
school  this  year.  She  told  me  that  Shep  is  in  Waycross, 
Georgia,  living  at  1205  St.  Mary's  Drive.  Chita's  sister 
is  here  too.  "Country"  is  an  ensign  in  the.  Navy,  sta- 
tioned at  Fort  Pierce,  Florida,  and  Chita  is  at  home  (Bir- 
mingham) taking  care  of  her  two-year-old  son. 

Palmer  Smith  is  working  in  Atlanta  during  the  day 
and  going  to  business  school  at  night ;  so  she  has  a,  pretty 
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full  schedule.  She  helped  us  with  our  campaign  in  At- 
lanta too — and  we  really  appreciated  that. 

Virginia  Smith  was  married  in  September  at  Virginia 
Beach.  She  married  a  naval  officer.  He  is  at  sea  now  and 
she  is  back  in  Raleigh,  so  I  heard. 

Hallie  Townes  is  taking  her  last  two  rears  of  college 
at  Sophie  Newcorub  and  acting  as  a  student  worker  under 
the  diocese  of  Louisiana.  As  you  know,  she  studied  at 
the  Philadelphia  Divinity  School  for  two  years  before 
going  to  Xew  Orleans. 

"Sassy"  Warren  left  Raleigh  in  September  to  go  home 
to  work  in  her  father's  office.  She  hopes  to  come  back  to 
Raleigh  the  first  of  the  year  and,  of  course,  I  hope  she 
will  too.    We  really  miss  her. 

Harriet  Corbitt  is  working  in  Suffolk,  I  believe,  and 
Tudie  is  in  Hertford  now.  She  gave  up  her  apartment 
in  New  York  several  months  ago.  Saw  Ernie  Rich  Tuton 
in  Baltimore  in  July,  and  met  her  most  attractive  hus- 
band. 

That's  about  all  I  know  this  time.  Please  write  now 
and  then  and  let  us  know  what  you're  doing. 

1940 

CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE:  Rebecca  Barnhill,  1002 
Vance  Street,  Raleigh. 

Time  passes  quickly  in  a  war-filled  world  and  before  we 
can  turn  around,  here  we  are  again  meeting  in  our  class 
letter.  Many  changes  have  taken  place  in  our  ranks  and 
perhaps  most  of  us  will  stop  for  a  moment  of  sentimental 
reverie.  Be  that  as  it  may,  we  all  like  to  hear  from  one 
another  and  know  who's  doing  what ;  so  we  shall  tell  you 
what  we  know. 

Many  of  us  have  married — some  with  all  the  glitter  and 
thrill  of  a  military  wedding.  In  January  Dorothy  Bunn 
became  the  wife  of  Ensign  Al  Stuart  of  Montross,  Vir- 
ginia, now  stationed  in  Hawaii.  Katheriue  Hardison  mar- 
ried Lieutenant  Robert  Lamb,  USNR,  in  September,  in 
a  quietly  beautiful  ceremony  in  Saint  Mary's  Chapel. 
Lamar  Spencer,  Margaret  Kitchin,  Annie  Hyman  Bunn 
and  Julia  Booker  all  joined  the  ranks  of  married  women. 
Betty  Winborne  married  Bill  Woltz,  executive  in  a  war 
plant  in  Xew  Jersey,  in  October.  Norma  Large  and  Harry 
Hollingsworth,   USA,  were  wed  Christmas  day  in  1943. 

Numbers  of  Saint  Mary's  girls  are  taking  on  man-sized 
jobs  in  war  work.  etc.  Mary  Stanly  Bernard,  Erwin 
Gant,  and  Gertrude  Carter  are  drafting  for  the  war  in- 
dustries: Erwin  and  Gertrude  for  Glenn-Martin  in  Balti- 
more, and  Mary  Stanly  in  Washington,  D.  C.  Becky 
Barnhill  is  drafting  for  the  State  Highway  in  Raleigh. 
Emily  Sehenck  is  doing  confidential  work  for  the  gov- 
ernment in  Washington,  D.  C.  Mary  Willis  Douthat  has 
joined  the  Red  Cross  and  was  last  heard  from  in  Ala- 
bama. Agnes  Hayes  is  a  lieutenant  (jg)  in  the  WAVES, 
and  Tibbie  Tucker  is  an  apprentice  seaman  at  Northamp- 
ton,  Massachusetts,  expecting  to  receive  her  commission 
the  last  of  November.  Joyce  Powell  is  working  as  private 
secretary  for  the  Rocky  Mount  Cord  Company,  makers 
of  parachute  rope,  in  Rocky  Mount. 

Virginia  Trotter  is  working  in  a  bank  in  La  Grange, 
Georgia,  and  her  roommate,  Sara  Bell,  is  working  at  Duke 
Hospital  in  Durham. 


Cornelia  Clark  and  Mary  Guy  Boyd,  when  last  heard 
from,  were  teaching  in  the  public  schools  in  Whiteville. 
Frances  Moore  is  working  for  the  state  in  Raleigh.  Anne 
Christian  is  taking  post-graduate  work  at  the  University 
of  North  Carolina  and  Cynthia  Norton  is  doing  the  same 
at  the  University  of  Virginia. 

Margaret  Cutliff  and  her  husband,  Captain  Frank  Trus- 
low,  have  a  brand  new  son  born  in  Raleigh  in  October. 

Charlotte  Miller  and  Katheriue  Goold  are  living  in 
Raleigh  awaiting  the  return  of  their  husbands  from  the 
war  theatres. 

The  whole  class  extends  its  warm  and  heartfelt  sym- 
pathy to  Betty  Ellington  whose  husband  is  reported  miss- 
ing in  action  in  the  China-Burma  area. 

Thus  endeth  the  epistle  of  the  year  1943-44,  and  may 
we  say  that  if  we  have  neglected  some  of  our  classmates 
it  is  only  because  we  were  without  information  concern- 
ing them.  Please  drop  us  a  line  now  and  then  and  tell 
us  what  you're  doing. 

1941 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Margaret  Gold  Swindell,  Wil- 
son, North  Carolina. 

As  usual,  I'm  afraid  you  won't  get  much  definite  news, 
for  it  seems  as  if  I  can  never  find  time  to  send  out  all  of 
those  post  cards.  After  some  last-minute,  hasty  digging 
and  a  little  telephoning,  here  are  the  results  produced — 
and  it's  no  Army-Navy  E : 

Guess  where  Janice  Fitzgerald  is?  Yes,  back  at  ye  old 
alma  mater  teaching  music  to  talented  young  Saint  Mary's 
girls.  Remember  those  days!  I  think  it's  grand,  Janice, 
and  quite  a  compliment. 

Anna  Wood  and  Trent  are  stationed  in  Annapolis  now ; 
lucky  people.  Mary  White  Teague  was  in  the  wedding 
which  I  hear  was  very  lovelj'.  Mary  is  in  Edenton  now 
and  Sam  is  out  at  sea,  I  think. 

Sara  Locke  is  at  home  in  Raleigh  keeping  the  home 
fires  burning  until  Paul  gets  back. 

Ah,  the  stork  is  to  be  a  visitor  in  our  midst.  It  won't 
be  long  before  it  will  be  Mamma  Tassie  and  Mamma 
"Poo." 

I  hear  Chris  Hatfield  is  on  the  verge,  of  matrimony  and 
perhaps  she  may  have  taken  the  fatal  step  by  now.  Who 
is  the  lucky  guy,  Chris? 

Edna  is  teaching  at  home  in  Wilson  this  year,  and  really 
her  school  experiences  are  priceless.  Mary  Alex  is  teach- 
ing in  "Little  Washington." 

Mary  Emily  is  working  for  a  bank  in  New  York  and 
Ann  Seeley  Davey  is  now  on  the  staff  of  the  News  and 
Observer.    We're  no  slackers,  folks ! 

Jean  Meredith  was  cutting  a  wide  path  at  Virginia 
Beach  this  summer.  I  heard  she  was  quite  a  hostess — 
and  a  very  attractive  one. 

Margaret  Little  Blount  is  still  in  Bethel  as  far  as  I 
know. 

Martha  Newell,  they  sajr,  is  turning  into  quite  the  drama 
teacher  at  Saint  Catherine's. 

Daisy  Dean's  husband  is  back  from  overseas  and  it 
seems  they're  seeing  the  United  States  via  Uncle  Sam's 
way,  of  course,  hitting  Utah  for  one  place. 

Mary  Sievers  is  married  and  living  in  New  York,  I 
think.      People   move   around  so  these   clays  you  almost 
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have  to  be  a  Puller  Brush  man  to  keep  up  with  them. 

Marjorie  Stenhouse  was  teaching  in  Goldsboro  last 
year,  and  if  I'm  not  mistaken  is  still  carrying  on  in  that 
worthy  profession. 

Betty  Vann  is  at  WCUNC,  taking  a  business  course.  I 
bet  she  won't  have  to  walk  far  for  a  job. 

Betty  Hilker  was  in  Boston  last  year  in  music  school, 
and  if  I  didn't  dream  this  up  from  out  of  the  blue,  I  think 
she  is  teaching-  organ  somewhere. 

Ann  Davis  is  still  working  in  Durham.  Guess  the 
daughters  of  Adelaide  and  Helen  Ford  Taylor  are  getting 
to  be  quite  the  young  ladies — all  of  about  one  year  old 
now. 

Amine  is  working  in  Kinston,  and  unless  Sue  Harwood 
has  changed  jobs  on  me  she  is  still  working  for  the 
Greensboro  News. 

Jinny  and  Beaver  have  a  little  house  in  San  Diego,  and 
also  from  out  California  way  I  have  been  hearing  exciting 
things  from  Gale  Lamb. 

We  extend  our  deepest  sympathy  to  Catherine  Powell 
on  the  loss  of  her  husband  who  was  killed  in  action  in 
Europe. 

Gray  Woodard  is  still  keeping  Rocky  Mount  alive — 
well,  partially,  until  the  boys  come  home  again. 

Wow !  Have  I  blown  off  some  steam.  Wish  I  knew 
more  to  tell  you,  but  the  cupboard  is  bare. 

1942 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Allie  Bell,  324  Lamont  Drive, 
Decatur,  Georgia. 

Being  a  "Georgia  Peach"  for  the  whiter  has  sort  of 
taken  me  away  from  where  most  of  you  are ;  so  my  news 
this  time  is  gonna  be  a  "quiekjr." 

Kay  is  now  a  career  gal  and  is  holding  down  a  Girl 
Scout  job  in  Atlanta.  We  get  together  all  the  time — or 
at  least  when  her  scouting  trips  leave  her  physically  able. 
She  is  getting  awfully  interested  in  silver  and  furniture, 
but  is  saving  everything  until  after  the  war  when  Dick 
comes  sailing  home. 

Olivia  Anne  is  fulfilling  her  dreams  and  is  spending 
the  winter  in  New  York.  She  has  a  room  at  the  Barbizon 
and  really  is  having  a  wonderful  time.  Job?  Well,  not 
yet ! 

Kay  and  Boots  Eavenel  Richardson  were  bridesmaids 
in  Minkie's  wedding.  She  and  Harry  are  now  living  in 
Louisville,  where  he  is  interning.  From  all  reports  the 
wedding  was  wonderful.  Carol  was  at  the  wedding  too. 
She  and  Dan  are  still  in  Louisville.  She  was  in  Chapel 
Hill  late  last  spring  and  was  looking  grand. 

Other  than  these  bits,  I  know  practically  nothing.  I 
have  seen  lots  of  S.  M.  S.  girls,  but  usually  for  just  a  few 
minutes.  In  Norfolk  recently,  I  saw  Ellen,  Sarah  Thorn- 
ton, and  Emily  Cheshire  Townsend.  On  a  bus  I  ran  into 
June  Johnson  Miller,  now  living  in  Washington.  Bunny 
was  in  Atlanta  for  a  few  days  with  her  young  daughter. 
Also  pushing  a  baby  carriage  is  Janet  James  Lindsey. 
Mark,  Jr.,  was  born  in  September. 

Please  drop  me  a  card  and  let  us  all  catch  up  on  what 
every  one  is  doing. 

1943 

The  Alumnae  Secretary  has  not  received  a  class  letter 
from  the  permanent  secretary  of  the  Class  of  1943. 
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CLASS  SECRETARY:  Betty  Edwards,  213  Spencer 
Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Well,  we're  really  scattered  everywhere,  and  except  for 
a  few  straggling  letters,  I  found  mj'self  very  confused 
about  everybody's  whereabouts ;  that  is,  until  my  post 
card  correspondence  began  to  take  on  a  new  life.  At 
this  point  I  feel  like  an  authority  on  the  subject. 

Probably  the  most  exciting  thing  that's  happened  in 
our  midst  was  Michelle's  marriage  to  John  Bratton,  who 
is  now  a  lieutenant  in  the  Marines.  Prom  all  reports  it 
was  a  lovely  wedding,  and  Saint  Mary's  was  well  repre- 
sented with  Henriette  Hampton,  Henrietta  Ragland,  Betsy 
John  West,  Marjorie  Ann  Gregory,  and  Mildred  Telfair 
as  attendants. 

I  also  got  an  announcement  of  Mickey  Wheeler's  mar- 
riage to  Lt.  Robert  Snyder.  The  wedding  took  place  in 
August,  and  the  last  I  heard  was  that  Mickey  was  living 
in  Savannah.  Joannie  Hamner  was  here  last  week-end 
and  said  she  was  waiting  for  the  Universitj'  of  Pennsyl- 
vania to  open  the  first  of  November — such  luxury.  In 
the  meantime  she  has  acquired  a  Red  Cross  Motor  Corps 
uniform  and  is  driving  ambulances  and  Mobile  Canteens. 
Carol  Talbot  is  doing  approximately  the  same  thing  in 
Norfolk  when  she  isn't  going  to  school  at  William  and 
Mary  Extension.  I  haven't  heard  from  Betty  Winslow, 
but  Carol  said  she  was  in  New  York  at  art  school  living 
at  the  Barbizon. 

Jane  K.  Bell,  who  is  rooming  with  Betsy  Long  at  Salem, 
was  here  last  week-end,  and  Fanny  Cooper  came  up  to 
the  game  the  first  week-end  we  were  here.  Fanny's  at 
Fort  Benning  this  year.  Mary  Hodges  Person  was  down 
from  Salem  last  week-end,  too,  and  said  that  Anne  Dysart 
as  well  as  numerous  Juniors  had  transferred  there  this 
fall.  Britt  Davis  came  to  Carolina  for  summer  school, 
but  now  she  and  Lena  Grantham  are  at  Greensboro  Col- 
lege. Jane  Maultsby  and  Peggy  Gates  have  journeyed  to 
Washington  to  attend  Marjorie  Webster,  and  Cornelia 
Knott  doesn't  seem  to  have  made  any  plans  yet.  Oh,  I 
almost  forgot — Mary  Sowell  was  married  to  Lt.  William 
Patterson  some  time  ago.  Frances  Rylander  stayed  in 
Georgia  this  year  to  go  to  the  University. 

Mary  West  wrote  me  all  the  news  from  Randolph- 
Macon.  She,  Sally  Ramsey,  and  Betty  Clark  pledged 
Chi  0,  Pat  Gwyn  pledged  Pi  Phi,  Fanny  Lee  Brooke  went 
Phi  Mu,  and  Lolly  White  pledged  Kappa  Delta.  Pinky 
Butler  writes  that  Sweet  Briar  couldn't  be  better,  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  a  transfer's  status  is  something  to  be  ques- 
tioned— as  we  all  know  by  now.  Charlotte  Crawford  has 
been  having  a  perfectly  wonderful  time  in  the  mountains 
all  summer,  and  has  now  left  for  New  London,  Connecti- 
cut, to  attend  business  school  and  perhaps  see  a  bit  of 
the  Navy  occasionally. 

Cacie  writes  from  Hollins  that  she's  working  on  Publi- 
cations, Orchesis,  and  International  Relations  Club.  Har- 
riet and  Katherine  are  rooming  together  there,  and  on 
their  way  to  Annapolis  a  couple  of  week-ends  ago  bumped 
into  Goode  who  was  taking  a  little  time  off  from  Mary 
Washington. 

Maria  and  Foxie  went  Tri  Delt  at  the  University  of 
Kentucky,  and  assure  me  that  the  place  is  perfect.  I  sup- 
pose you  all  know  by  now  that  Betsy  Blount  has  acquired 
a  position  as  business  teacher  at  Saint  Mary's  and  Lib 
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Shaw  is  head  of  the  Savings  Department  at  the  American 
National  Bank  in  Portsmouth.  I'm  most  impressed  with 
all  this  versatility. 

Mary  Lynn  wrote  that  she  had  bumped  into  lots  of 
Saint  Mary's  girls  at  Converse  and  said  that  Amy  Warner, 
Pauline  Blanton.  and  Ruth  Moore  are  all  working.  From 
what  I  can  gather  from  outside  sources  Emily  Williamson 
is  going  to  school  in  Memphis,  and  Patty  finally  decided 
on  Louisiana  State  University.  Patsy  Bodgers  is  at  Pan- 
American  in  Richmond,  Frenehie  McCann  and  Shirley 
Goode  are  at  Mary  Washington,  and  Emily  McMillan  is  at 
Columbia.  I  also  hear  by  the  grapevine  system  that 
Vidette  is  going  to  school  at  home,  and  Helena  Williams 
is  at  W.  C.  Agatha  is  in  the  Cadet  Nurses'  Corps  and  is  in 
training  somewhere  in  New  York. 

Virginia  Hart  just  yelled  as  she  and  Chinky  started 
out  to  attend  to  some  extra  eurrieular,  and  said  to  report 
that  she  had  collected  $5  from  thirty  people  which  means 
there  are  twenty-nine  who  haven't  paid.  She  lives  next 
door  to  the  deRosset  and  me,  and  Jean  Brooks.  Margaret 
Goold,  and  Dardie  Quinerly  live  on  this  hall  too.  Up  on 
third  floor  there's  usually  plenty  of  excitement  with 
Pierce.  Alma,  Betty  Gaither,  and  Fritz  Freeman  at  one 


end  of  the  hall ;  Jane  Clark,  Betty  Graham,  and  Margaret 
Winslow  at  the  other ;  and  Kemp  and  Brent  in  between. 
By  the  way,  Brent  has  been  elected  Junior  social  chair- 
man of  Spencer.  Jane  Clark  and  Margaret  are  taking 
off  to  West  Point  during  our  ten  days  vacation  which  be- 
gins next  week.  Dangle  deRosset  plans  to  spend  most  of 
the  time  in  New  York  and  go  to  West  Point  for  a  couple 
of  games,  etc. 

As  I  desperately  make  my  way  to  class  in  the  morning 
I  frequently  bump  into  Alice  Craig  and  Betsy  Burke,  who 
has  dragged  herself  out  of  bed  in  time  for  her  eleven 
o'clock  class.  Betty  Barnes  and  I  hike  over  to  Phillips 
for  Math  every  day  and  always  see  Marjorie  Cole  and 
Juanita  Anderson  on  their  way  to  the  Y.  Stockton  pays 
us  a  visit  occasionally  between  movies,  and  Molly  Mitchell 
seems  to  have  met  half  the  Pre-Flight  school  already. 
Hannah  resides  in  Kenan  with  a  most -attractive  crowd. 
The  crowning  blow  came  when  she  was  appointed  proctor 
for  the  hall.  All  in  all  we're  having  a  wonderful  time, 
have  made  numerous  trips  to  Raleigh,  and  have  seen  lots 
of  people  we  know  over  here  on  week-ends.  We  have 
frequent  get-togethers  to  exchange  news ;  so  please  don't 
stop  writing  us  about  what  you're  doing. 


Milestones 


Engagements 

Sara  Elizabeth  Bell,  '40,  of  Greenville, 
South  Carolina,  to  Dr.  Kearns  Reid 
Thompson,  of  Reidsville  and  Durham. 

Jane  Carlton  Evans,  '43,  of  Washing- 
ton, D.  C,  to  Dr.  Robert  Jackson  West- 
more,  of  Durham.  Dr.  Westmore  is  in- 
terning at  Genesee  Hospital,  Rochester, 
New  York.  No  date  has  been  set  for  the 
wedding. 

Cornelia  Hobgood  Knott,  '4  4.  of  Farm- 
ville,  to  John  Council  Parker,  United 
States  Naval  Reserve,   of   Farmville. 

.Janet  Elizabeth  Maiden,  ex  '39,  of 
West  Boylston,  Massachusetts,  to  Thomas 
Leslie  Ward,  United  States  Naval  Re- 
serve, of  Mount  Vernon.  New  York. 

Mary  Marsh  Olsen,  '39,  of  Raleigh,  to 
William  Clarkson.  Ill,  Lieutenant  (jg). 
United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Corsi- 
cana.  Texas. 

Ruth  Vail  Selby,  ex  '43,  of  Edenton, 
to  Garland  Porter,  of  Raleigh.  The  wed- 
ding will  take  place  on  January  20. 

Barbara  Jane  Thomas,  '44  (Bus.),  of 
Raleigh,  to  Winifred  P.  Taylor.  Private, 
Army  of  the  United,  States,  of  Woodland. 


Weddings 


I'.iiby  Frederick  Allen,  4?.  (Bus),  of 
Raleigh,  to  John  Wesley  Wilkey,  Jr.,  of 
Camden.  New  Jersey,  on  Saturday,  Octo- 
ber 28,  in  the  First  Methodist  Church. 
Hamilton,  Virginia.  Mr.  Wilkey  is  a 
member  of  the  Air  Corps  Enlisted  Re- 
serve and  is  now  a  designing  engineer  at 
Langley  Field.  Virginia.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Wilkey  are  living  in   Hampton. 


Julia  Barbara  Barnes,  '37,  of  Lilling- 
ton,  to  Eugene  Scott  Bowers,  Jr..  of  Jack- 
son, on  Saturday,  August   5. 

Pauline  Bernhardt,  '42,  of  Lexington, 
to  Benjamin  Franklin  Green,  Jr.,  Lieu- 
tenant, United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of 
Lexington,  on  Monday,  October  9.  The 
couple  are  living  in  Miami  where  he  is 
stationed. 

Sarah  Burwell  Berlron,  ex  '40,  of 
Houston,  Texas,  to  Walter  Linton  Pars- 
ley, Lieutenant,  Army  of  the  United 
States,  of  Wilmington,  on  Thursday,  June 
22,  in  the  First  Presbyterian  Church. 
Tallahassee,    Florida. 

Charlotte  Ruth  Billingslea,  ex  '39,  of 
Westminster,  Maryland,  to  R.  Norman 
Weller.  on  Saturday,  April  15.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Weller  are  living  in  Sykesville, 
Maryland. 

Elizabeth  Ann  Bronson,  '42,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  William  E.  Burwell,  Private, 
Army  of  the  United  States,  of  Columbus, 
Ohio,  on  Sunday,  August  19. 

Elsie  Edmunds  Broocks,  '4  0,  of  Dur- 
ham, to  John  Edward  Markham.  Ensign. 
United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Durham, 
on  Saturday,  July  22,  in  Saint  John's 
Episcopal   Church.   Chase   City,   Virginia. 

Annie  Hyman  lliinn,  '40,  of  Hender- 
son, to  Dr.  Thomas  McGregor  Hunter, 
of  Enfield  and  Henderson,  on  Tuesday, 
September  12,  at  8:30  o'clock,  in  the 
Church  of  the  Holy  Innocents.  Hender- 
son. 

Mamie  Hunter  Burnett,  '41,  of  Spar- 
tanburg, South  Carolina,  to  Clarence 
Schirmer  Willard,  on  Tuesday,  May  2, 
at  8:30  o'clock  in  the  Central  Methodist 
Church,    Spartanburg. 

Francos  Marian  Butler,  '32,  of  Clin- 
ton, to  Douglas  Louis  Richards,  Lieu- 
tenant. Army  of  the  United  States,  of 
Baltimore.   Maryland,    on   Thursday,    July 


27,    in    Saint    John's    Episcopal    Church, 
Baltimore.   Maryland. 

Minkie  Clarke,  '42,  of  Maysville,  Ken- 
tucky, to  Dr.  Harry  Clayton  Denham,  on 
Saturday,  September  23,  at  8:30  o'clock 
in  the  First  Methodist  Church,  Mays- 
ville, Kentucky.  Thelma  Ravenel  Rich- 
ardson, ex  '42,  Kay  Roper,  '42,  and  Mary 
Fox  Clarke,  '44,  were  attendants  in  the 
wedding.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Denham  are  liv- 
ing in  Louisville.  Kentucky. 

Hixie  Mae  Davis,  '39,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Harold  John  Olafson,  Yeoman,  United 
States  Naval  Reserve,  of  New  York  City, 
on  Sunday,  July  23,  in  Columbia,  South 
Carolina. 

Sarah  Clement  Griffith,  '3  8,  of  Ashe- 
ville,  to  Dr.  Alfred  Rhyne  Upchurch.  of 
Norwood,  on  Monday,  November  6.  They 
are  living  in  Concord,  where  Dr.  Up- 
church  is  a  druggist. 

Mary  Louise  Hall,  '3  7  (H.  S),  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Dr.  Alexander  Webb.  Jr.,  of 
Raleigh,  on  Wednesday,  September  6,  at 
S:30  o'clock,  in  Christ  Church,  Raleigh. 
Sarah  Ruark,  '38,  Winifred  Vass,  '38, 
and  Mary  Olsen,  '39,  were  bridesmaids 
in  the  wedding.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Webb  are 
living  at  2117  Fairview  Road,  Raleigh. 

Katlierine  Smith  Hardison,  '40  (Bus.). 
of  Raleigh,  to  Robert  Vaughn  Lamb.  Jr., 
Lieutenant,  United  States  Naval  Reserve, 
of  Elizabeth  City,  on  Friday,  September 
S,  at  5:30  o'clock,  in  the  Saint  Mary's 
School  Chapel.  Raleigh.  Sarah  Hardison 
Hoch,  '41,  was  her  sister's  matron-of- 
honor.  Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Lamb  are 
living  in  Key  West,  Florida. 

Christine  Colridge  Hatfield,  '41,  of 
Ashland,  Pennsylvania,  to  Robert  Evan 
Meyer,  Ensign,  United  States  Naval  Re- 
serve, on  Thursday,  September  28,  in  the 
Memorial  Church  of  the  Holy  Cross, 
Utica.  New  York. 
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Helen  Anne  Hocutt,  ex  '44,  of  Hender- 
son, to  John  Carlyle  Kinlaw,  of  Lum- 
berton,  on  Saturday,  July  29,  in  Dillon, 
South  Carolina, 

Mary  Elizabeth  Holmes,  ex  '39,  of  Wel- 
don,  to  Paul  Webb  Wellman,  Lieutenant, 
Army  of  the  United  States,  of  Clinton, 
on  Saturday.  September  9,  in  Moultrie, 
Georgia. 

Edna  Jane  Hurt,  '42  (H.  S.),  of  Scotts- 
boro,  Alabama,  to  Charles  Presh  Yarn, 
Jr.,  on  Monday,  September  25,  in  Saint 
Luke's  Episcopal  Church,  Scottsboro,  Ala- 
bama. Mr.  and  Mrs.  Yarn  live  at  3  54  4 
North    Decatur    Road,    Decatur,    Georgia. 

Evelyn  .lime  Johnson,  '41  (Bus.),  of 
Raleigh,  to  Horace  William  Miller.  Jr.. 
Lieutenant,  Army  of  the  United  States, 
of  Asheville,  on  Saturday,  July  S,  at  9 
o'clock,  in  Hayes-Barton  Baptist  Church, 
Raleigh.  Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Miller  are 
living  in  Goldsboro. 

Patsy  Haughton  Jones,  '38,  of  Greens- 
boro, to  Carl  Eugene  Bufflngton,  Lieu- 
tenant, Army  of  the  United  States,  of 
Lewistown,  Pennsylvania,  on  Saturday, 
December  9,  at  Holy  Trinity  Episcopal 
Church,    Greensboro. 

Doris  Jane  Linzey,  ex  '4  5,  of  Raleigh, 
to  William  Turner  Kenycn,  Lieutenant, 
Army  of  the  United  States,  of  Raleigh,  on 
Thursday.  September  21.  at  5:30  o'clock, 
in  the  Holy  Trinity  Lutheran  Church, 
Raleigh.  Katherine  Klyman,  '44  (Bus.), 
was  one  of  the  bride's  attendants.  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Kenyon  are  living  in 
California  where   he  is   stationed. 

Hortense  Keller  Miller,  ex  '41,  of 
Houston,  Texas,  to  John  Francis  Battaile, 
Jr.,  Ensign,  United  States  Naval  Reserve, 
on  Saturday,  July  8,  in  New  York  City. 

Ruth  Ritchie  Miller,  '40,  of  Salisbury, 
to  Donald  Clement,  Jr..  Corporal,  Army 
of  the  United  States,  of  Salisbury,  on 
Saturday,  August  5.  Corporal  Clement 
has  recently  returned  to  the  United 
States  after  having  completed  twenty- 
five  months  of  service  overseas  with  the 
First  Marine  Division. 

Rachel  Louise  Pearsall,  'IS,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  Claud  Kitchin  Pettitt,  United 
States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Halifax  County, 
on  Saturday,  November  11,  in  the  Church 
of  the  Good  Shepherd,  Rocky  Mount. 

Josephine  Haskins  Peoples,  ex  '39,  of 
Oxford,  to  Gerald  Colfax  Osgood,  Lieu- 
tenant, United  States  Army  Air  Corps,  of 
Bradford,  Maine,  on  Sunday,  September 
10,  in  Saint  Stephen's  Episcopal  Church, 
Oxford.  Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Osgood 
are  living  in  Atlantic  City,  New  Jersey, 
where  he  is  stationed. 

Virginia  Tyson  Person,  '24,  of  Pikes- 
ville,  to  John  Tull  Hollister,  Jr.,  of  New 
Bern,  on  Wednesday,  August  16,  in  Saint 
Stephen's  Episcopal  Church,  Goldsboro. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hollister  are  living  in  New 
Bern. 

Hazel  George  Philyaw,  ex  '41,  of  Com- 
fort, to  Thomas  Walter  Stroud,  Jr.,  Lieu- 
tenant, Army  of  the  United  States,  of 
Kinston,  on  Saturday,  June  24,  in  the 
Christian  Church.  Comfort.  Lieutenant 
Stroud  is  stationed  at  Cape  May,  New 
Jersey. 

Lucy  Pittinger,  '3  9,  of  Asheville,  to 
Leonard  Gregory  Smith,  Jr.,  Lieutenant. 
United  States  Navy,  of  Philadelphia,  on 
Saturday,  September  9,  at  noon,  in  Saint 
Andrew's  Chapel,  United  States  Naval 
Academy,  Annapolis,  Maryland.  Mildred 
Pittinger  Mitchell,  '37,  was  her  Sister's 
only     attendant.      Lieutenant     and     Mrs. 


Smith    are    living    in    Norfolk,    Virginia, 
where  he  is  stationed. 

Mary  Josephine  Pope,  '38,  of  Dunn, 
to  Willard  Mixon,  Captain,  Army  of  the 
United  States,  of  Bogalusa,  Louisiana, 
on  Saturday,  September  9,  at  the  home 
of  the  bride's  parents.  Novella  Pope 
Rawlings,  '40,  and  Billie  Pope,  '45,  were 
bridesmaids  in  the  wedding.  Captain 
Mixon   is   stationed    at   Camp    Mackall. 

Sallye  Carol  Richardson,  ex  '36,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  John  Exley  Upsham,  Captain, 
United  States  Army  Air  Corps,  of  Wash- 
ington, on  Sunday,  October  S,  in  the  post 
chapel,  Randolph  Field,  Texas.  After 
the  first  of  the  year  Captain  and  Mrs. 
Upsham  will  be  at  home  in  La  Paz.  Bo- 
livia. 

Ann  Blake  Rutledge,  of  Charleston, 
South  Carolina,  to  Charles  Albert  Peti- 
gru  Moore,  of  Charleston,  South  Caro- 
lina, and  Raleigh,  on  Thursday,  August 
31,  at  6  o'clock,  in  Saint  Michael's 
Church,  Charleston.  Mr.  Moore  is  head 
of  the  English  department  at  Saint 
Mary's  School. 

Virginia  Leggett  Smith,  '39,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Colby  Richmond  Easterbrooks, 
Lieutenant,  United  States  Naval  Reserve, 
of  Grove  City,  Pennsylvania,  on  Tues- 
day, September  5,  at  9  o'clock,  at  Vir- 
ginia Beach,  Virginia. 

Mary  Foster  Sowell,  ex  '4  4.  of  Bir- 
mingham, Alabama,  to  William  Patter- 
son, Lieutenant,  Army  of  the  United 
States,  of  Birmingham,  Alabama,  in 
August. 

Martha  Ann  Speight,  '39,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  George  Benedict  Watson,  of 
Rocky  Mount,  on  Saturday,  October  7, 
at  6  o'clock,  in  the  Church  of  the  Good 
Shepherd,  Rocky  Mount.  Peggy  Speight, 
ex  '4  2,  was  her  sister's  maid-of-honor. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Watson  are  living  in  Whi- 
takers. 

Mary  LeRoy  Stanton,  '38,  of  McColl, 
South  Carolina,  to  Robert  Hendrix  Still- 
well,  Lieutenant,  United  States  Army,  on 
Friday,  August  11,  in  McColl,  South 
Carolina. 

Mary  Rose  Sudderth,  '45  (Bus),  of 
Raleigh,  to  William  W.  Fowler,  Jr.,  Avi- 
ation Cadet,  Army  of  the  United  States, 
of  Union,  South  Carolina,  on  Friday,  Oc- 
tober 13,  in  Darlington,   South  Carolina. 

Frances  March  Sweeney,  ex  '4  2  (Bus.), 
of  Charlotte,  to  Peter  Rust  Peterson,  Jr.. 
on  Sunday,  July  2. 

Michelle  Telfair,  '44,  of  Raleigh  and 
Scarsdale,  New  York,  to  John  Bratton, 
Lieutenant.  United  States  Marine  Corps 
Reserve,  on  Saturday,  October  14,  at 
8:30  o'clock,  in  the  Sacred  Heart  Cathe- 
dral, Raleigh.  Mildred  Badger  Telfair. 
'4  6,  was  her  sister's  maid-of-honor:  and 
Marjorie  Ann  Gregory,  ex  '44  (H.  S.), 
Henriette  Hampton,  '4  3,  and  Betsy  John 
West,  '42  (H.  S.),  all  of  Raleigh,  were 
bridesmaids.  Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Brat- 
ton are  living  in  Quantico,  Virginia, 
where  he  is  stationed. 

Barbara  Thompson,  ex  '38,  Ensign, 
United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Carroll  Edward  Church,  Lieutenant, 
United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Houston, 
Texas,  on  Saturday,  October  28,  in  All 
Souls'  Episcopal  Church,  Belle  Isle, 
Miami  Beach,  Florida.  Sarah  Ruark. 
'3S.  of  Raleigh,  was  the  bride's  only  at- 
tendant. 

Elizabeth  Eugenie  Thorne,  '42  (H.  S. ) , 
of  Columbia,  South  Carolina,  to  William 
Lockett  Beerman,  Jr.,  Captain,  United 
States  Marine  Corps  Reserve,  of  Greens- 


boro, on  Friday,  December  S,  at  Trinity 
Episcopal  Church,  Greensboro.  Captain 
Beerman  is  stationed  at  Congaree  Field, 
Columbia,  and  has  recently  returned 
from  fighter  pilot  duty  in  the  South 
Pacific. 

Meta  Nichols  Wheeler,  ex  '44,  of  Ma- 
rion, South  Carolina,  to  Robert  Theodore 
Snyder,  Lieutenant,  Army  of  the  United 
States,  on  Wednesday,  August  16,  in  the 
First  Methodist  Church,  Marion,  South 
Carolina. 

Hilah  White,  ex  '43.  of  Raleigh,  to  Ben 
Liudsey  Armstrong,  Lieutenant,  United 
States  Army  Air  Corps,  of  Raleigh,  on 
Friday,  July  14,  at  5:30  o'clock,  in  the 
Church  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  Raleigh. 

Mary  Doyle  White,  '41,  of  Edenton, 
to  Samuel  Farris  Teague,  Jr.,  Lieutenant, 
United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Raleigh, 
on  Saturday,  July  8,  at  5:30  o'clock,  in 
Saint  Paul's  Episcopal  Church,  Edenton. 
Anna  Wood,  '41,  was  her  maid-of-honor, 
and  Helen  Royster,  '41,  was  one  of  the 
bridesmaids. 

Frances  Elizabeth  Winborne,  '40,  of 
Raleigh,  to  William  Kingsbury  Woltz,  of 
Raleigh  and  Bayonne,  New  Jersey,  on 
Saturday,  October  7,  at  9  o'clock,  at  the 
home  of  the  bride's  parents.  Bettie  Laii- 
don  Hill,  '40,  was  the  only  attendant. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Woltz  are  living  in  Bay- 
onne, New  Jersey,  where  he  is  employed 
by   DuPont. 

Nancy  Jane  Wolfe,  ex  '3  9,  of  Lynch- 
burg. Virginia,  to  Lewallen  Borden, 
Lieutenant.  Army  of  the  United  States, 
of  Corpus  Christi,  Texas,  on  Friday,  June 
30,  at  5:30  o'clock,  in  Tabb  Street  Pres- 
byterian Church,  Petersburg,  Virginia. 
Lieutenant  Borden  is  stationed  at  Camp 
Lee,  Virginia. 

Anna  Wadsworth  Wood,  '41,  of  Eden- 
ton, to  William  Trent  Ragland.  Jr.,  Lieu- 
tenant, United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of 
Raleigh,  on  Saturday,  July  22,  in  Saint 
Paul's  Episcopal  Church,  Edenton.  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Ragland  are  living  at 
One  Lake  Drive,  Bay  Ridge,  Annapolis, 
Maryland. 

Mary  Sievers  Woody,  '41,  of  Roxboro, 
to  Roy  Martin  Anderson,  of  New  York 
City,   on  Sunday,  May   28. 


Births 

A  son,  Peter  Blue,  to  CPO.  and  Mrs. 
Vance  Hampton  Crane,  of  Raleigh,  on 
October  22.  Mrs.  Crane  is  the  former 
Lida  Duke  Blue,  '3  7,  of  Aberdeen. 

A  daughter,  Virginia  Worth,  to  Lieu- 
tenant (jg)  and  Mrs.  Richard  J.  Gonder, 
of  Palo  Alto,  California,  on  September  4. 
Mrs.  Gonder  was  Virginia  Etheridge 
Worth,  '37,  of  Elizabeth  City. 

A  daughter,  Katherine  Mayhugh,  to 
Captain  and  Mrs.  Charles  Scribner  Grant, 
of  Raleigh,  on  October  16.  Mrs.  Grant 
is  the  former  Katherine  Mayhugh  Glas- 
o:  ck,  ex  '3  6,  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Ann,  to  Major  and  Mrs. 
Frank  Selden  Holcombe,  of  Greensboro, 
in  October.  Mrs.  Holcombe  is  the  former 
Mary  Baker,  '36  (,H.  S.),  of  Greensboro. 
Major  Holcombe  is  on  active  duty  in  the 
South  Pacific  at  the  present  time. 

A  son,  Thomas  Stephenson,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Thomas  Hall  Holmes,  of 
New  York  City,  on  July  31.  Mrs.  Holmes 
is  the  former  Janet  Lawrence,  '37.  of 
Chapel   Hill. 
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A  daughter,  Sara  Frances,  to  Ensign 
and  Mrs.  Edgar  L.  Jones,  Jr.,  of  Raleigh, 
on  July  13.  Mrs.  Jones  was  Sara  Frances 
Crowder,  '4  2  (Bus.),  of  Raleigh.  Ensign 
Jones  is  on  duty  in  the  South  Pacific  at 
the  present  time. 

A  son,  Mark  McDonald,  Jr.,  to  Ensign 
and  Mrs.  Mark  McDonald  Lindsey,  of 
New  Haven,  Connecticut,  on  September 
21.  Mrs.  Lindsey  was  Janet  Teller 
James,    '40    (H.   S.),  of  Hamlet. 

A  daughter,  Joan  Kelley,  to  Ensign 
and  Mrs.  James  Joseph  Lowry,  of  Ports- 
mouth, Virginia,  on  July  17.  Mrs.  Lowry 
was  Joan  Stell,  '43  (Bus.),  of  Washing- 
ton, D.   C. 

A  daughter,  Mary  Burgess,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Daniel  A.  Murphy.  Mrs. 
Murphy  is  the  former  Mary  Elizabeth 
Gaither,  ex  *3  8,  of  Morganton. 

A  daughter,  Mary  Spottswood.  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Edwin  S.  Pou,  of  Green- 
ville, on  June  23.  Mrs.  Pou  is  the  for- 
mer Fannie  Cooper,  ex  '40  (H.  S.),  of 
Greenville. 

A  son.  Harold  Ray.  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Harold  Ray  Richardson,  of  Char- 
lotte, on  November  10.  Mrs.  Richard- 
son is  the  former  Martha  Blythe,  ex  '40 
IH.    S.),    of   Charlotte. 

A  daughter.  Pearl  Gurkin,  to  Lieuten- 
ant and  Mrs.  Wilson  Butler  Riggan,  of 
Milwaukee,  Wisconsin,  on  May  9.  Mrs. 
Riggan  is  the  former  Louise  Gurkin,  '3  0, 
of  Norfolk,  "Virginia. 

A  daughter,  Constance  Elinor,  to  Ma- 
jor and  Mrs.  B.  S.  Roper,  of  Morganton, 
on   May    12.      Mrs.    Roper   is   the   former 


Lucy  Isbel  Davis,  ex  '35,  of  Morganton. 
She  has  one  other  daughter,  Margaret 
Clinkscales,   who  is  eight  years  old. 

A  daughter,  Elizabeth  Heyward,  to 
Lieutenant  (jg)  and  Mrs.  William  Hutson 
Salley,  of  St.  Petersburg,  Florida,  on 
July  7.  Mrs.  Salley  is  the  former  Sally 
Bailey  Heyward,  ex  '38,  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Louise  Jordan,  to  Lieuten- 
ant and  Mrs.  John  MacNeill  Smith,  of 
Fayetteville,  on  November  S.  Mrs. 
Smith  was  Louise  Huske  Jordan,  '3S,  of 
Fayetteville. 

A  daughter,  Anita  Marie,  to  Lieutenant 
and  Mrs.  Charles  D.  Taylor,  of  Lake 
Charles,  Louisiana,  on  July  5.  Mrs. 
Taylor  was  Charlotte  Ruff ner,  '38,  of 
Raleigh. 

A  son,  Robert  Drane,  to  Rev.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Gray  Temple,  of  Rocky  Mount,  on 
October  S.  Mrs.  Temple  is  the  former 
Maria  Louis  Drane,  '3  5,  of  Washington, 
D.  C  The  Temples  have  one  other  child, 
Gray,  Jr.,  who  is  three  years  old. 

A  son,  Benjamin  Lassiter,  to  Lieuten- 
ant (jg)  and  Mrs.  Lynn  Wilder,  Jr.,  of 
Forest  Hills,  New  York,  on  June  IS.  Mrs. 
Wilder  is  the  former  Letty  Lassiter,  '35, 
of  Oxford. 

A  daughter,  Elizabeth  Gantt,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Jesse  M.  Willis,  of  Ra- 
leigh, on  June  18.  Mrs.  Willis  was 
Elizabeth  Gantt,  '33,  of  Raleigh.  Lieu- 
tenant Willis  is  stationed  at  Fort  Bragg. 

A  daughter,  Mary  Tudor,  to  Lieuten- 
ant ( jg )  and  Mrs.  J.  Kenyon  Wilson, 
Jr.,  of  Elizabeth  City,  on  November  24. 
Mrs.    Wilson    is   the    former   Mary   Tudor 


Hudson,  ex  '39,  of  Norfolk,  Virginia  and 
Hertford. 

A  son,  Augustus  Washington,  to  Cap- 
tain and  Mrs.  John  S.  W.  Wise,  of  Ra- 
leigh, on  September  19.  Mrs.  Wise  is 
the  former  Annie  Cheshire  Tucker,  '3  5, 
of  Raleigh.  Captain  Wise  is  serving  in 
France. 

A  daughter,  Annette  Thomas,  to  Lieu- 
tenant ( jg)  and  Mrs.  William  Edward 
Young,  of  Raleigh,  on  November  7.  Mrs. 
Young  is  the  former  Annette  Thomas, 
'35    (Bus.),  of  Raleigh. 


Deaths 

Mrs.  George  Broderick,  of  Norfolk, 
Virginia  (nee  Sallie  C.  Skinner,  '71,  of 
Edenton),    on   September   15. 

Katie  Fisher  Coke,  '10,  of  Raleigh,  in 
September. 

Mrs.  Albert  S.  Cooper,  of  Franklin, 
Louisiana  (nee  Elizabeth  Toole  Cheshire, 
'9  6,  of  Raleigh),   in  September. 

Mrs.  Henry  G.  Cooper,  of  Oxford  (nee 
Julia  Horner,  '85,  of  Oxford),  on  June 
29. 

Mrs.  Edmund  Roe  Stamps,  of  Norfolk, 
Virginia  (nee  Eliza  Richards  Brown,  '04, 
of  Raleigh),  on  August   19. 

Mrs.  Robert  Winston,  of  Raleigh  (nee 
Anne  McKimmoii,  '11,  of  Raleigh ) ,  on 
June  30. 


Eliza  Brown  Stamps 

Valedictorian  of  the  Class  of  1904. 

Died  suddenly  on  August  19,  1944,  in  the  Norfolk  Gen- 
eral Hospital,  a  week  after  a  major  operation,  from  which 
she  had  seemed  to  be  recovering.  Rated  the  "smartest 
girl  in  the  class"  at  Saint  Mary's,  she  continued  her  col- 
lege work,  and  graduated  from  Trinity  College ;  then 
taught  school  for  a  year  before  her  marriage  to  Edmund 
Roe  Stamps,  also  of  Raleigh,  on  October  30,  1907. 

The  Stamps  moved  to  Macon,  Georgia,  where  they  lived 
until  1939,  when  business  required  their  moving  to  Nor- 
folk, Virginia.  Born  in  Hillsboro,  Eliza  had  lived  in 
Raleigh  most  of  her  life  before  her  marriage,  but  the  long 
years  in  Macon  and  the  friends  made  here  made  this  her 
real  home,  to  which  she  planned  to  return  when  Ed  Roe 
retired  from  business.  Both  her  children  were  born  here : 
Elizabeth,  who  lived  only  two  years,  and  Ed  Roe,  Jr., 
now  finishing  his  training  at  Randolph  Field  as  a  Flight 
Surgeon,  and  married  to  a  Georgia  girl. 

Deeply  religious,  Eliza  took  an  active  part  in  her  church 
work,  taught  Sunday  school  many  years  and  served  as 
president  of  the  Auxiliary  in  Macon  and  in  Norfolk.  She 
was  interested  in  the  Red  Cross  and  served  as  a  Gray 
Lady,  and  in  all  of  her  club  work  she  gave  as  generously 
of  herself  and  her  time  as  of  her  money.  Though  in- 
tensely devoted  to  her  husband  and  her  son,  Eliza  loved 
her  friends  dearly  and  was  always  doing  thoughtful,  kind 
things  for  them.  Cornelia  Coleman,  '04. 

Macon,  Georgia. 
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PAST — PRESENT — FUTURE 

A  pendulum  swings  back  and  forth 
from  optimism  to  pessimism  and  back  to 
optimism  again.  And  we  swing  with  it. 
When  the  war  news  looks  good,  we  breathe 
a  sigh  of  relief,  indulge  in  a  little  very 
idealistic  postwar  planning,  and  relax 
from  the  job — whether  it  is  making  guns, 
buying  stamps,  or  just  conserving.  Then 
the  armies  have  a  setback — the  Belgian 
push  is  a  German  victory,  the  casualties 
are  too  high  in  the  Pacific — and  we  rush 
to  help,  to  buy  bonds,  to  work,  to  save. 
And  then  it  starts  all  over  again.  The 
Russian  armies  advance,  the  Allied 
armies  push  into  the  Rhineland,  Mac- 
Arthur  takes  Manila,  the  Navy  blasts 
Tokyo;  and  so  we  write  less  often,  have 
another  chocolate  sundae,  and  see  another 
movie. 

Americans  are  independent,  and  for- 
eigners have  always  laughed  at  us  for  it. 
We  change  our  minds  too  often;  we  do 
what  we  want  to  do.  But  we  must  re- 
member how  what  we  want  more  than  all 
the  sundaes  and  movies  and  other  pleas- 
ures; we  want  victory,  and  we  will  have 
it,  for  Americans  always  get  what  they 
want.  But  we,  as  individuals  must  con- 
tribute, must  contribute  to  a  speedy  vic- 
tory and  a  lasting  peace.  The  present  is 
a  duty,  and  we  must  stick  closely  to  it. 
The  future  is  a  trust,  and  we  must  have 
faith  in  it  and  work  to  make  it  an  actu- 
ality instead  of  a  dream. 

M.  B.  G. 

THINGS  TO  COME 

Now  that  spring  vacation  is  over,  events 
at  Saint  Mary's  start  moving  more  rap- 
idly, climaxed  by  commencement  in  June 
.  .  .  certificate  music  recitals  .  .  .  Easter 
with  its  impressive  services  and  wide 
variety  of  flowers  and  clothes  .  .  .  the 
Junior-Senior  .  .  .  the  Letter  Club  and 
literary  society  banquets  .  .  .  gruelling 
final  exams  that  last  hot  week  in  May 
.  .  .  Miss  Davis'  annual  Shakespearean 
play  .  .  .  Class  Day  for  sophomores  and 
seniors  .  .  .  the  Baccalaureate  sermon  .  .  . 
traditional  step-singing  on  Smedes'  steps 
the  last  night  of  school  .  .  .  Commence- 
ment day  with  diplomas  for  some  and 
tears  for  all  .  .  .  leading  up  to  the  final 
ceremony  of  the  year  1944-45  at  Saint 
Mary's  when  the  chief  marshal  drops  the 
handkerchief. 

THE  COVER 

Mary  Willis  Douthat,  '40,  a  staff  assistant 
in  the  American  Red  Cross,  appears  on  the 
cover  of  the  Bulletin.  Mary  Willis  is  from 
Weyanoke,  Virginia.  During  her  three 
years  at  Saint  Mary's  (1937-40)  she  dis- 
played outstanding  talent  in  art  and  in 
writing.  She  served  on  the  Publications 
Staff  her  junior  and  senior  years,  was  a 
member  of  the  E.  A.  P.  Literary  Society, 
and  was  editor  of  the  Bulletin  her  senior 
year.  Mary  Willis  was  art  editor  of  the 
Stage  Coach  for  two  years  and  upon  gradu- 
ation, was  awarded  a  certificate  in  Fine 
Arts.  After  she  left  Saint  Mary's  she  con- 
tinued her  study  of  art  at  the  Maryland 
Institute  in  Baltimore.  Now  as  a  Red  Cross 
staff  assistant  in  the  Navy  Hospital  in 
Charleston,  South  Carolina,  she  speeds 
many  a  sailor  on  his  way  to  recovery  with 
her  attractive  sketches  and  drawings. 
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BUILDING    A    FUTURE 

We  live  here  at  Saint  Mary's — prepar- 
ing assignments  from  day  to  day  and 
often  not  doing  them  well,  complaining 
about  the  few  and  simple  duties  we  have 
to  perform  each  day,  and  wishing  that  we 
were  anywhere  else  in  the  world  except  at 
Saint  Mary's. 

We  live  here  at  Saint  Mary's — while 
our  brothers,  fathers,  friends,  and  sweet- 
hearts are  in  war-torn  Europe  and  the 
Pacific,  fighting  a  war  upon  which  our 
future  depends. 

We  live  here  at  Saint  Mary's — buying 
a  few  war  stamps  now  and  then,  rolling 
bandages  if  we  have  nothing  better  to  do, 
writing  letters  overseas  when  we're  in 
the  mood,  and  constantly  griping  about 
the  man-power  situation.  But  what  are 
we  doing  in  a  material  sense  to  bring 
these  men  back,  and  bring  them  back  in 
a  hurry?  What  preparations  are  we  mak- 
ing for  the  future,  which  will  necessitate 
well-planned  lives  and  actions?  What 
sacrifices  are  we  making  that  can  com- 
pare to  those  made  by  the  men  who  each 
day  give  their  lives  for  us  and  our  coun- 
try? 

We  live  here  at  Saint  Mary's — a  group 
of  well-bred  and  privileged  girls,  who  are 
given  each  day  new  opportunities  to  make 
the   best  of   our   present   and   our   future. 

Let's  start  building  our  future — today 
— on  a  foundation  of  definite  work  and 
sacrifice  done  in  the  present.  Let's  buy 
an  extra  war  bond,  write  more  V-Mail 
letters  overseas,  do  our  assignments  with 
a  little  less  complaining  and  a  little  more 
concentration,  and  keep  the  lights  of  the 
present,  dim  though  they  may  be,  burning 
until  that  not-so-far-off  day  when  those 
fighting  men  will  be  "back  home  for 
keeps."  M.  J.  R. 

WHAT  SHALL  VOU  DO  .  .  .  ? 

Editorials  can  very  easily  be  boring. 
Their  themes  may  be  continually  redeco- 
rated. And  editorials  may  carry  all  the 
sins  and  blots  of  an  insincere,  message- 
less,  affected  writer.  Trite  ideas  may  be 
tripled  in  importance  on  the  printed  sheet, 
and  scattered  thoughts  are  very  simply 
compressed  into  stern  advice.  Gullible 
persons  swallow  the  printed  pill,  and 
await  miraculous  results  from  the  con- 
tact of  these  lofty,  noble,  soaring  words. 
Shallow  words  bearing  hashed  and  re- 
hashed themes.  A  fool  may  believe  sin- 
cerely, but  foolishly.  And-  so  may  we 
believe. 

What  shall  you  do  with  your  life? 
Shall  you  fling  it  here  and  yon,  surge  in 
the  pride  of  living,  contribute  to  the  wel- 
fare of  your  community,  laugh  and  enjoy, 
push  yourself  above  your  pains,  rear  your 
children  in  a  solid  Christian  atmosphere, 
keep  punching  a  goal  of  clean  and  happy 
living?  What  shall  you  do  with  the 
really  carrying  out  of  these  ideas,  YOUR 
beliefs?  Spun,  airy,  dull  theories  to 
bounce  around  with  from  crisis  to  crisis. 
Silent,  strong,  sure,  beliefs  to  cherish  and 
to  build  upon  throughout  your  days  here, 
clean  and  honest  convictions  to  learn  and 
absorb  now. 

Poets  write  of  life  and  garb  it  with 
light  or  serious  tone.  People  use  life 
according  to  their  fancy  or  plan.  And 
need  we  be  amazed  at  the  results? 

S.  E.  M. 


Saint  Mary's  School 


Saint  Mary's  Girls  In  The  Post -War  World 

The  women  of  the  post-war  world  will  have  to  be  well 
informed  in  politics,  government,  economic  principles, 
and  in  many  other  ways  of  the  world  besides  the  duties 
of  a  homemaker.  A  professor  of  History  at  Saint  Mary's 
discusses  the  preparation  of  a  Saint  Mary's  girl  toward 
such  a  future. 

By  Mabel  Makgaket  Morrison,  Ph.D. 


With  the  hope  of  a  not  too  distant  peace  bright  in  our 
hearts,  we  do  well  to  turn  our  thoughts  to  the  tasks  before 
us  in  the  world  of  tomorrow.  It  will  be  a  world  of  oppor- 
tunity for  all,  we  trust,  but  especially  for  women. 

At  the  end  of  World  War  I  women  made  great  strides  in 
acquiring  freedom, — political,  economic  and  social.  During 
the  present  war  we  see  evidences  of  the  same  sort  of  thing 
happening — in  France,  in  Mexico,  in  Uruguay,  in  Russia, 
women  are  demanding  and  securing  the  abolition  of  restric- 
tions on  their  way  of  life.  Even  in  the  Anglo-Saxon  coun- 
tries, and  especially  in  America,  which  we  are  prone  to  vaunt 
as  the  land  of  the  free,  women  must  still  work  for  an  emanci- 
pation which  is  not  yet  complete.  Before  Congress  at  the 
moment  is  the  so-called  Equal  Rights  Amendment  which 
reads :  "Equality  of  rights  under  the  law  shall  not  be  denied 
or  abridged  by  the  United  States  or  any  state  on  account  of 
Sex."  This  amendment  is  now  in  committee,  and  possibly 
will  never  make  any  further  progress,  but  the  fact  of  its 
existence  is  significant.  It  calls  attention  to  the  anomaly  of  a 
situation  in  which  women  physicians  and  surgeons  were  not 
permitted  to  join  the  Army,  though  the  law  states  that  "dur- 
ing the  present  emergency  temporary  appointments  as  officers 
in  the  Army  of  the  United  States  may  be  made  .  .  .  from 
among  qualified  persons."  Alas,  in  the  opinion  of  learned 
legal  minds  women  are  not  persons,  an  opinion  which  was 
recently  upheld  in  North  Carolina  when  the  matter  of  women 
serving  on  juries  was  investigated.  To  secure  the  services  of 
these  highly  trained  women,  a  special  bill  had  to  be  passed 
by  Congress  allowing  women  to  be  commissioned  in  the  Army 
and  Navy  during  the  war  and  for  six  months  after.  Then 
women  will  again  cease  to  be  persons. 

In  spite  of  the  law's  failure  to  recognize  a  woman  as  a 
person,  there  is  scarcely  any  field  of  activity  to  which,  at 
least  theoretically,  she  is  not  admitted  side  by  side  with  men. 
So  far  as  a  hasty  survey  of  the  situation  reveals,  the  only 
place  that  women  cannot,  penetrate  these  days  is  the  White 
House  Correspondents'  Association  Dinner.  During  the 
emergency  engendered  by  war,  women  are  not  only  admitted, 
but  even  welcomed-,  into  many  fields  formerly  closed  to  them. 
What,  will  happen  after  the  war?  In  much  of  the  post-war 
planning  it  is  assumed  that  when  the  peace  treaty  is  signed 
the  women  will  gracefully  retire  to  their  kitchens  and  sO  will 
not.  complicate  the  employment  problem.  Such  an  assump- 
tion is  ill-founded.  Many  women  will  have  no  kitchens,  and 
others  will  have  lost  their  taste  for  theirs.  While  it  is  true 
that  the  demobilized  soldier  will  have  first  claim  on  the  em-' 
ployment  market,  the  women  will  have  a  claim  too.  Many  of 
them,  also,  will  he  "returned  soldiers,"  and  for  them,  and  for 
the  women  in  civilian  life  who  must  continue  to  earn  their 
living,  a  place  in  the  employment  scheme  must  he  provided, 
The  women  who  return  from  overseas,  or  who  have  spent 


years  in  the  Army  at  home,  will  have  special  skill  and  train- 
ing, and  it  behooves  civilian  women  who  would  compete  with 
them  and  the  men  in  job-seeking  to  be  as  well  trained  and  as 
skillful  in  their  chosen  field.  If  women  are  to  keep  their 
hard-won  economic  independence  they  must  equip  themselves 
for  their  task  with  sound  training  and  devotion  to  their  trade 
or  profession. 

In  the  post-war  world,  however,  the  women  who  want  free- 
dom for  themselves  and  others  of  their  sex  will  find  their 
chief  obstacle  not  in  the  laws  of  the  land,  nor  in  the  antago- 
nism of  men,  nor  in  the  fierce,  competition  for  jobs,  but  in  the 
habits,  customs,  and  thinking  of  society  as  a  whole,  expressed 
as  frequently  as  not  by  women.  It  is  women  who  don't  have  ) 
faith  in  women  doctors;  it  is  women  who  hesitate  to  engage 
a  woman  lawyer ;  it  is  women  who  "prefer"  male  artists.  To 
break  down  the  mental  attitudes  which  breed  such  habits  is  a 
long,  slow  process.  It  cannot  be  done  by  legislation,  but  only 
by  education.  It  should  be  the  task  of  every  woman  to  fur- 
ther this  process  in  herself  and  others.  Saint  Mary's  girls  j 
especially  might  do  well  to  dedicate  themselves  to  this  task. 

Whatever  our  brave  new  world  turns  out  to  be,  the  chief    j 
task  of  women  will  be  what  it  has  always  been — to  help  to 
make  the  world  a  better  place  to  live  in.     Woman's  influence   j 
has  always  been  tremendous,  and  though  sometimes  compelled 
to  use  circuitous  means,  the  female  of  the  species  has  in  all 
ages  given  her  own  peculiar  slant  to  even  the  most  exclusively 
male  endeavors.     It  does  not  follow,  however,  that  women's    j 
influence  has  always  been  for  the  best.    Recently  an  editorial    j 
in  Life  supported  Philip  Wylie's  contention  that  Mom  is  a 
jerk ! 

"As  a  class  American  women  are  today  the  greatest 
obstacle  to  their  own  further  advancement.  How  brainy, 
brave,  competent  some  of  them  are!  But  how  slack, 
unfocused,  helpless  and  hopeless  are  others.  .  .  .  There  is 
certainly  a  connection  between  the  amount  of  female 
idleness  and  the  fact  that,  in  public-opinion  polls,  women 
invariably  show  up  more  apathetic  and  more  poorly  in- 
formed than  men.  ( Shades  of  the  Time  Test  at  Saint 
Mary's !)  American  women  have  a  lot  to  learn  about  the 
responsibilities  of  all-around  citizenship  and  their  role  in 
the  modern  world." 

Saint  Mary's  tries  hard  to  make  her  girls  good  citizens. 
Student  government  gives  each  and  every  girl  an  opportunity 
to  see  at  first  hand  what  are  the  hazards  and  difficulties  of 
legislation.  Every  effort  is  made  to  store  each  girl's  heart 
and  brain  with  the  art,  the  literature,  and  the  history  not  only 
of  her  own  country,  but  of  other  countries  as  well,  that  she 
may  understand  the  aspirations  of  foreign  peoples,  sympa- 
thize with  their  difficulties  and  assist  in  their  development. 
Each  girl  has  an  opportunity  to  learn  enough  economic  theory 
(Continued  on  page  3) 


Mabch,  1945 


Saint  Mary's  Girls  In  A  World  At  War 

Many  alumnae  and  former  faculty  members  of  Saint 
Mary's  are  already  in  some  branch  of  service  for  their 
country.  The  Editor  of  the  BELLES  reports  on  the 
opportunities  for  such  service  that  are  open  to  us  today. 

By  Maria  Brown  Gregory,  '45 


Already  many  Saint  Mary's  alumnae  and  members  of  the 
faculty  have  left  their  civilian  lives  to  serve  in  the  uniforms 
of  the  WAVES  (Women's  Auxiliary  Volunteer  Emergency 
Service,  which  is  a  branch  of  the  IT.  S.  Navy),  WACs  (Wom- 
en's Army 'Corps),  Marines,  SPARS  (the  women's  branch  of 
the  IT.  S.  Coast  Guard  whose  name  is  derived  from  the  motto 
'Semper  Paratis'),  Cadet  Nurses,  Army  and  Navy  nurses, 
and  the  Red  Cross.  Many  present  Saint  Mary's  girls  may 
now  consider  the  idea  preposterous,  but  eventually  quite  a 
few  will  probably  end  up  in  uniform.  The  WACs,  WAVES, 
SPARS,  and  Marines  aim  to  release  a  man  for  combat  serv- 
ice, the  Nurse  Corps  aim  to  relieve  the  suffering  of  the 
wounded,  the  Red  Cross  does  its  share  in  providing  the  men 
with  what  necessities  they  need  and  some  amusement,  the 
luxuries  of  the  battlefield. 

The  Red  Cross  is  the  civilian  section  of  women's  services 
and  includes  many  diversified  types  of  work.  Uniformed  Red 
Cross  workers  go  overseas  to  run  the  canteens  for  fighting 
men.  The  requirements  for  this  are  stiff  but  not  as  rigid  as 
for  some  of  the  others  and  are  apt  to  vary  somewhat  accord- 
ing to  conditions.  Other  Red  Cross  workers  in  uniform  are 
the  Red  Cross  Motor  Corps  (the  main  requirement  for  train- 
ing is  that  the  woman  be  able  to  drive)  and  the  Nurses'  Aides. 
Members  of  the  Motor  Corps  which  function  part  time  in 
only  rather  large  cities  where  military  personnel  is  stationed, 
continue  civilian  lives  but  wear  the  usual  grey-blue  Red  Cross 
uniform  when  on  duty. 

The  Nurses'  Aides  are  one  of  the  most  important  of  present 
volunteer  organizations.  In  large  hospitals  throughout  the 
country,  women  over  eighteen  with  an  average  aptitude  and 
education  can  receive  a  six  weeks  program  of  training  and 
are  then  obligated  to  serve  120  hours  per  year  in  a  hospital 
relieving  registered  nurses  for  work  to  which  they  alone  are 
suited. 

The  Cadet  Nurse  Corps  is  open  to  girls  with  high  school, 
junior  college,  or  college  education.  The  government  sends 
Cadet  Nurses  to  accredited  nursing  schools,  usually  of  their 
own  choice,  and  provides  them  with  tuition,  board,  allowance, 
and  a  snappy  gray  off-duty  uniform.  Women  taking  advan- 
tage of  this  training  must  serve  as  nurses  for  the  duration 
plus  six  months  in  civilian  or  military  capacity. 

Army  and  Navy  nurses  are  registered  nurses  who  receive 
commissions  and  serve  in  General  Hospitals  in  this  country, 
on  hospital  ships,  or  with  fighting  units  overseas. 

Requirements  for  WAVES,  WACs,  SPARS,  and  Marines 
are  that  women  must  meet  physical  and  mental  standards,  be 
at  least  20  (WAVES  may  enlist  through  36;  WACs  through 
50),  have  a  minimum  of  two  years  high  or  business  school 
education,  have  no  dependents  under  18,  be  an  American 
citizen  of  good  character,  and  enlist  for  the  duration  plus  six 
months. 


WAVES,  wearers  of  smart  Mainbrochcr  Navy  blue  or 
white  uniforms,  serve  in  practically  all  non-combat  jobs  that 
are  held  by  men  in  the  Navy.  WAVES  first  go  to  boot  camp 
at  Hunter  College,  New  York  City,  then  after  specialists 
training  they  serve  in  any  of  the  Naval  bases  or  offices  in  this 
country  or  they  may  volunteer  for  overseas  (Hawaii  and 
West  Indies  only)  duty.  They  can  serve  as  Yeomen,  Store- 
keepers, Parachute  Riggers,  Aviation  Machinist's  Mates,  or 
at  various  other  occupations.  All  WAVES  must  enlist,  but 
after  six  months,  if  they  qualify  they  may  apply  for  a  com- 
mission. The  SPARS  are  closely  related  to  the  WAVES  in 
both  service  and  work. 

The  women's  branch  of  the  Marine  Corps  has  the  same 
requirements  as  the  WAVES  and  the  same  opportunities  of 
receiving  commissions.  WAVES  are  not  acceptable  if  mar- 
ried to  Naval  officers ;  Marines  if  married  to  Marine  officers. 
Boot  training  is  at  Camp  Lejeune,  New  River,  North  Caro- 
lina; and  after  specialized  training,  Marines  can  serve  at 
Marine  bases  in  this  country  and  in  Hawaii.  Marines  serve 
as  link  trainer  operators,  typists,  radio  operators,  aviation 
storekeepers,  and  in  numerous  other  occupations.  Snappy 
Marine  uniforms  are  green  and  red  for  winter,  and  green 
seersucker  or  white  for  summer. 

WACs  can  serve  the  Army  in  239  different  jobs,  princi- 
pally with  the  Air  Corps  or  Ground  Forces,  Service  Forces, 
and  as  Medical  Technicians.  WACs  must  meet  the  usual 
requirements  and  may  be  up  to.  50  years  of  age.  After  train- 
ing in  camp,  chances  are  that  they  can  choose  their  station 
and  eventually,  if  they  wish,  volunteer  for  overseas  duty.  The 
uniform  is  traditional  khaki. 

These  are  some  of  the  ways  that  Saint  Mary's  girls  can 
serve  for  a  speedy  victory.  Some  will  join  the  women's 
branches  of  military  service ;  others  will  serve  in  other  ways. 

SAINT  MARY'S  GIRI..S  IN  THE   POST-WAR  WORLD 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

to  enable  her  to  study  the  great  problems  of  the  peace,  and  to 
take  an  intelligent  view  of  disputed  questions.  Above  all, 
every  girl  is  encouraged  to  cultivate  that  Christian  charity 
which  alone  will  produce  the  patience  and  tolerance  neces- 
sary to  break  down  barriers  of  race,  religion,  and  party. 

World  War  I  might  have  been,  as  it  was  called,  the  War  to 
end  War.  Instead  it  was  the  prelude  to  the  greatest  holo- 
caust of  all  time,  for  people  failed  to  realize  that  making  a 
peace  is  harder  work  than  winning  a  war.  To  keep  the  peace 
requires  qualities  of  a  high  spiritual  order,  and  to  whom  has 
a  nation  more  right  to  look  for  such  qualities  than  to  its 
women?  Every  woman's  task  in  the  post-war  world  is  to 
help  create  faith  in  the  possibility  of  a  durable  peace.  To  do 
her  part  in  this  great  task,  the  Saint  Mary's  girl  goes  forth 
well  equipped.    She  will  not  fail  herself  or  her  country. 


Saint  Mart's  School 


Saint  Mary's  Needs  ....  Science  Building 

Saint  Mary's  urgent  need  for  a  modem  science  building 
is  discussed  as  one  of  the  major  goals  of  the  Centennial 
Campaign  as  yet  not  financed. 

By  Maky  Arden  Tucker,  '45 
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No  argument  can  be  raised  against  Saint  Mary's  pressing 
need  for  a  science  building.  In  a  Report  and  Recommenda- 
tions to  the  Board  of  Trustees  put  out  by  Marts  and  Lundy  of 
New  York  in  March  1941,  a  new  science  building  was  listed 
as  the  primary  need  in  lists  compiled  by  Mrs.  Cruikshank 
and  the  Executive  Committee  of  the  Board  of  Trustees; 
A.  W.  Tucker,  business  manager  at  that  time ;  and  several 
faculty  members. 

With  the  present  arrangement,  the  chemistry  and  physics 
laboratory,  the  biology  laboratory,  the  art  studio  and  one 
classroom  are  located  on  the  second  floor  of  the  library  build- 
ing. If  the  laboratories  were  housed  in  a  separate  building, 
this  space  could  be  used  for  storage  and  expansion  of  the 
library.  Transferring  the  home  economies  department  which 
occupies  a  large  part  of  the  lower  hall  of  Smedes  would 
enable  the  school  to  furnish  facilities  for  student  rooms  and 
Student  Government  offices.  Now  there  are  no  facilities  for 
the  latter,  due  to  an  acute  lack  of  space. 

The  science  laboratories,  as  they  exist,  are  good  but  too 
crowded  and  not  up-to-date.  A  fund  of  $2,400  was  left  by  a 
former  biology  teacher,  Miss  Florence  Slater,  to  maintain 
biology  equipment.  This  is  the  only  maintenance  fund,  other 
than  the  regular  budget  allotment  which  cannot  afford  expan- 
sion. 

The  following  description  of  the  proposed  building  is  an 
excerpt  from  one  of  the  Campaign  booklets: 

"First  Floor:  One  laboratory  for  biology,  one  laboratory 
for  chemistry  and  physics,  these  laboratories  to  be  projections 
on  this  floor,  the  center  of  the  floor  to  be  devoted  to  a  class- 
room for  the  biology  laboratory  and  a  teacher's  office  for  the 
biology  teacher ;  a  physics  and  chemistry  classroom  adjoining 
the  physics  and  chemistry  laboratory,  a  teacher's  office  for 
the  physics  and  chemistry  department,  and  one  additional 
classroom. 

"Second  Floor:  This  floor  of  the  Science  Building  will  be 
of  straight  construction  without  the  two  "U"  laboratories 
contained  on  the  first  floor.  On  this  floor  there  will  be  the 
home  economics  practice  room  and  laboratory,  a  home  eco- 


nomics classroom,  a  home  economics  teacher's  office,  and  three 
extra  classrooms. 

"In  the  science  building  there  will  be  .  .  .  additional  space 
available  for  building  on  the  second  floor  of  two  additional 
laboratories  over  the  physics  and  chemistry  laboratory  and 
the  biology  laboratory." 

The  memorial  opportunities  developed  by  the  Campaign 
Committee  were  divided  into  units  and  printed  in  the  same 
booklet. 

"Science  Building  Memorial $60,000 

First  Floor  Memorials 

One  physics  and  chemistry  laboratory 15,000 

One  physics  and  chemistry. classroom 2,000 

One  teacher's  office 1,000 

One  biology  laboratory 10,000 

One  biology  classroom 2,000 

One  biology  teacher's  office 1,000 

One  extra  classroom 2,000 

Second  Floor  Memorials 

Home  economics  practice  room  and  laboratory 10,000 

Home  economics  classroom 2,000 

Home  economics  teacher's  office 1,000 

On  this  floor  there  will  be  three  additional  class- 
rooms at,  each , 2,000" 

One  community  had  hoped  to  give,  the  new  building,  but 
their  funds  fell  considerably  short.  The  plan  for  the  new 
building,  which  will  provide  three  modern  laboratories,  seven 
classrooms,  and  three  teachers'  offices,  can  never  be  realized 
until  the  Centennial  Campaign  is  nearer  its  goal.  The  pres- 
ent heating  plant  is  not  adequate  to  supply  another  large 
building;  therefore  some  arrangement  will  be  made  for  this 
before  the  completion  of  the  science  building.  The  erection 
of  a  proposed  $60,000  science  building  would  draw  too  heavily 
upon  the  funds  at  hand.  The  value  of  a  modern  science 
building  could  never  be  over-estimated.  Saint  Mary's  fore- 
most need  must  not  go  unheeded. 


March,  1945 


Dear  Barbara 

Some  people  have  everything — except  what  they  really 
want,  or  think  they  want. 

By  Ann  Cutts,  '45 


Barbara  went  up  the  stone  walk  to  the  white  door  with  the 

ishiny  brass  knocker.    She  heard  Jay  call,  "See  you  tonight," 

i  and  turned  in  time  to  see  the  black  convertible  pull  away 

from  the  curb  and  move  slowly  up  the  dark  street.    Entering 

the   warm    hall    with    its    deep    red    carpeting,    she    called, 

"Mother?" 

"In  here,  dear.    Did  you  and  Jay  have  fun  this  afternoon?" 
"Uh-huh.     It  was   cold   though."     Barbara  went   to   the 
\  mirror  over  the  mantel  and  looked  at  herself  for  a  moment. 
,  She  readjusted  the  small  fur  hat  and  lit  a  cigarette. 
"What  did  you  do?" 

"Well,"  Barbara  turned  and  stared  at  the  floor,  "we  filled 
the  car  with  gas  and  drove  down  to  a  justice  of  the — " 
"Barbara,"  her  mother  interrupted  sharply.    "You  didn't." 
"No,  dear,  we  didn't.    We  drove  out  in  the  country  to  one 
of  Jay's  father's  farms  to  see  about  the  tractor  and  then  we 
went  to  his  sister's  for  tea.     She  and  her  husband  are  going 
*  out  with  us  tonight.     Did  I  get  any  mail?" 
"Yes,  a  letter  from  Bill." 

"Why  didn't  you  tell  me  sooner  ?  When  was  it  mailed  ? 
I  Is  it  a  fat  letter?"  Barbara  grabbed  her  purse  and  gloves 
and  went  to  the  hall.  There  on  the  drop-leaf  table  lay  an 
air-mail  letter.  She  picked  it  up  and  ran  upstairs,  taking  off 
her  fur  coat  as  she  went.  She  sat  down,  laying  the  coat 
across  the  foot  of  the  flowered  chaise-lounge.  Carefully  she 
opened  the  letter  and  read  it. 

"Dear  Barbara, 

"This  is  probably  the  hardest  letter  I  will  ever  write. 
However,  I  have  thought  about  writing  it  for  a  long  time  and 
now  I  must.  You  see,  I  am  engaged  to  a  girl  here  in  Eng- 
land. It  happened  two  days  ago  and  since  then  I  have 
thought  more  and  more  about  what  to  tell  you.  There  is 
really  very  little  that  I  have  to  say,  though,  as  you  know 
these  things  as  well  as  I. 

"Barbara,  I've  fallen  in  love  with  someone  else.  Now  I've 
found  the  happiness  that  we  could  never  have  had  together. 
I  am  sure  of  this  now,  but  you  have  probably  known  for  a 
long  time. 

"By  the  time  this  reaches  you,  I  will  be  married.  Please 
give  us  your  good  wishes.  Good-by,  Barbara,  and  know  that 
I  have  loved  you  very,  very  much." 

Bill. 

She  folded  the  letter,  placed  it  carefully  back  in  the  envel- 
ope and  put  it  on  her  dresser.  Then  she  went  to  the  window 
and  stood  looking  into  the  street.  Dirty  patches  of  snow  lay 
on  the  lawn ;  the  trees  stood  wet  and  black  against  the  sky. 
She  turned  back  to  the  dark  room  and  walked  over  to  the 
bed.  Propping  up  a  pillow,  she  leaned  against  it  with  her 
,  eyes  closed.  Idly  she  picked  up  a  bottle  of  nail  polish  from 
the  small  table  beside  her  and  put  some  on  her  already  pol- 
ished nails.     Then  she   put   it  down,   screwing  the  top   on 


tightly.  She  picked  up  a  Vogue,  flipping  through  the  pages 
quickly  without  looking  at  them.  Dimly  she  heard  the  phone 
ring  downstairs.  Her  mother  called  once;  again.  Barbara 
did  not  move.  Soon  she  heard  steps  on  the  stairs  and  a  knock 
at  her  door. 

"It's  for  you,  Barbara.    Are  you  awake  ?" 

"I'm  awake.    I'll  be  right  there." 

She  rose  slowly,  fumbled  with  the  door  knob  and  went  out 
to  the  little  chair  by  the  phone. 

"Hello  ...  Oh,  yes,  Jay.  .  .  .  The  Country  Club  will  be 
fine.  .  .  .  Really?  .  .  .  Good.  .  .  .  Well,  what  is  it  you  are 
going  to  ask  me?  .  .  .  No,  I  can't  imagine.  ...  I  guess  I'll 
have  to  wait  until  tonight  then,  but  I'm  so  curious.  .  .  .  I'll 
be  ready  at  seven.  Yes.  Oh,  wait.  The  orchid  is  lovely. 
Thank  you  very  much.  .  .  .  Good-bye." 

She  put  down  the  phone  but  did  not  move  to  get  up.  In- 
stead she  sat  staring  at  the  striped  wall-paper.  At  last  she 
rose  and  returned  to  her  room,  closing  the  door  gently  behind 
her. 

Slowly  moving  about  the  room,  she  collected  clothes  from 
the  closet  and  chest  of  drawers  and  laid  them  on  the  bed. 
She  dressed  in  the  dark,  putting  on  her  stockings,  black  suede 
pumps  and  last  the  long-sleeved  black  dress.  Turning  on  one 
of  the  dim  lamps  at  the  dressing  table,  she  combed  her  long 
black  hair  and  put  on  lipstick. 

Beside  a  large  bottle  of  "Tabu"  lay  a  white  jeweler's  box. 
Barbara  opened  it,  taking  out  a  heavy-linked  gold  bracelet. 
The  card  was  still  inside  the  box — "Happy  twenty-first  birth- 
day, darling. — Jay." 

Downstairs  the  clock  struck  seven.  She  rose  and  turned 
out  the  lamp.  As  she  did  so,  Bill's  letter  fell  to  the  floor. 
She  stooped  to  pick  it  up,  carrying  it  over  to  the  bedside 
table  where  she  laid  it  on  some  magazines.  Then  she  put  on 
her  fur  coat. 

The  door-bell  rang  and  she  faintly  heard  Jay  ask,  "Where's 
the  beautiful  daughter,  Mrs.  Devereaux?  Late,  I  hope,  be- 
cause I'd  like  to  speak  to  you  and  Mr.  Devereaux  for  a  few 
minutes." 

Barbara  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  twisting  to  see 
her  stocking  seams.  It  was  very  dark.  Slowly  she  sank  back 
into  the  pillows,  gazing  at  the  ceiling.  Outside,  the  rain 
dripped  steadily  from  roofs  and  trees  in  a  low,  dull  rhythm. 
She  turned  toward  the  letter  lying  on  the  table  beside  her. 

Suddenly  she  buried  her  head  in  the  pillow,  sobbing.  "Oh, 
God,"  she  gasped  and  the  sobs  rose  up  within  her,  choking 
her.  They  grew  louder  and  louder,  filling  every  corner  of  the 
room.  She  clutched  at  the  damp  pillow,  her  shoulders  shak- 
ing violently.  For  several  minutes  she  sobbed  wildly.  Then 
the  sobs  began  to  grow  quieter. 

Downstairs  the  clock  struck  seven-thirty.  Barbara  rolled 
over  and  sat  up.  Crossing  to  the  chaise-lounge,  she  picked  up 
a  handkerchief  lying  there. 

Suddenly  she  stiffened.  From  downstairs  came  the  strains 
of  "Always." 

(Continued  on  page  7) 


Saint  Mart's  School 


Stormy  Fear 


A  storm  can  be  a  frightening  and  imaginative  thing, 
especially  to  a  woman  alone  in  an  old  plantation  home. 

By  Mary  Bull  Pinckney,  '46 


There  was  a  crash  as  the  lightning  struck  a  limb  of  the 
magnolia  tree  beside  the  dining  room  window.  The  blaze  in 
the  fireplace  was  at  its  height  as  I  crossed  the  room  to  the 
telephone.  Where  was  Philip  ?  He  was  already  an  hour  late 
coming  home.    Probably  this  summer  storm  had  delayed  him. 

I  called  operator.  Living  on  the  edge  of  the  swamp  was 
very  inconvenient  when  using  the  telephone.  Always  we  had 
to  ring  operator  and  give  her  the  number  of  the  party  we 
wished. 

"Hello?"  It  was  too  high  and  nasal  for  a  true  Southern 
voice.  It  wasn't.  The  operator  was  probably  the  girl  from 
Detroit. 

"Will  you  ring  my  husband's  office,  please?"  I  asked  her. 
The  operators  all  recognized  my  voice,  for  our  telephone  was 
the  only  one  on  this  line. 

I  heard  the  dull  buzz  of  the  phone  in  Philip's  office.  There 
was  no  answer.  I  listened  for  fully  five  minutes  to  the  sound, 
reluctant  to  replace  the  receiver  on  the  hook.  Somehow,  with 
the  black  enamel  instrument  in  my  hand,  I  felt  as  though 
I  was  in  contact  with  the  outside  world. 

I  turned  away  from  the  desk  just  as  the  voice  of  thunder 
filled  the  air.  I  could  see  the  staircase  in  the  hall.  The  hall 
was  semi-dark.  The  dim  light  on  the  front  veranda  shed 
only  a  glow,  hardly  pentrating  the  black  outside,  and  barely 
illuminating  the  first  pebbles  on  the  gravel  driveway.  The 
stairs  seemed  to  vanish  into  the  air  because  upstairs  was 
pitch  dark.  The  dining  room  across  the  hall  was  hardly 
visible.  Its  heavy  mahogany  furniture  was  grotesque  in 
shape  and  shadow. 

I  was  afraid.  I  am  not  a  timid  woman,  but  the  atmos- 
phere of  the  storm  was  terrifying. 

I  went  back  to  my  chair  by  the  fire.  I  felt  stiff  and  un- 
relaxed.  On  the  heavy,  hand-carved  mantel,  Philip's  great- 
grandmother's  ivory  clock  was  clicking,  making  the  only 
sound  that  filled  the  air  between  the  interminably  long  claps 
of  thunder.  I  sat  watching  the  clock;  the  intricately  made 
hands  barely  crawled  around  the  face.  The  seconds  ticked 
away  in  hours.     Every  noise  was  frightening  to  me. 

Where  was  Philip?  Another  fifteen  minutes  had  passed. 
Only  fifteen  ?     They  were  ages,  centuries,  decades. 

I  walked  tn  the  wide  front  window.  The  heavy  curtains 
were  musty  and  thick  in  my  hands.  I  pushed  one  aside  and 
gazed  nut.  Blackness,  impenetrable  blackness.  I  was  staring 
at  my  own  face  reflected  in  the  glass.     I  winced. 

I  was  never  like  that  before. 

A  brilliant  flash  of  lightning  brightened  the  grounds  of 
the  house.  1  gazed  out.  In  a  second's  time  I  took  in  all 
before  mi-.  The  drive  stretched  away  to  the  old  dirt  road, 
lost  around  the  bend  of  our  drive.  The  rows  of  trees  lifted 
their  branches  to  the  sky,  then  bent  heavily  under  the  strain 
of  llie  pushing  wind.  The  trees  reminded  me  of  the  Volga 
Boatman.  The  largest  magnolia  tree  in  the  yard  appeared 
unfriendly.  Its  glossy  leaves  reflected  the  glare  of  lightning 
and  I  shuddered  in  horror  and  quickly  pulled  the  curtains 
together. 


The  fire  was  just  a  glow.  I  had  no  more  logs  to  place  on 
it.    I  had  expected  Philip  to  attend  to  that. 

Philip.  I  went  again  to  the  telephone.  This  time  the  wire 
was  dead.  I  was  completely  alone.  I  walked  several  times 
around  the  room.  I  forced  myself  to  go  into  the  hall.  It 
was  cold  and  dark  there.  The  only  light,  other  than  the 
feeble  glow  of  the  porch  light  through  the  small  windows 
beside  the  door,  was  the  reflection  of  the  colors  of  the  dying 
fire  on  the  crystal  chandelier,  hanging  above  me. 

Thunder  filled  the  air  once  more.  There  was  another  crack 
of  lightning,  then  complete  darkness.  The  electric  wires 
were  down. 

I  wanted  to  scream.  Yet  no  sound  escaped  from  my  throat. 
If  there  were  a  sound,  it  was  smothered  under  by  the  clapping 
and  thumping  of  the  beating  torrents  of  rain. 

I  wanted  to  run;  not  outside.     Where,  in  the  house? 

I  reached  out  and  touched  a  hall  table.  I  gripped  the  edge 
tightly  and  got  control  of  myself.  There  were  candles  in  the 
dining  room.    I  knew  where.    They  were  on  the  sideboard. 

Sneaking  inside  I  felt  my  way  down  the  three  steps  leading 
into  the  room.  I  reached  the  piece  of  furniture  and  clutched 
the  gold  candlelabra.  It  was  heavy  and  old,  even  slightly 
dusty. 

Then  came  the  thought — matches !  I  hoped  and  prayed 
there  were  some  in  Philip's  smoking  stand.  Once  I  stopped 
walking  and  quickly  turned  around.  I  had  heard  some  noises. 
Both  times  it  was  only  the  wind,  but  wind  that  blew  so  hard 
it  rattled  every  pane  of  glass  in  every  window  in  the  house. 
Finding  a  box  of  matches,  I  uttered  a  prayer  of  thankfulness. 
When  I  struck  one,  I  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief  and  lit  the 
candles.  They  were  ivory  white.  There  was  another  cande- 
labra which  I  got  and  lit  also.  Looking  in  drawers  I  found 
other  candles.  One  I  placed  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  on  the 
antique  table,  which  one  of  Philip's  pirate  ancestors  had 
stolen  from  a  Spanish  ship  sailing  through  Caribbean  waters. 
Others  I  distributed  about  the  living  room.  The  light  was 
eerie. 

I  remembered  all  the  tales  about  Philip's  home.  Was  the 
Yankee  soldier  really  shot  at  the  top  of  the  stairs.  Was  there 
at  one  time  really  a  mad  woman  living  in  the  swamps  behind 
this  plantation?  Was  the  beautiful  Indian  girl  hanged  on  the 
Cyprus  in  the  front  yard  ? 

I  felt  cold.  There  was  a  wind  blowing  into  the  room  from 
somewhere.  The  candles  were  flickering.  The  one  in  the 
hall  went  out,  the  fierce  wind  had  blown  open  the  huge,  thick 
front  door  with  its  solid  silver  doorknobs  and  lion-head 
knocker. 

My  weight  against  the  door  was  hardly  enough  to  force  it 
shut  again,  against  the  storm.  I  finally  did.  This  time  I 
slid  the  heavy  chair  into  place,  bolting  the  door  shut.  It  had 
been  open  for  Philip. 

I  relit  the  hall  candle  and  went  back  into  the  living  room. 
It  was  cold.  It  was  even  damp,  yet  the  air  was  humid,  too. 
The  contrast  was  weird  and  inexplainable.  I  rubbed  my  arms 
(Continued  on  page  S) 
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March,  1945 


TO  WHOM  IT  MAY  CONCERN 

By  Roberta  Boyd  Bryant,  '45 

The  sun  had  left  bright  orange  streaks  across  the  horizon. 
A  few  palm  trees  bent  their  shattered  leaves  over  rust  colored, 
ravaged  remains  of  the  tropical  hills.  The  smaller  trees  and 
plants  had  become  masses  of  broken  branches  and  twigs,  the 
earth  was  piles  of  red  mud,  and  shallow  holes,  and  dead  men, 
and  guns.     There  was  silence,  stillness. 

A  soldier  lay  against  the  side  of  his  foxhole.  The  sunset, 
the  hills  were  blurred,  swimming  visions  before  his  eyes. 
Shrill  ringing  sounds  dulled  his  ears.  He  could  feel  quick 
throbs  in  his  shoulder  and  a  warm  wet  oozing  under  his  shirt. 
He  turned  his  head  downward  and  knew  what  had  happened 
to  him.    He  closed  his  eyes.     It  was  here. 

Thank  God,  peace  at  last.  No  more  horrors  of  living;  the 
endless  hours  and  days  of  waiting,  fighting,  fearing,  the 
deafening  sounds  of  battle,  the  sickening  sounds  and  sights  of 
men  fighting,  men  dying,  the  filth,  the  mud ;  dying,  suffering, 
in  the  mud.  For  endless  torturing  hours,  he  had  feared,  hated 
Death.     Now  he  wanted  It. 

He  heard  the  faint,  distant  sounds  of  voices,  men  walking. 
He  must  lie  perfectly  still.  They  might  pass  by  him- un- 
noticed.    They  would  not  take  him  back. 

Then,  suddenly,  there  she  was,  laughing  down  at  him.  The 
sun  was  shining  through  her  hair,  her  eyes  were  twinkling 
with  happiness,  youth  and  love.  She  had  been  like  that  when 
he  left  her.  She  was  older  now.  The  picture  in  his  pocket 
showed  that  she  was  quieter,  a  little  different,  hut  the  same. 
He  could  see  her  in  the  years  to  come,  getting  older,  becoming 
a  woman,  his  wife.  There  was  something  left  for  him  to  live 
for.  He  had  forgotten  her  for  a  minute,  but  she  had  come 
back  to  him  as  she  always  did.  She  was  everything;  she  was 
something  he  could  have  faith  in  again.  She  was  worth  living 
through  a  thousand  wars.  /(  could  not  take  him  now.  He 
must  get  back.    There  would  be  a  letter  from  her  in  camp. 

He  must  let  them  know.     The  voices  were  nearer  now. 

"Hey,  Johnny,  over  here." 

"Hey,  Guys,  here's  our  boy !  Come  on,  Joe,  on  the  stretcher 
now.  Bring  the  sulfa,  he's  in  a  bad  way.  .  .  .  Keep  up  the 
good  work,  Joe,  the  mail  is  hack  at  camp." 

The  postman  was  late  that  morning.  The  girl  flipped 
through  the  mail,  and  found  two  letters  addressed  to  her.  One 
was  the  letter  she  had  written  to  Joe.  It  had  been  returned 
unopened.  She  quickly  broke  the  seal  and  read  the  last  page. 
This  letter  she  had  spent  weeks  trying  to  write.  .  .  . 

".  .  .  Joe,  I'm  going  to  marry  a  Navy  flier  I  met  last 
month.  .  .  ." 

She  picked  up  the  second  letter,  from  someone  she  did  not 
know. 

".  .  .  We  found  him  on  the  field,  he  put  up  a  wonderful 
fight  to  live,  the  Doctor  did  everything.  He  lived  only  a  few 
hours  after  we  got  him  back  to  camp.  He  died  with  your 
letter  in  his  hand.     It  had  not  been  opened.  .  .  ." 


HOPE 

By  Ann  Cuttr,  '45 
Alone, 

High  on  a  hill  you  stand, 
O  scarred  youth  of  the  nations, 
Past,  future  blotted  out  by  the  far-flung  darkness, 
Between  you  and  Eternity  only  tonight  and  the  singing  stars. 


PICTURES 

By  Sue  Moore,  '45 

I 

"Why?"  he  demanded  of  himself.  He  repeated  and  re- 
peated his  question  till  his  voice  gave  out  tones  in  raucous 
bubbles,  till  "why"  became  inaudible,  and  only  the  eyes, 
bright  and  rolling,  were  left  to  glisten  and  portray  his  in- 
sanity. At  times  he  seemed  to  drench  himself  with  self-pity, 
to  pour  the  morbid  quirks  of  his  soul  into  wild,  shrill  screams. 
Then,  quickly,  he  would  glance  into  the  compassionate,  calm 
eyes  of  his  keeper,  reassure  himself  of  the  dismal  and  dirty 
cell,  and,  with  a  soft  moan,  relapse  into  his  familiar  state 
of  self-wretchedness.  A  mind  burnt  crisp  and  a  soul  glutted 
with  misfortune. 

II 

Your  eyes.  How  strange !  I  see  all  of  you.  I  love  all  of 
you  in  your  eyes.  Two  dark  blue  balls,  flickers  of  curiosity, 
small  gleams  of  surprise.  No,  my  darling,  you  aren't  a 
giraffe.  No,  no,  you  aren't  tall  enough  and  you  just  don't 
have  spots  and  a  long  neck.  Yes,  that's  good,  eat  your  car- 
rots. No,  dear,  giraffes  eat  purple  spiders  which  you  cannot 
have.  Why?  Well,  because  I  don't  know  where  any  are. 
I'm  sorry.  Yes,  I  am.  Yes,  eat  your  carrots,  yes,  pretend 
they're  purple  spiders !    Yes,  sweet.    Your  eyes ! 


A  PERSIAN  CAT 

By  Logan  Vaught,  '47 

Topaz  eyes  and  pointed  ears ; 
Silken  coat  and  padded  feet ; 
Graceful  body,  swirling  tail — 
Running  lightly — swift  and  fleet. 

Gently  purring  when  it's  day, 
Hissing  cruelly  when  it's  night — 
Lashing  out  at  helpless  birds, 
Scaring  others  into  flight. 

Lying  languid  at  the  fire — 
Calm  and  drowsy,  lying  there — 
Gleaming  mass  of  molten  gold 
Poured  into  a  chair. 


DEAR  BARBARA 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

"With  a  love  that's  true  always,"  Jay  was  singing. 

Lor  a  moment  she  stood  still,  breathing  hard,  then  she  bent 
her  head  and  wept  quietly  into  her  hands.  "Damn  that 
song,"  she  murmured. 

At  last,  through  the  sound  of  the  rain,  she  heard  her  mother 
coining  up  the  stairs.  Barbara  looked  up  into  the  dark,  still 
sobbing  softly. 

"Are  you  ready,  dear?" 

"Yes,  Mother.  I'll  be  right  there."  She  went  to  the  table 
and  picked  up  the  letter,  turning  it  over  slowly.  Taking 
some  matches  from  her  purse,  she  set  fire  to  one  corner  and 
dropped  it  quickly  into  the  metal  waste-basket  where  she  stood 
watching  it  burn.  Then  she  turned  to  her  dresser,  combed 
her  hair  and  put  on  some  Tabu.  Crossing  the  room,  she 
stood  for  a  moment  looking  at  the  waste-basket.  Then  Bar- 
bara softly  closed  the  door  and  went  downstairs. 


Saint  Mart's  School 


The  Two  Invitations 


A  girl's  power  of  decision  cannot  be  trusted  when  she 
must  choose  between  glamour  and  faithfulness,  particu- 
larly in  wartime ;  results  are  so  final. 

By  Kitty  Qdintakd,  '46 


Marcia  knew  she  was  in  love  with  John.  She  had  been 
ever  since  the  time  she  and  Bill  had  gone  to  Durlick  to  swim, 
and  she  had  seen  John  there  with  his  blond  hair  and  dark 
skin.  She  had  determined  in  that  very  minute  when  she  was 
standing  there,  loosening  the  buckles  of  her  yellow  sandals, 
that  John  was  going  to  like  her  and  like  her  a  lot.  All  the 
while  she  was  in  the  water  and  afterwards  on  the  little  strip 
of  beach,  she  was  planning  her  strategy.  She  was  conscious 
of  the  fact  that  she  made  a  very  attractive  picture  sitting 
there  with  the  wind  whipping  her  dark  hair  about  her  face. 

Bill  was  a  lamb,  but  he  wasn't  nearly  so  interesting  as  this 
new  flame  in  the  fire  of  her  life.  He  was  always  there,  always 
to  be  counted  on  for  anything  Marcia  wanted  done. 

Marcia  had  done  all  this  thinking  last  week,  and  today  she 
had  seen  John  again.  He  had  been  in  the  College  Shop  when 
she  and  Bill  had  come  in.  John  had  said  the  usual  hello,  hut 
to  Marcia  it  was  all  that  poets  and  musicians  had  been  unable 
to  put  on  paper  and  into  sound.  She  was  amazed  and  proud 
that  when  she  returned  the  greeting  it  sounded  as  casual  as 
she  eould've  desired.    Even  Bill  didn't  notice  anything. 

Something  had  to  evolve,  but  fast.  It  did.  The  next  day 
John  came  to  see  Marcia's  professor  father  about  something 
that  had  to  do  with  classes.  Marcia  went  to  the  door  and 
almost  choked  with  surprise  when  she  saw  him. 

"My  father?  Oh,  well — he'll  be  in,  I  mean,  I'll  tell  him 
you're  here.    Do  come  in." 

At  least  she  had  him  in  the  house,  even  if  it  was  to  see  her 
father.  As  she  was  walking  down  the  hall  to  call  her  father, 
the  telephone  rang.  Conveniently,  it  was  Bill.  That  would 
tend  to  give  John  an  impression  of  her  popularity — ever  so 
innocently,  of  course.  When  she  hung  up,  she  called  her 
father  and  apologized  to  John  for  keeping  him  waiting. 

When  he  left,  John  asked  her  for  a  date  to  the  Phi  dance, 
a  week  from  Friday,  if  she  weren't  already  sewed  up.  Men- 
tally Marcia  broke  her  date  with  Bill;  after  all  it  had  been 
sort  of  indefinite,  so  she  accepted. 

After  that  first  date,  John  and  Marcia  had  several  dates 
throughout  the  summer.  It  never  developed  the  way  Marcia 
had  planned,  although  she  was  confident  that  it  would  with 
just  a  little  more  time.  Their  friendship  never  reached  the 
point  that  Marcia  could  depend  on  John  for  those  last-minute 
picnics.     And  he  had  never  kissed  her. 

Al  the  end  of  the  term  John  went  to  Midshipmen's  school, 
leaving  Alarcia  still  confident  that  when  he  returned  it  would 
be  to  her,  for  although  he  had  said  nothing  of  his  love,  he  had 
never  dated  any  of  the  other  co-eds.  Still  there  were  no  softly 
murmured  "I  love  you'a"  to  carry  her  through. 

Finally  John  came  back,  better  looking  than  ever  in  his 
gray  naval  uniform.  He  called  on  Marcia  and  they  went  for 
a  walk.  They  walked  on  the  same  paths  from  which  they 
had  once  before  seen  the  eclipse  of  the  moon.  That  night 
there  was  no  moon,  just  darkness.  They  sat  talking  on  the 
wall  around  the  "Id  cemetery,  their  lighted  cigarettes  making 


mad  red  designs  in  a  field  of  black.  Then  John  kissed  Marcia. 

When  they  returned  later  to  the  house,  Marcia's  heart  was 
singing.  She  had  succeeded !  She  had  finally  won  John. 
Of  course,  there  was  Bill.  She  hated  to  hurt  him,  they  had 
always  been  such  close  friends,  even  before  he  had  fallen  in 
love  with  her.  But  this  was  something  so  important  that 
she  mustn't  think  of  Bill. 

She  tried  to  do  it  gently  the  next  day,  but  it  was  obvious 
that  Bill  was  quite  hurt,  in  his  quiet  way. 

Soon  John  was  gone  again,  to  sea  this  time.  Suddenly 
Marcia  realized  that  there  was  no  bond  in  reality  between 
them,  only  a  kiss  on  a  cloudy  summer  night.  The  letter  she 
waited  for  didn't  come,  but  Marcia  had  been  so  used  to  con- 
vincing herself  of  John's  love  that  she  attributed  it  to  the 
mail  system's  being  tied  up. 

Bill  was  now  in  the  Navy  also.  He  still  loved  her  and  it 
showed  in  his  letters,  in  spite  of  his  attempt  to  conceal  it. 

It  was  on  a  Wednesday  months  later  that  Marcia  came 
home  and  found  two  telegrams  on  the  desk.  One  was  from 
John  and  one  from  Bill's  mother:  two  invitations,  to  a  wed- 
ding, and  to  a  funeral. 


STORMY  FEAR 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
and  walked  to  the  hearth.    The  logs  were  ash  gray;  they  were 
completely  burned. 

The  clock  was  still  clicking.  The  thunder  was  still  crash- 
ing. The  lightning  was  still  cracking.  One  moment  the  air 
was  completely  still  except  for  the  ticking  of  the  old  clock. 
At  these  times  even  the  rain  ceased.  Then  every  noise  came 
at  once.  The  rain  pounded  heavily  on  the  roof.  I  heard  it 
splashing  through  the  gutters  and  pouring  from  above.  It 
spit  against  the  windows  with  sharp  cracking  noises.  It  was 
nerve-racking. 

Something  was  surely  going  to  happen.  Philip  always 
laughed  at  my  intuitions  which  never  came  true.  I  wished 
he  were  there  then  to  laugh  because  that  night  my  convictions 
of  impending  danger  were  terrifying. 

A  sweat  broke  out  on  my  forehead.  I  leaned  my  head  to 
one  side,  causing  one  of  my  earbobs  to  swing  against  my 
cheek,  and  I  jumped  in  mental  pain. 

Why  was  I  such  a  fool  ?  Why  did  I  feel  tense  ?  Why 
didn't  I  sit  down  and  relax,  drink  a  cup  of  strong,  black 
coffee  and  wait  sensibly  for  Philip? 

I  did  not  know.     I  could  not  think  beyond  fear. 

Then  came  a  crescendo  of  thunder,  the  loudest  roar  of  the 
storm.    When  it  ceased  there  was  a  crying  from  upstairs. 

My  son !  I  had  completely  forgotten  him.  Quickly  I  ran 
to  the  stairs,  picked  up  I  he  candle  on  the  table  and  went  up 
to  his  room.     Poor  child,  the  storm  had  frightened  him. 


March,  10-15 


The  Selfish  Ruin 

The  weirdness  of  a  desert  night  and  the  selfishness  of 
a  man  brought  a  girl  to  a  horrible  fate. 

By  Mary  Bull  Pinckney,  '46 


An  eerie  light  filled  every  corner  of  the  heavy  canvas  tent. 
The  light  came  from  the  many  torches  held  high  in  the  air 
by  men  of  a  desert  tribe.  These  men  were  dressed  in  brilliant 
greens  and  reds,  blues  and  golds.  Precious  jewelry  adorned 
them.  The  men  bad  thick,  black  beards  and  massive  figures. 
Hanging  at  their  sides  were  evil,  curved  swords. 

Weaving  in  and  out  among  them,  carrying  huge  trays  of 
assorted  fruits,  were  young  girls.  They  wore  gossamy  clothes 
of  more  pastel  shades  and  also  were  covered  with  jewels. 
Their  faces  were  veiled,,  revealing  only  their  dark  eyes. 

Outside  the  tent  the  only  sound  on  the  desert  air  was  the 
whinnying  and  stamping  of  horses. 

Suddenly  the  head  of  the  tribe,  who  sat  alone  on  a  pedestal 
at  one  end  of  the  tent,  clapped  his  hands.  Instantly  all  noise 
stopped.  He  uttered  words  to  a  servant  who  quickly  stepped 
to  his  side.  This  servant  motioned  with  his  bands  to  a  group 
of  men  sitting  by  themselves  in  a  dark  corner. 

Then  these  men  began  to  play,  on  odd  instruments,  a  mel- 
ody in  a  minor  key.  It  almost  seemed  to  be  the  same  notes 
over  and  over  again ;  yet  there  was  a  variation.  The  tune 
was  a  signal  for  a  girl  to  step  out  of  the  shadows  and  begin 
a  dance.  She  was  a  pretty  girl,  but  above  that  her  rhythmic 
and  graceful  movements  set  her  apart  from  the  others.  She 
was  tall  and  lithe,  dressed  in  an  aqua  colored  costume  trimmed 
in  gold  brocade. 

She  danced  on  her  toes.  The  steps  were  snaky  movements. 
As  the  music  increased  in  tempo,  so  did  her  dance.  Then 
both  calmed  down  to  a  slow,  even  rhythm  like  a  lazy  stream 
flowing  gracefully  along  its  way. 

Suddenly  a  man  stepped  toward  the  dancing  girl  and  threw 
his  tremendous  sword.  She  danced  around  it.  Others  fol- 
lowed suit  until  she  was  dancing  among  many  of  the  heavy 
instruments  of  death. 

Suddenly  the  melody  grew  softer  and  she  knelt  at  the  feet 
of  the  leader.  She  tossed  her  head  back  and  her  tilted  eyes 
were  void  of  an  emotion  or  expression.  They  were  simply 
black  circles  of  living  matter. 

Then  the  attention  of  the  crowd  was  drawn  to  her  hands. 
With  them  she  was  tracing  in  the  sand  an  intricate  design  of 
meaningless  figures.  Her  hands  were  long  and  thin,  delicately 
shaped.  The  nails  were  tapered  to  points,  so  long  that  on 
each  there  was  a  beautifully  painted  miniature  picture.  The 
tiny  blue  veins  could  barely  be  seen  under  the  snow  white 
skin.  On  her  fingers  were  rings  of  gold  and  silver,  diamonds, 
rubies,  and  emeralds.  All  of  the  stones  caught  the  dying- 
light  of  the. torches.  If  the  character  of  her  hands  was  cor- 
rect, she  had  probably  once  been  the  daughter  of  a  king  who 
had  perhaps  been  killed  by  the  man  sitting  before  her. 

He  seemed  fascinated  by  her  hands,  also.  They  held  some 
strange  and  intriguing  power  over  the  whole  tribe. 

Just  as  suddenly  as  she  had  begun  dancing,  she  ceased  and 
disappeared  again  in  the  darkness  from  when  she  had  come. 


Still  the  crowd  stood  transfixed,  and  even  after  it  had 
slowly  begun  to  drift  away,  the  leader  was  staring  at  the 
design  left  in  the  sand. 

He  motioned  to  his  servant  who  stepped  forward.  The  face 
of  the  servant  was  drained  of  all  color  as  he  listened  to  what 
his  master  said,  and  he  quickly  left  the  tent. 

A  few  minutes  passed.  Then  a  call  to  silence  was  given 
by  one  of  the  musicians.  There  was  a  glow  of  exultant 
ecstasy  on  the  face  of  the  leader  of  the  tribe.  His  servant 
entered  slowly ;  he  looked  at  the  ground  and  stepped  on  the 
design.  In  his  hands  he  carried  a  carved  silver  tray.  He 
handed  it  to  the  man  on  the  pedestal. 

On  the  tray  were  two  beautiful  hands,  both  spotted  with 
blood.  On  the  fingers  the  priceless  jewelry  was  still  agleam; 
the  nails  were  unbroken. 

The  head  of  the  desert  tribe  reached  out  with  a  dirty  hairy 
paw  and  picked  up  the  once  lovely  hands.  He  roughly  pulled 
the  rings  off  and,  laughing  loudly,  tossed  the  massacred  hands 
out  to  the  crowd  which  rocked  in  merriment  also. 

Outside,  high  in  the  air,  there  was  a  desert  moon  which 
cast  its  glow  on  a  huddled  crying  form.  The  horses  were 
asleep  and  the  only  sound  was  the  din  of  the  party  in  the  tent. 
There  was  not  even  a  sound  from  the  girl,  perhaps  because 
she  was  the  daughter  of  royalty,  or  perhaps  because  the  laugh- 
ter of  the  tribe  drowned  out  all  noise. 


AMBITION 

By  Sue  Mooke,  '45 


I  think  I  would  like  to  be 

A  banana  hanging  from  a  tree ! 

Swaying  in  the  sun,  bouncing  in  the  rain,  snoozing  in  the 
breeze 
I  would  play  the  whole  day  long. 

I  would  laugh  and  laugh  and  laugh.     Hee-haw. 

I'd  live  with  moles  and  itchy  ants 

I'd  flirt  with  butterflies  and  wear  yellow  pants. 

I'd  sponge  with  cobwebs  and  smoke  terbaccy 

I'd  wink  at  dewdrops,  and  have  a  flea  for  my  lackey. 

I'd  leave  this  world  with  a  fond  toodle-ooo, 
I'd  skip  to  Banana  Heaven,  the  land  of  Piffle-Poo 
And  there  I  would  wait,  my  darling,  just  for  you. 

I  know  I  want  to  be 

A  banana  hanging  from  a  tree  ! 

Do  you  think  I  can  persuade  a  banana  to  change  places  with 

me   ?  ?  ?  ?  ? 
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Why 


By  Roberta  Boyd  Bryant,  '45 

God  took  the  little  people  in  His  hand  and  placed  them 
down  on  earth.  He  watched  them  and  presently  there'  was 
great  turmoil  among  them.  God  frowned  because  they  were 
struggling  with  each  other  and  destroying  themselves.  He 
reached  down  to  stop  the  turmoil.  Under  His  hand  the  little 
people  could  not  fight  any  more.  They  were  thankful ;  they 
found  peace.  They  could  feel  God ;  they  could  touch  His 
hand.  They  lived  in  quiet  and  happiness,  but  after  a  while 
they  forgot  about  God.  They  forgot  to  touch  His  hand. 
When  God  could  not  feel  the  touch  of  His  little  people,  He 
began  to  wonder.  He  lifted  His  hand  to  look  at  them.  They 
rose  up  and  presently  they  were  destroying  themselves  just 
as  they  had  done  before.  When  God  watched  them,  He  knew 
that  if  He  stopped  them  now,  they  would  reach  up  and  touch 
His  hand  as  they  had  done  before,  but  after  a  while  they 
would  forget;  and  whenever  He  took  His  hand  away  they 
would  kill  and  destroy  themselves  again.  Nevertheless,  they 
were  His  little  people.  He  began  to  stretch  His  hand  toward 
earth  again. 

\[ni  her  Earth  looked  down  and  saw  her  stately  trees  and 
dainty  flowers  broken  and  scattered  on  the  ground,  her  tender 
green  grass  crushed  into  the  mud,  torn  and  burnt  with  the 
trees  and  flowers.  The  little  birds  that  sang  in  the  trees  were 
silent,  the  horrible  screaming  of  men  and  bullets  and  the 
distant  deep  roar  of  cannons  took  their  place.  All  of  her 
beautiful  beloved  land  was  scarred  with  ugliness.  She  looked 
closely  and  found  a  few  spots  unharmed,  but  the  trees  did  not 
wave  their  branches,  the  little  flowers  hung  their  heads,  and 
the  green  plains  and  blue  mountains  looked  up  in  sadness; 
the  entire  fruits  of  her  labor  were  shrouded  in.  gloom  and 
painful  destruction. 

She  looked  again  to  the  place  where  her  dead  trees  and 
flowers  lay,  and  saw  the  men  on  earth  still  destroying  them. 
In  her  love  and  sorrow,  she  began  to  weep.  Her  tears  came 
in  torrents  of  rain,  and  the  men  were  stopped.  Their  little 
planes  could  not  fly;  they  were  trying  to  pull  themselves 
through  the  mud.  She  continued  to  weep  because  she  did  not 
know  that  the  men  hail  to  destroy  her  beauty  in  order  to 
destroy  the  wicked  forces  on  earth  so  that  in  her  beauty  she 
could  live  again. 

WHAT  ARE  YOU? 

By  A.n\a  Margaret  Moomaw,  '45 

What  are  yon;     1  don't  know.     Are  you  a 

Breeze  that's  calm  and  fresh  and  sweet? 

A  fairy  being,  unconscious  of  your  gv.ifr'. 

A   piece  of  burnished  copper  glinting  in  the  sun? 

A  cheery  fire? 

A   bubbling  brook,  full  of  the  ecstasy  of  life? 

A   story  with  hidden  tones  of  deeper  meaning? 

Young,  carefree,  serious  with  the  seriousness  of  the  young? 

Tin    sea,  witli   playful   waves  masking  a  deep  soul? 

No — you  are  none  of  these. 

You  are  only  von  ! 


Rusty 

By  Dorothy-  Oakey,  '46 

Rusty  learned  quickly  and  intelligently  the  art  of  wait- 
ing as  well  as  the  art  of  hunting. 

Busty,  a  respected  member  of  our  family,  was  given  to  me 
by  our  next-door  neighbor  a  year  and  a  half  ago.  That  day 
she  came  to  live  with  us  she  was  hardly  four  months  old  and 
closely  resembled  a  small  ball  of  curly  red  fur.  She  had  large, 
sad,  brown  eyes  that  looked  even  sadder  when  she  was  humil- 
iated, which  she  often  was  by  tripping  over  her  absurdty 
long  ears.  Even  the  bitterest  dog-hater  melted  when  she 
cocked  her  small  head  on  one  side  and  stared  curiously  at  him 
with  her  expressive  eyes. 

Even  during  her  puppyhood,  Busty  maintained  an  obvious 
air  of  dignity.  She  seemed  quite  aware  of  her  long  pedigree 
and  had  little  to  do  with  her  canine  neighbors.  She  was  given 
the  pedigreed  title  of  Lady  Bostov  because  she  was  born  on 
the  twentieth  of  February,  the  day  Bostov  was  regained  by 
the  Russians. 

From  the  moment  of  her  entrance  into  the  family  circle, 
she  fell  into  the  ways  of  the  household  and  took  up  her  impor- 
tant and  respected  position  in  the  house.  She  possessed  an 
individuality  which  was  recognized  by  all  who  knew  her,  and 
the  expression  of  wisdom  which  lay  behind  her  intelligent  eyes 
caused  us  to  become  friends  immediately.  She  seemed  to 
understand  and  respect  my  feelings,  no  matter  what  they 
might  be. 

During  puppyhood,  her  chief  diversion  was  hunting  and 
catching  grasshoppers  in  the  warm  sun.  Daddy,  whose  great- 
est pleasure  is  hunting,  noticed  this  characteristic  immedi- 
ately, and  when  she  was  a  little  older,  he  began  teaching  her 
to  retrieve  in  hopes  that  she  would  become  efficient  enough  to 
accompany  him  on  his  various  hunting  expeditions.  After  a 
few  months,  she  understood  his  every  command  and,  as  her 
reward,  was  given  her  opportunity  to  put  into  practice  what  ; 
she  had  learned  by  accompanying  her  master  into  the  field. 
Their  first  hunting  trip  together  was  very  successful,  and 
Daddy  gave  Busty  most  of  the  credit  for  their  success.  She 
had  quickly  and  intelligently  obeyed  his  commands. 

After  a  long,  hard  day  in  the  field  she  enjoyed  lying  before 
an  open  fire,  her  head  between  her  paws,  her  ears  outstretched 
and  completely  concealing  her  front  feet.  She  seemed  to  be 
turning  over  in  her  mind  the  mistakes  she  had  made  during 
the  afternoon.  As  she  gazed  thoughtfully  into  the  fire,  it  was  ; 
clear  to  me  that  she  intended  to  profit  by  them  on  her  next 
outing.  If  we  were  so  thoughtless  as  to  forget  to  build  a  fire 
for  her,  she  stood  before  the  hearth  and  indignantly  whined 
and  scratched  until  her  want  was  satisfied. 

Her  hunting  trips  ended  as  suddenly  as  they  had  begun. 
Fourteen  months  ago.  Daddy  was  transferred  to'  the  Pacific 
theater,  and  Busty  was  compelled  to  bring  her  joyful  excur- 
sions to  an  end.  In  spite  of  this  handicap,  she  has  not  yet 
forgotten  her  training,  and  she  retrieves  as  well  as  ever.  She 
seems  to  understand  that  practice  is  necessary,  and  that  when 
victory  comes,  and  her  master  finally  returns,  she  will  be 
ready  to  continue  her  training. 
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Bad -Tempered  Julie 

War  is  no  respecter  of  persons ;  it  never  will  be.  But 
the  way  in  which  every  one  accepts  its  eventualities  is 
a  connecting  bond  between  all  of  us. 

By  Kitty  Quixtahd,  '46 


When  Julie  came  to  work  that  morning,  her  black  face  was 
filled  with  storm  clouds.  She  grumbled  as  she  moved  about 
the  kitchen,  getting  the  bright-colored  pottery  plates  for 
breakfast.  When  the  coffee  sloshed  over  into  Mr.  Nelson's 
saucer,  she  pretended  not  to  notice  and  placed  the  coffee-filled 
saucer  by  his  elbow,  instead  of  scurrying  back  to  the  kitchen 
for  a  clean,  dry  saucer.  But  Mr.  Nelson,  preoccupied  with 
the  war  news,  overlooked  it.  The  toast  carne  in  cold,  and 
Sally  Nelson  looked  at  her  mother  queryingly.  Mrs.  Nelson 
raised  her  eyebrows  in  bewilderment.  Then  she  rang  the 
little  bell  shaped  like  a  toe-dancer  for  Julie  to  bring  some 
more  toast.  Julie  didn't  come.  Finally,  Mrs.  Nelson  rang 
once  more  and  Julie  stuck  her  head  through  the  door. 

"Please  take  this  off  and  bring  us  some  hot  toast,  Julie." 

As  Julie  left  the  room,  Mrs.  Nelson  gave  a  resigned  sigh, 
and  muttered  something  about  the  effects  of  wartime  pros- 
perity on  the  colored  population  that  reached  even  the  best  of 
black  hearts.  Julie  had  worked  for  the  Nelsons  since  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Nelson  were  married.  She  had  practically  reared  John, 
who  was  now  in  the  air  corps,  and  his  younger  brother,  Ed, 
wdio  was  in  medical  school,  and  now  she  exasperated  Sally  by 
telling  her  what  young  ladies  should  and  should  not  do.  In 
all  these  years  of  service  Julie  had  been  faithful  and  cheerful. 
Now  she  was  silent,  her  face  dark  with  ill-temper,  as  the  hush 
before  a  tropical  hurricane. 

Mrs.  Nelson  first  began  questioning  her  health.  Stony 
silence.     Was  Julie's  brother  sick?     An  abrupt  shake  of  the 


head,  and  the  flour  sifter  tumbled  to  the  floor.  Deciding  that 
the  well-meant  inquiry  was  having  the  opposite  of  the  desired 
effect,  Mrs.  Nelson  took  a  pair  of  shears  from  a  hook  and 
started  down  the  garden  path  in  quest  of  the  newly-springing 
daffodils. 

Just  before  lunch  Sally  sat  in  her  room,  day-dreaming. 
She  picked  up  last  year's  diary,  thumbed  through  pages, 
reading  here  and  there.  She  had  long  since  forgotten  Julie's 
strange  behavior  at  breakfast.  Curious  as  to  what  she  had 
been  doing  March  the  thirteenth  last  year,  she  thumbed  back 
to  the  same  day  the  year  before.  Suddenly  realization  struck 
her — realization  that  Julie  was  more  than  justified  in  her 
play  of  temper.    Was  it  too  late  to  do  something? 

That  night  when  Julie  was  bringing  in  dessert,  Mr.  Nelson 
spoke  to  her  in  a  jocular  voice.  "Well,  Julie,  did  you  think 
we'd  forgotten  something?  Last  year  your  Toby  and  our  Ed 
were  here  to  celebrate  their  birthdays  together.  This  year 
Mr.  Ed's  unable  to  get  home  from  Johns  Hopkins,  and  Toby's 
overseas.  But  we  want  to  give  this  to  you  and  Toby  together, 
so  you  can  celebrate  together  in  a  big  way  when  he  comes 
back."  Mr.  Nelson  started  to  hand  Julie  a  small  white 
envelope,  but  she  pushed  it  away. 

"My  son  Toby  ain't  comin'  back,  Mr.  Nelson,  sub.  I  got 
dis  fum  de  Woah  Depahtment  this  morning."  Strangling 
back  a  sob,  Julie  probed  into  her  pocket,  bringing  forth  a  dog- 
eared telegram,  and  hurried  from  the  room. 


SMELLS 
By  Logan  Vaught,  '47 

I  have  often  thought  about 

The  perfumes  people  use, 

And  how  they  don't  enhance  one,  but 

Serve  only  to  confuse. 

There  are  so  many  varied  types 

Of  objects  in  this  field — 

Each  little  bottle  guaranteed 

To  surely  make  "him"  yield. 

These  are  found  in  tiny  shops, 

Where  salesgirls  most  assuring 

Inform  patrons  that  "this  stuff 

Will  make  you  so  alluring." 

And  then  she  quotes  the  price  of  it — 

(The  patron  breathes  a  sigh — ) 

"Just  forty  dollars,"  she  declares, 

(The  bottle's  one  inch  high.) 

Keeping  all  this  in  my  mind, 

The  scent  that  gives  me  bounce 

Is  that  inexpensive  Blue  Waltz  stuff — 

That  costs  ten  cents  an  ounce. 


I  DREAD  GOOD  BYE 

By  Maria  Brows  Gregory,  '45 

Loving  now  all  this,  at  future  fears  I  cry. 
Seeing,  knowing  all  we  have  today, 
Knowing  too  that  all  must  pass  on  by, 
And  we  alone  will  see  our  new  dismay — 
Without  the  friendly  nights  we  saw  the  moon 
Then  climbing  the  sky  in  calm  and  quiet  peace, 
Then  setting  for  the  golden  dawn  too  soon. 
Without  the  happy  moments  we  must  cease 
To  share  together  free  from  all  our  fears — 
And  have  to  plan  alone  and  think  of  dreams, 
And  start  to  wait  in  minutes  quite  sincere, 
When  longing  overpow'rs  all,   it  seems. 
Loving  now  all  this,  I  dread  good-bye; 
For  dreams  may  end  and  hopes  can  surely  die. 


Did  You  Know  .  .  . 

That  in  1926  plans  were  begun  to  make  Saint  Mary's  a 
four-year  college,  and  that  Holt  Hall  was  one  of  the  first 
steps  in  that  direction? 
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"Hello" 


There  is  contentment  in  a  peaceful  place,  even  when 
that  place  serves  a  lonely  and  noble  purpose. 

By  Mary  Bull  Pinckney,  '46 


I  have  never  been  here  before.  It's  a  beautiful  day,  very 
early  in  the  morning.  I'm  on  a  high  cliff  which  drops  directly 
to  the  sea  below,  the  sea  that  is  pounding  and  foaming  over 
the  ancient  rocks.  It's  a  blue-green  sea.  The  seas  I've  seen 
before  have  never  been  this  color ;  and  they  have  never 
stretched  out  as  endlessly.  The  gray  gulls  are  winging  over- 
head in  a  lazy,  wind-blown  way. 

The  sky  is  the  deepest  blue  imaginable.  In  the  east  the 
sun  has  not  fully  appeared  above  the  horizon.  There  are 
small  pink  clouds,  edged  with  purple,  in  the  heavens.  The 
pink  is  reflected  on  the  water,  and  even  casts  a  faint  glow  on 
the  gray  wings  of  the  gulls. 

There's  only  a  thin  breeze  blowing.  It  has  the  odor  of 
freedom  and  freshness.  The  freshness  comes  mainly  from 
the  dew  still  on  the  green  grass. 

There  are  palm  trees  on  the  cliff  too.  They're  steady  and 
masterful.  They  pretend  to  bow  before  the  hurricanes  and 
typhoons,  but  the  trees  always  remain  upright.  That's  the 
kind  of  palm  trees  they  are. 

lie  doesn't  know  I'm  coming.  I  just  came  to  say  "hello" 
to  him.  It  is  such  a  lovely  place.  I  know  he  loves  it  here. 
There  is  a  feeling  of  righteousness,  of  belonging  to  this  place. 
Once  here  I  can  very  easily  understand  why  no  one  wants  to 
leave. 


My  heart  is  almost  singing.  I  remember,  though,  what  I 
came  here  for.  I  have  to  find  him.  I  think  I  know  where 
he  is,  but  I  just  want  to  walk  very  slowly  along  the  cliff. 

I  lift  my  face  to  the  sky.  It  seems  to  be  such  a  perfect  sky. 
I  have  never  known  anywhere  before  this  sense  of  satisfac- 
tion, of  not  having  that  longing  for  something  unknown. 

Here  I  am,  suddenly,  where  he  is.  I  don't  think  he  sees 
me.  He's  just  there.  I  drop  to  my  knees  by  him.  I  don't 
think  he  senses  my  presence.  Perhaps  he  does  but  is  not 
letting  me  know. 

I  am  so  full  of  the  beauty  of  this  cliff  that  my  face  must 
reflect  my  joy.  I  look  around  me  at  the  sight  which  meets  the 
level  of  my  eyes. 

Then  I  know  that  my  eyes  do  not  show  my  happiness. 
They  become  clouded  and  misty.    I  cannot  see  very  well. 

I  turn  toward  him.  I  only  came  to  say,  "hello."  Somehow 
that  one  word  is  harder  to  say  than  any  other  word.  It  is 
almost  good-bye.  My  voice  chokes  and  I  have  to  swallow 
hard.  I  open  my  mouth  to  whisper  the  one  word  but  I 
cannot. 

I  have  to  swallow  again.  Suddenly  the  tears  flow  as  I  look 
at  the  stately  white  crosses  standing  row  on  row.  I  turn  to 
his  and  whisper,  "hello,"  while  the  sea  crashes  in  the  distance 
and  the  first  rays  of  the  new  sun  shine  over  the  cliff. 


A  LAUGH  ON  LIFE 

By  Sue  Moop.e,  '45 

She  was  nothing  but  an  oval.  Her  forehead,  chin,  body, 
knees  rippled  down  to  the  ground  in  one  continuous,  musical 
oval.  She  was  but  a  drip  of  breath,  pressed  and  fingered  into 
an  oval. 

She  got  up  from  the  table  and  fairly  ambled  over  to  her 
partner.  His  angular  face  peered  at  her.  His  thin  lips 
mocked  her  oval  ones.  He  threw  his  head  back  and  chuckled, 
[■cached  out  for  her,  and  deftly  slipped  a  knife  into  her  bosom. 
She  crumbled,  and  lay  like  a  puddle  at  his  feet.  Again  he 
chuckled,  only  a  minute  later  to  pull  her  to  her  feet  for  a 
thundering  ovation  from  their  audience. 

"Some  suspense,  huh?''  queried  my  neighbor. 

"What  '.  suspense?  oh,  yes.     Terrific,"  I  muttered  in  reply. 

I  pushed  my  way  out  of  the  theater.  All  the  time  I  kept 
seeing  that  girl.  Her  oval  face.  Like  an  egg.  Another 
remarked  reached  me  through  the  crowd.  .  .  . 

"And,  my  dear,  wasn't  she  simply  beautiful?  Such  expres- 
sion. And  her  face.  How  striking.  Why,  in  that  last 
scene  .  .  ." 

Listening  and  not  watching  my  steps,  I  had  bumped  into 
someone.     I   raised  my  eyes  for  an  apology  only  to  encounter 


the  oval  face  trying  to  suppress  a  smile.  An  oval  eye  winked 
at  me.  In  an  instant  we  both  burst  out  laughing.  Our  talka- 
tive neighbors  glanced  at  us  and  rushed  on.  To  this  day  my 
wife  and  I  giggle  hysterically  in  recalling  this  scene.  Oh  yes, 
I've  gotten  used  to  her  oval  face,  just  as  she  has  reconciled 
herself  to  my  nose,  which  is  another  story. 


SYNTHETIC  STARLIGHT 

Bi)  Mary  Arden  Tucker,  '45 

Little  bits  of  starlight 

Gleaming  in  a  row, 
Making  fancy  patterns 

On  the  clean  white  snow. 

Streetlights  all  a-glimmer 
When  the  world's  asleep. 

Pure  snow,  yet  untrampled 
By  the  rush  of  human  feet. 

When  the  world  awakens, 
Streetlights  must  retire. 

The  scene  has  lost,  its  beauty; 
The  snow  has  turned  to  mire. 
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On  Daydreaming 

Every  one  indulges  in  day-dreaming  to  a  certain  ex- 
tent, but  some  people  make  a  career  of  it. 

By  Amie  Watkins,  '46 

Are  you  a  daydreamer?  Noah  "Webster  says  that  a  day- 
dream is  a  "reverie  filled  with  pleasing,  often  illusory,  visions 
or  anticipations."  Simply  defined,  a  daydream  is  a  "castle  in 
the  air."    Do  you  indulge  in  such? 

People  who  daydream  are  limitless,  but  the  three  most  gen- 
erally known  are  the  housewife,  the  student,  and  the  church- 
goer. 

First  of  all,  let  us  consider  the  housewife  as  she  goes  about 
her  daily  tasks.  When  she  gets  up  in  the  morning,  one  of  the 
first  things  she  does  is  to  turn  on  the  radio  in  order  not  to 
miss  her  favorite  programs.  After  getting  her  children  off  to 
school  and  her  spouse  off  to  work,  the  cleaning  done  and 
lunch  begun,  she  seats  herself  in  the  most  comfortable  chair 
nearest,  the  radio,  and  soon  she  is  so  engrossed  that  she  com- 
pletely forgets  what  she  has  left  on  the  stove.  Upon  hearing 
the  potatoes  boiling  over  or  the  occurrence  of  some  similar 
domestic  mishap,  she  is  jolted  out  of  her  dream  of  being 
Linda  Harper  or  some  similar  character  and  finds  that  she  is 
still  Mrs.  John  Smith.  This  goes  on  from  time  to  time  as  the 
day  progresses,  and  by  night  this  housewife  is  tired  but  happy 
for  having  been  Ma  Perkins,  Mary  Noble,  Portia  Blake,  and 
numerous  ones  of  the  other  soapbox  opera  heroines. 

Next  we  shall  consider  a  typical  student  in  a  typical  class- 
room. When  a  girl  daydreams  in  a  classroom,  it  is  for  one  of 
several  reasons ;  she  has  not  prepared  her  assignment,  the 
subject  is  difficult  for  her,  or  the  subject  or  the  teacher  is 
boring  to  her.  (The  last  excuse  is  most  often  used  as  a  front 
for  the  first  two.)  This  daydreamer  usually  begins  by  trying 
to  distract  someone  else's  attention ;  if  unsuccessful,  she  may 
then  begin  writing  to  her  "one  and  only,"  but  soon  decides 
that  she  had  rather  have  more  privacy  when  writing  to  Tom, 
Dick,  or  Harry.  As  a  last  resort,  daydreamer,  type  number 
two,  begins  staring  into  space  or  out  of  the  window  and  is  lost 
in  a  world  all  her  own  until  suddenly  realizing  that  the 
instructor  has  called  on  her  and  she  does  not  know  the  ques- 
tion, much  less  the  answer. 

So  far  we  have  mentioned  daydreaming  only  in  connection 
with  the  so-called  "weaker  sex" ;  but  we  now  arrive  at  the 
third  type,  the  church-goer,  and  the  honors  in  this  category 
go  to  the  male.  The  average  working  man  gets  up  on  any 
Sunday  morning  with  a  tired  feeling  after  six  days  of  hard 
(?)  work.  He  had  much  rather  sleep  this  morning,  but  his 
wife  insists  that  the  preacher  will  miss  him ;  so  he  grudgingly 
consents  to  go.  Finding  himself  seated  in  a  pew,  he  wishes 
that  he  hadn't  come,  for  his  collar  is  too  tight,  the  church  is 
extremely  stuffy,  and  he  is  unable  to  see  the  preacher  for  the 
lady  in  the  broad-brimmed,  befeathered  hat,  directly  in  front 
of  him.  His  thoughts  begin  to  wander  everywhere — to  home 
where  he  wishes  he  were,  asleep ;  to  his  office ;  and  finally  to 
the  hunting  lodge  where  he  is  going  on  his  two-weeks  vaca- 
tion. This  daydreamer  completely  wears  himself  out  and  is 
extremely  embarrassed  when  his  wife  nudges  him  and  whis- 
pers loudly,  "You've  been  asleep  again,  John !" 

Are  you  a  daydreamer?  If  not,  you  are  a  very  exceptional 
person ! 


The  Iron -Clad  Lady 

The  human  body  is  abused  very  highly  by  a  tiny,  seem- 
ingly insignificant  but  very  modern  object  called  a  girdle. 

By  Logan  Vai'oht,  '47 

The  human  figure  consists  of  several  different  parts,  the 
same  number  of  parts  allotted  to  each  member  of  the  human 
race.  There  are,  sometimes,  variations  in  the  distribution  of 
these  parts,  but  such  creatures  are  found  only  in  "Stranger 
Than  Fiction"  short  subjects  at  the  movies,  Ripley,  and  in 
the  circus.  I  suppose  it  is  rather  profitable  for  the  circus  to 
own  these  creatures  because  there  are  morbid  people  in  this 
world  who  delight,  in  looking  at.  them. 

But  we  are  drifting  rather  far  from  the  subject  at  hand. 
To  get  back  .  .  .  the  human  body,  a  most,  abused  object,  is 
abused  very  highly  by  a  tiny,  seemingly  insignificant  object 
called  a  girdle.  A  girdle  is  an  article  of  wearing  apparel 
which  shall  probably  be  in  existence  as  long  as  the  earth  is, 
or  at  least  until  women  become  health  fiends  or  nudists. 

If  one  happens  to  go  into  a  fashionable  women's  store  on 
Saturday  (the  great  universal  shopping  day  in  America), 
one's  eyes,  in  passing  a  fitting  room,  might  happen  to  light 
upon  an  old  bag  trying  on  a  new  corset.  Ah  .  .  .  No  dancer 
of  the  South  Seas,  no  queen  of  the  burlesque,  ever  went 
through  more  earth-shaking  gyrations  of  the  derrieret  than 
a  woman  with  two  hundred  pounds,  all  centered  behind.  Once 
the  girdle  is  on,  she  gasps  and  groans,  but  always  buys  it. 
Very  tight  girdles  give  a  woman  a  feeling  of  superiority, 
because  she  knows  it.  is  doing  some  good,  and,  also,  it's  the 
outside  layer  of  clothing  that  counts. 

There  are  also  many  types  of  girdles  .  .  .  the  two-way 
stretch,  the  three-way  stretch,  and  the  war  girdles  with  no 
stretch  at  all.  To  make  these  girdles  of  the  war  era  worth 
while,  they  are  made  in  varied  hues  .  .  .  blue,  aqua,  yellow, 
pink,  and  black  with  fushia  spots.  The  last-named  is  for  a 
lady  wdio  likes  loud  clothes. 

There  is  a  definite  art  to  getting  into  a  girdle,  but  few 
really  master  it.  It  is  based  on  the  simple  theory  of  wriggle 
and  tug,  which,  done  alternately  and  rhythmically  will  have 
one  in  in  no  time,  a  little  battle-scarred,  but  shapely.  Some- 
times the  business  of  emerging  is  more  difficult.  This  involves 
the  bouncing  up  and  down,  switching  from  side  to  side,  and, 
in  general,  co-ordinated  motion  with  the  hips.  It  is  a  trying 
process,  and  it  often  takes  the  whole  family  from  father  on 
down  to  get  mother  out  of  her  armor. 

Scientists  have  asked:  "Why  do  women  wear  girdles?" 
The  answer  is  simple — fat  women  wear  them  for  the  too- 
obvious  reason;  "middling"  ones  wear  them  for  the  fashion- 
able shape  it.  gives  them;  and  skinny  ones  wear  them  just  to 
be  wearing  them,  or  to  hold  their  stockings  up. 

This  discussion  on  next-to-nothing  is  to  inform  an  innocent 
buyer-of-her-first-girdle-because-she-is-so-out-of -proportion  of 
the  cold,  hard  facts  behind  the  glamorous  exterior  of  the 
girdle.  The  veterans  of  wearing-a-girdle  need  not  take  heed. 
I  imagine  they  know  these  things  already.  But  I  just 
thought  the  newcomers  might  like  to  know.  So  .  .  .  Happy 
Wriggling,  Girls ! 
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By  Peggy  Hopkins,  Alumnae  Secretary 


"Foo"  Withers  Field,  ex  '41,  and  her 
husband  are  living  in  Boston  while  he  is 
stationed  at  M.  I.  T.  They  expect  to  be 
there  for  two  years.  .  .  .  Mallie  White 
Bonney,  '3  9,  writes  that  Carolyn  Miller 
Perry,  '38  (H.  S.)  lived  in  Chapel  Hill  for 
awhile  last  year  and  now  is  at  home  in 
Birmingham  working  for  an  airplane 
modification  corporation.  Mallie  says  that 
since  their  husbands  have  been  out  of  the 
country  they  have  both  been  working  and 
seeing  lots  of  each  other.  Augusta  Jones, 
ex  '40,  is  working  for  the  Pepsi-Cola  Bot- 
tling Company.  Nelle  Gaston,  ex  '40,  is 
spending  the  winter  in  New  York  and 
from  all  reports,  says  Mallie.  "she  doesn't 
ever  want  to  leave."  Laura  Dingle  Rod- 
die,  ex  '39,  is  touring  the  country  trying 
to  keep  up  with  her  army  husband.  The 
last  Mallie  heard  she  was  in  Springfield. 
Mo.  Mary  Gault,  '38  (Bus.),  is  teaching 
at  Marjorie  Webster  and  is  crazy  about 
it.  Mallie  has  seen  Carolyn  Wheatley, 
'4  0,  recently.  She  was  visiting  in  Bir- 
mingham. Mallie  said  she  devoured  the 
last  Bulletin  from  cover  to  cover.  She 
wrote,  "I  had  missed  news  of  the  Saint 
Mary's  girls.  I  still  hear  from  several  of 
the  girls  who  send  me  some  news,  but  it's 
not  like  going  through  the  Bulletin. " 
.  .  .  On  the  Dean's  List  at  Randolph- 
Macon  is  Carolyn  Gaither,  '44  (H.  S. ) , 
and  on  the  same  list  at  Hood  is  Marcia 
Rodman.  "41  <H.  S.),  who  has  made  it 
ever  since  she  has  been  there.  Congratu- 
lations to  both  of  you!  .  .  .  Stranger 
Collins  Williams',  '41.  husband  was 
wounded  in  France  last  fall.  He  has  since 
been  awarded  the  Bronze  Star.  He  is  the 
son  of  Mrs.  George  Wood  (Fanny  Lamb 
Haughton.  '10)  of  Edenton.  .  .  .  Jean 
"Rabbit"  McCrory,  '43  <H.  S.)  graduated 
lour  months  ago  in  a  nine  months  busi- 
ness course,  but  she  said  "it  took  me  a 
year  because  I  took  out  time  to  go  to 
California  and  Mexico  to  see  my  brother 
and  fiance  before  they  went  overseas. 
They  are  both  in  Guam  on  Admiral  Nim- 
itz's  staff."  Rabbit  is  now  secretary  to 
the  two  vice-presidents  and  the  cashier  at 
the  Peoples  National  Bank  in  Charlottes- 
ville, Va.  She  has  recently  been  to  Hol- 
lins  where  she  saw  Martha  Page  Hogg, 
'43  (H.  S.)  and  Betty  Bassett,  '43,  and 
she  sees  Marjie  Linton,  '43  (Bus.)  almost 
every  day.  .  .  .  Phyllis  Gatling  Sandvig, 
'40,  and  her  husband  are  living  at  205 
Payne  Road,  Navy  Point,  Warrington, 
Florida.  .  .  .  Margaret  Parker  Elliott,  ex 
'44,  is  working  in  Murfreesboro,  The 
alumnae  will  be  sorry  to  know  that  Mar- 
garet's husband  was  killed  over  Italy  last 
July.  .  .  .  Joan  Stell  Lowry,  '4  3  (Bus.), 
writes  that  she  sees  Jane  Evans,  '43, 
occasionally,  and  that  Gene  Neff,  ex  '43, 
was  in  Washington  recently  visiting  Jane. 
She  also  told  me  all  of  the  following 
news,  "Saw  Peggy  Cates,  ex  '45,  and  Jane 
Maultsby,  ex  '4  5,  the  other  day  while 
pushing  the  baby.  They're  at  Marjorie 
Webster,    which   is  just  two  blocks   from 
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my  house.  They  are  off  to  West  Point 
this  week-end.  Then  June  Bourne  Long, 
ex  '43,  lives  just  four  doors  down  the 
street,  and  is  teaching  art  at  Marjorie 
Webster.  Ellen  Oast  Nutt,  '43,  has  been 
living  here  while  Ed  was  in  school.  Had 
lunch  with  her  Friday  to  catch  up  on  the 
latest  and  to  say  -good-bye  as  they  leave 
Tuesday  for  New  Jersey.  Ann  Garnett 
was  here  for  awhile,  married,  but  all  I 
know  is  Jack.  Lucy  Pittinger  married  a 
shipmate  of  my  Jim,  Len  Smith,  and  we 
lived  across  the  street  from  each  other  in 
Craddock,  Va.  She's  home  in  Asheville 
now  after  a  flying  trip  to  California.  My 
Jim  is  in  the  Pacific  for  the  duration,  I 
guess,  so  I'm  settled  here  with  the  baby." 
.  .  .  Joyce  Kiernan  Cadien.  ex  '44,  is  liv- 
ing in  Norfolk  while  her  navy  husband 
is  stationed  there.  She  says  that  she  has 
seen  Emily  Cheshire  Townsend,  ex  '43 
(Bus.),  and  Ann  Phlegar,  '43  (Bus.),  and 
"we're  going  to  get  together  soon  and 
talk  over  old  times."  .  .  .  Betty  Wales 
Silver,  '41,  is  in  Atlanta  where  her  hus- 
band is  a  patient  in  Lawson  General  Hos- 
pital. He  was  wounded  in  France  re- 
cently. .  .  .  Louise  Hall,  '38,  has  received 
her  M.S.  degree  in  library  science  at  the 
University  of  Illinois  and  is  now  with  the 
Army  Map  Service  in  Washington,  D.  C. 
Her  address  is  2234  N.  Vernon  St.,  Arling- 
ton, Virginia.  .  .  .  Erwin  Gant,  '40,  writes 
from  Baltimore  that  "the  Bulletin  was  so 
good    an    advertisement    that    even    I    am 


taking  thought  to  subscribe.  I'll  share 
them  with  Peggy  Parker,  '4  3,  who  not 
only  works  with  me  at  Glenn  Martin  but 
also  lives  at  this  same  address  (218 
Ridgewood  Rd.,  Baltimore  10,  Md.).  The 
landlady  also  is  an  alum.  We  and  two  of 
her  friends,  one  her  sorority  sister  at 
Carolina,  are  constant  supporters  of  ye 
olde  South."  .  .  .  Patty  Weaver,  '44, 
writes  that  the  Bulletin  furnished  her 
reading  matter  for  a  week  and  made  her 
"feel  sorta  homesick  for  201  Holt  and  all 
the  girls."  She  is  at  L.  S.  U.  and  thinks 
"eet's  de  berries!"  .  .  .  Up  in  Lynchburg, 
Va.,  Winnie  Morrison,  '39,  is  taking  sew- 
ing classes,  and  a  course  in  music  appre- 
ciation at  Randolph-Macon.  .  .  .  Mary 
Martha  Cobb  Phillips',  '41,  husband  has 
recently  returned  from  overseas  and  is 
stationed  in  Norfolk.  He  is  an  ensign, 
and  was  on  an  LST  which  took  part  in 
the  invasions  of  Normandy  and  Southern 
France.  .  .  .  Nancy  Biggs,  '42,  is  doing 
stenographic  work  at  McGuire  General 
Hospital  in  Richmond,  and  having  a  won- 
derful time.  .  .  .  Ellen  Stucky,  '41,  writes 
from  Ft.  Myers,  Fla.,  "I  used  to  drop  in  to 
see  everyone  now  and  then  when  I  was  go- 
ing to  Salem,  but  now  I'm  afraid  the  Bul- 
letin will  be  my  only  source  of  communi- 
cation for  awhile,  so  keep  up  the  good 
work.  We  who  live  so  far  away  certainly 
look  forward  to  any  news  we  get."  .  .  . 
Betty  Wright  Dabney,  '38,  has  a  lovely 
two-year-old  daughter.  She  and  her 
husband  and  daughter  live  at  Prairie, 
Mississippi.  .  .  .  Mary  Hough  Coleman, 
'44  (Bus.),  is  working  for  the  Farm 
Security  Office  in  Raleigh.  Her  hus- 
band is  serving  in  the  European  Thea- 
ter of  Operations.  .  .  .  Mary  White 
Teague's,  '41,  husband,  Lt.  Samuel  F. 
Teague,  is  in  training  at  the  Amphibious 
Base  at  Little  Creek,  Va.,  for  service  as 
commanding  officer  of  an  LSM.  Upon 
completion  of  his  training  he  will  he  sent 
to  the  Pacific  area.  He  and  Mary  are 
living  at  Virginia  Beach  now.  .  .  .  When 
Mary  Connally  Coxe  Berlage,  '39,  was  in 
Asheville  at  Christmas  she  had  dinner 
with  Susan  Baker  Sevier.  '39  (H.  S.),  and 
her  husband,  and  saw  Betty  Huffines 
Brandt,  ex  '39,  and  her  husband  on  the 
train  going  to  Asheville.  .  .  .  Nancy  Mann 
Garrett,  '3  8  (Bus.),  and  her  husband, 
Ensign  Warren  R.  Garrett,  lived  in  New- 
port, R.  I.,  last  summer  while  he  was 
stationed  there.  During  this  winter  they 
have  been  in  Miami  and  are  now  stationed 
at  Rockwell,  Maine.  .  .  .  Ann  Hirst,  '44 
(Bus.),  is  a  student  at  George  Washing- 
ton University;  Dilys  Edmunds,  ex  '42 
(H.  S.),  is  attending  Stratford  Junior 
College;  at  Sweet  Briar  are  Lillian  West, 
'42  (H.  S.),  a  junior,  and  Mary  Elizabeth 
Love,  '41  (H.  S.),  a  senior;  Ann  Greene, 
ex  '44,  is  a  student  at  De  Pauw  Univer- 
sity where  she  is  a  member  of  the  Pi  Phi 
sorority.  .  .  .  Mildred  Denny,  ex  '44,  who 
is  at  the  University  of  California,  wrote 
(Continued  on  Page   32) 
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EDENTON 

A  meeting  of  the  Edenton  alumnae  chapter  was  held 
at  the  home  of  Mrs.  C.  E.  Kramer  the  middle  of  Novem- 
ber. Comparatively  few  were  present,  but  those  who 
were  thoroughly  enjoyed  talking  about  old  times  and 
friends  at  Saint  Mary's. 

Mrs.  Kramer  was  re-elected  president,  secretary  and 
treasurer  of  the  chapter.  The  following  alumnae  have 
paid  their  membership  dues  to  the  Alumnae  Association 
for  the  year:  Mrs.  R.  D.  Dixon  (Louise  Badham,  '12), 
Mrs.  E.  N.  Elliott  (Eliza  Knight,  '17),  Mrs.  W.  H.  Gard- 
ner (Emma  Badham,  '17),  Mrs.  C.  E.  Kramer  (Eva  Roger- 
son,  '09),  Mrs.  H.  R.  Leary  (Bessie  Badham,  '14),  Mrs. 
L.  G.  Plant  (Pattie  Lou  Moore,  '07),  Mrs.  Charles  Silver 
(Betty  Wales,  '41),  Mrs.  J.  M.  Vail  (Ruth  Newbold,  '08), 
Mrs.  C.  P.  Wales  (Duncan  Winston,  '02),  Mrs.  P.  P.  Wood 
(Elizabeth  Roberts,  '22),  Mrs.  H.  G.  Wood  (Mary  Phil- 
lips, '90),  Margaret  Pruden,  '00,  and  Sophie  Wood,  '00. 

Eva  Rogerson  Kramer,  '09. 

WILSON 

The  Wilson  chapter  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Asso- 
ciation held  its  annual  meeting  on  November  16,  at  which 
time  Mrs.  Johnston  King  was  in  charge  of  the  program. 
We  elected  Margaret  Gold  Swindell  president  for  the 
coming  year,  and  Edna  Earl  Boykin  secretary. 

It  might  be  of  interest  to  you  that  three  generations 
of  one  family  of  alumnae  were  present — Mrs.  J.  C.  Demp- 
sey,  Jr.  (Katherine  Mortimer  Fleming,  '41),  Mrs.  C.  M. 
Fleming  (Katherine  MacNair,  '15),  and  Mrs.  H.  C.  Mac- 
Nair  (Mary  Groves  Connor,  '92). 

In  addition  the  following  members  were  present,  and 
each  paid  her  dues :  Mrs.  John  Bruton  ( Gladys  Smith, 
'14),  Mrs.  Frank  Davis  (Helen  Patterson,  '13),  Mrs.  Sallie 
Hay  ward  King  (Sallie  Hay  ward,  '09),  Mrs.  R.  C.  McElroy 
( Annie  Shepherd  Branch,  '14),  Mrs.  George  Sherwood 
(Katherine  Fleming,  '37),  Mrs.  H.  R.  Swartzell  (Lannie 
Hales,  '15),  Mrs.  E.  K.  Wright  (Jaque  Smith,  '17),  Inez 
Gold,  '23,  and  Margaret  Gold  Swindell,  '41. 
Very  truly  yours, 

Katherine  Fleming  Sherwood,  '37, 

Secretary. 

ROCKY  MOUNT 

A  meeting  of  the  Rocky  Mount  alumnae  was  held  at 
the  home  of  Vivian  Davenport  on  January  26  to  discuss 
the  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund  and  the  alumnae  asso- 
ciation. 

Mrs.  William  B.  Harrison,  president,  presided  and  the 
following  were  elected  as  new  officers :  Vivian  Davenport, 
president;  Mrs.  Thomas  D.  Jeffress,  vice-president;  and 
Mrs.  John  Marvin  Mebane,  secretary-treasurer.  A  mo- 
tion was  passed  that  we  suggest  that  a  receptionist  be 
on  hand  to  greet  visitors  at  Saint  Mary's  so  that  visitors 
will  not  feel  like  perfect  strangers  when  they  return. 

Peggy  Hopkins,  alumnae  secretary,  gave  a  report  on 
the  alumnae  association,  after  which  a  social  hour  fol- 
lowed. 


Present  at  the  meeting  were :  Mrs.  William  E.  Gilliam 
(Charlotte  Denny,  '40),  Mrs.  William  B.  Harrison  (Kate 
Spruill,  '35),  Mrs!  T.  D.  Jeffress  (Jane  Spruill,  ex  '39), 
Mrs.  Frank  Meadows  (Lou  Spencer  A  vent,  '19),  Mrs.  J. 
M.  Mebane  (Martha  Battle,  '42),  Mrs.  Bruce  Savage 
(Louise  Davenport,  '29),  Mrs.  Claiborne  T.  Smith  (Bertha 
Albertson,  '19),  Mrs.  Edward  M.  Spruill  (Florence  Eagles, 
'32),  Mrs.  William  E.  Spruill  (Mary  Battle,  '06),  Mrs. 
Gray  Temple  (Maria  Drane,  '35),  Mrs.  George  Weeks 
(Mildred  Joyner,  ex  '34),  Mrs.  R.  L.  Whitehurst  (Esther 
Stern),  Vivian  Davenport,  '26,  Louise  Toler  Gower,  ex 
'44,  Jack  Gravely,  '40,  Kate  Parks  Kitchin,  '29,  and  Vir- 
ginia Woodard,  ex  '43  (H.  S.). 

Martha  Battle  Mebane,  '42, 

Secretary. 

ELIZABETH  CITY 

A  meeting  of  the  Saint  Mary's  alumnae  was  held  at  the 
home  of  Mrs.  Dick  Gonder  on  Monday,  February  19. 

The  chapter  had  as  its  guest  Miss  Peggy  Hopkins,  the 
alumnae  secretary  at  Saint  Mary's. 

The  meeting  was  called  to  order  by  the  president,  Miss 
Edla  Walker,  after  which  Mrs.  Cheshire's  letter  was  read 
and  a  discussion  was  held  regarding  the  Centennial  Fund, 
memorials,  etc. 

Nominations  were  made  to  the  Alumnae  Council  and 
dues  collected.  New  chapter  officers  elected  for  the  com- 
ing year  were  Mrs.  George  Potter  Dixon,  president,  and 
Miss  Edla  Walker,  secretary-treasurer. 

The  meeting  was  turned  over  to  Miss  Hopkins,  who 
gave  a  report  on  the  alumnae  division  of  the  campaign  to 
date,  and  urged  the  alumnae  present  to  maintain  their 
interest  and  contacts  with  Saint  Mary's  by  subscribing  to 
the  Bulletin. 

Light  refreshments  were  served  by  the  hostess.  Those 
attending  the  meeting  were :  Mrs.  Edward  C.  Conger 
(Elizabeth  Wood  Gaither,  '05),  Mrs.  George  P.  Dixon 
(Hazel  Evans  Pendleton,  ex  '34),  Mrs.  William  G.  Gaither 
(Helen  V.  Robinson,  '11),  Mrs.  Richard  Gonder  (Virginia 
Worth,  '37),  Mrs.  Edward  Griffin  (Huyla  Lee  Hughes, 
'15),  Mrs.  Percy  Idol  (Lillian  Small,  '37),  Mrs.  H.  H. 
Overton  (Mary  Leigh  Gaither,  ex  '38),  Mrs.  Walter  W. 
Small  (Elizabeth  Peele  White,  '13),  Edla  Walker,  '41, 
Mrs.  Tom  Weeks  (Neva  Roper,  '28),  and  Mrs.  Buxton 
White  (Fannie  Olds  McMullen,  '19). 

Virginia  Worth  Gonder,  '37, 

Secretary. 

NORFOLK,  VIRGINIA 

The  Norfolk  alumnae  chapter  of  Saint  Mary's  School, 
Raleigh,  held  a  delightful  luncheon  and  meeting  at  the 
Norfolk  Yacht  and  Country  Club  Tuesday,  February  20. 
Mrs.  James  B.  Oliver,  Jr.,  president  of  the  Norfolk  chap- 
ter, presided  at  the  meeting  following  the  luncheon.  Miss 
Peggy  Hopkins,  alumnae  secretary,  was  guest  speaker. 

Mrs.  Oliver  read  an  interesting  letter  from  Mrs.  Chesh- 
ire, president  of  the  Alumnae  Association,  and  Mrs.  W. 
C.  Salley,  editor  of  "Life  at  Saint  Mary's,"  gave  the  mem- 
bers present  an  interesting  summary  of  the  book.     It  was 
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suggested  that  copies  of  this  book  be  placed  in  the  Nor- 
folk public  school  libraries. 

Plans  were  discussed  to  send  one  half  of  the  funds  from 
the  Norfolk  chapter  to  the  alumnae  association  treasurer 
in  Raleigh  and  retain  half  for  use  in  the  local  chapter  for 
expenses  of  the  meetings.  The  general  alumnae  meeting 
in  June  will  decide  this  plan  and  inform  us  at  the  next 
meeting. 

It  was  decided  by  a  unanimous  vote  that  chapter  offi- 
cers should  serve  for  two  years ;  so  the  present  officers, 
Mrs.  J.  B.  Oliver,  president ;  Betty  Willcox,  vice-president, 
and  Mrs.  Marguerite  D.  Weaver,  secretary-treasurer,  will 
remain  in  office  for  another  year. 

Miss  Hopkins  gave  a  report  on  the  Centennial  Fund  to 


date  and  urged  the  alumnae  to  support  the  alumnae  asso- 
ciation. 

The  meeting  adjourned  after  a  very  pleasant  after- 
noon. Guests  at  the  luncheon  were :  Mrs.  Raymond  Stuart 
Baldwin  (Keith  Lane,  ex  '40,  Bus.),  Mrs.  B.  J.  Davis 
(Mattie  King  Hancock,  '24),  Mrs.  J.  B.  Oliver  (Margaret 
Terrell,  ex  '40),  Mrs.  W.  C.  Salley  (Katherine  Batts,  '20), 
Mrs.  John  Shannon  (Kay  Broughton,  ex  '35),  Mrs.  Walter 
Townsend  (Emily  Cheshire,  ex  '43)  (Bus.),  Mrs.  Mar- 
guerite D.  Weaver  (Marguerite  Darst,  '21),  Mrs.  Walter 
Whichard  (Pattie  Carroll,  '00),  Mrs.  Thomas  Willcox 
(Bessie  Blount  Winslow,  '11),  Louise  Eggleston,  ex  '43, 
Nancjr  Martin,  ex  '41,  Ann  Phlegar,  ex  '44,  Ellen  Phlegar, 
'42,  and  Betty  Willcox,  '42. 


Message   From  The   Chairman   of  The   Alumnae 
Committee  For  The  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund 


Dear  Alumna  of  Saint  Mary's : 

You  are  the  one  who  has  lived  on  the  campus  of  Saint 
Mary's  and  has  felt  her  influence  deep  down  in  your  heart, 
and  are  perhaps  even  now  planning  to  send  a  niece, 
daughter,  or  granddaughter  into  her  care !  You  have 
felt  the  serenity  of  the  parlor,  blessed  by  the  beautiful 
paintings  of  ehurchly  history,  and  have  revered  her 
chapel  and  historic  Rock  buildings,  with  their  gentle 
whisperings  of  girls  of  bygone  days,  girls  with  pantalets, 
girls  with  flowing  skirts  and  ringlets,  girls  of  every  era — 
your  ancestors !  To  you  we  send  this  greeting  and  account 
of  the  progress  of  your  Centennial  Campaign ! 

As  you  well  know,  the  campaign  was  taken  on  under 
adverse  circumstances.  Many  physical  restorations  of 
the  school  were  necessary  at  once,  and  these  have  been 
made  in  part  by  the  gifts  of  cash  which  came  in  at  the 
beginning  of  the  campaign.  It  has  since  seemed  wise  to 
the  church  leaders  to  continue  the  effort  until  not  only 
these  utilitarian  improvements  are  accomplished,  but  also 
the  hoped-for  major  objectives  achieved  of  an  adequate 
physical  equipment  for  collegiate  training  of  girls  at 
Saint  Mary's. 

It  is  now  time  for  us  to  take  stock  of  the  financial  re- 
turns to  date,  in  pledges,  bonds  and  cash  receipts.  The 
alumnae,  as  a  whole,  have  gone  splendidly  towards  their 
goal  of  $70,000.  Our  present  total  gift  is  $52,836.80. 
Many  of  you  have  given  liberally  of  your  substance, 
many  of  you  are  perhaps  still  planning  to  procure  a  bond, 
or  further  bonds,  in  the  name  of  the  "Trustees  of  Saint 
Mary's  School."  As  this  grievous  war  moves  on  to  larger 
sacrifice  of  life  before  its  ultimate  conclusion,  it  becomes 
more  and  more  necessary  that  loyal  Americans  subscribe 
in  the  war  bond  drives.  In  so  subscribing,  think  also  of 
Saint  Mary's!     With  such  a  gift  to  her  of  a  bond,  made 


at  a  personal  sacrifice,  you  will  prove  your  loyalty  both 
to  your  country  and  to  your  school. 

I  very  much  wish,  now  that  the  campaign  is  almost  a 
year  old,  that  you  would  think  seriously  of  raising  the 
amount  of  your  gift.  If  we,  each  and  every  one  of  us, 
would  add  a  little  more  than  we  have  hitherto  promised, 
our  alumnae  part  of  the  campaign  would  go  'way  over 
the  goal !  Think  of  what  we  could  do  together  if  $25  F 
bonds  would  come  rolling  in  to  Saint  Mary's  from  every 
alumna ! 

Pass  this  word  around  to  your  fellow  alumnae  and  to 
other  friends  of  the  school  in  your  community,  and  let's 
shower  Saint  Mary's  with  $25  F  bonds  this  coming  month, 
before  we  make  our  Easter  communion.  First  send  one 
yourself,  then  tell  every  one  you  see  to  do  the  same.  If 
you  are  a  member  of  a  chapter,  get  your  chapter  to  come 
in  100  per  cent.  Perhaps  you  will  reach  some  person  in 
this  way  who  has  not  before  become  interested  or  been 
approached. 

Let's  get  together,  girls,  and  see  what  we  can  accom- 
plish !  We  haven't  really  half  tried  yet,  with  all  the 
force  that  lies  within  us.  That  true  spiritual  force  is  our 
God-given  heritage,  let's  use  part  of  it  now  in  a  service 
to  the  Christian  womanhood  who  will  go  into  training 
during  the  coming  years  at  Saint  Mary's.  And  let's  do 
it  now!  Send  the  bonds  "a-rolling"  to  Mr.  Stoughton, 
Business  Manager  of  Saint  Mary's,  with  every  mail! 

With  an  abiding  trust  in  our  school  and  in  your  love 
for  her,  I  am 

Yours  for  Saint  Mary's, 

Cantey  Venable  Sutton,  '05, 

Chairman,  Alumnae  Committee, 
Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund. 
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SAINT  MARY'S  CENTENNIAL 
FUND  REPORT 


Chapter 

Asheville  

Augusta,  Ga 

Chapel   Hill  

Charleston.  S.  C.  ... 

Charlotte   

Columbia,  S.  C 

Concord    

Durham  

Edenton   

Elizabeth  City  

Fayetteville    

Goldsboro   

Greensboro  

Greenville    

Henderson    

Hertford   

High  Point  

Hillsboro  

Jacksonville,  Fla.  . 

Kinston   

Lynchburg,  Va 

Morganton    

Monroe  

New  York,  N.  Y 

Norfolk,  Va 

Oxford  

Raleigh    

Richmond,  Va 

Roanoke  Rapids  ... 

Rockingham  

Rocky  Mount  

Salisbury   

Savannah,  Ga 

Scotland  Neck  

Tarboro  

Wake  Forest  

Washington,  D.  C. 
Washington,  N.  C. 

Wilmington  

Wilson  

Winston-Salem    


February  19,  1945 


Alumnae  Chapters 


No.  of 
Members 

39 

17 

49 

37 
117 

35 

20 

44 

28 

49 

52 

47 

75 

61 

S9 

12 

16 

13 

21 

4S 

31 

IS 

15 

58 
102 

22 
6S0 

70 

24 

39 

76 

34 

37 

34 

45 

18 

86 

30 
120 

52 

48 


No.  of 

Members 

Contributing 


30 

14 

24 

6 

6 

2S 

11 

5 

20 

9 

8 

17 

34 

6 

1 

10 

2 

7 

10 

6 

13 

10 

24 

15 

228 

17 

IS 

11 

24 

3 

2 

20 

23 

7 

15 

13 

18 

19 

13 


Amount 
Contributed 

$  260.50 
20.00 

1,219.50 
167.50 
S29.50 
189.75 
113.75 

1,479.50 
668.00 

1,085.00 
404.50 
378.00 
639.50 
116.00 

4,287.00 

222.00 

25.00 

573.00 

2O.00 

76.00 

185.00 

2,040.00 
717.50 
407.25 
489.95 
122.50 

7,945.50 

1,452.75 
794.00 
106.00 

1.S03.00 

15.00 

102.00 

342.25 

2,169.00 

253.00 

925.00 

S7.00 

3,517.00 
284.00 

3,899.00 


Total 2,514  754  $  40,490.70 

Total  Chapter  Gifts ,f  40,490.70 

Alumnae,  Exclusive  of   Chapters 12,346.10 


Total   Alumnae   Contributions $  52,836.80 

Gifts  from  other  sources 102,515.21 


Grand  Total  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund $155,352.01 


Total   Alumnae   Contribution $  52,836.80 

Expected  Alumnae  Gift 10,000.00 

$  62,836.80 


WAC 

Margaret  Bailey  (faculty,  1942-43) 

Mary  Barroll,  ex  '39. 

Emmy  Bashford,  '25  (Bus.). 

Elizabeth  Collins,  '31. 

Kelsey  C.  Crocker,  ex  '33  (H.  S.). 

Rebecca  Harvey  (faculty,  1937-43). 

Rachel  Johnson  (faculty,  1939-43). 

Martha  Dabney  Jones,  '26  (faculty,  1937-43). 

Susan  Somervell,  ex  '40  (H.  S.). 


WAVES 

Beverly  Bridget's,  ex  '38  (Bus.). 

Barbara  Thompson  Church,  ex  '38. 

Anne  Cox,  '38. 

Sylvia  Cullum,  '38. 

Florence  Harris,  '39. 

Agnes  Hayes,  '40. 

Carolyn  Reed,  '39  (H.  S.). 

Elizabeth  T.  Tucker,  '40. 

Mary  Wood  Winslow,  '37. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Woods,  '38  (H.  S.). 


SPARS 

Josephine  Parker  Sehaffer,  '29. 


WASP 


Caro  Bay  ley,  '41. 


CADET  NURSES  CORPS 


Agatha  Chipley,  '44. 
Barbara  Rainey,  '40  (H.  S.). 
Ann  Stephens,  ex  '45. 


AMERICAN  RED  CROSS 


Eileen  Hume  Brent,  '38  (Bus.). 
Ruth  Loafing  Clark,  '26. 
Mary  Willis  Douthat,  '40. 
Almeda  Stewart  Edwards,  '33. 
Constance  Fagan,  '37. 
Mary  Ferebee  Howard,  '32. 
Pela  Plummer  Hundley,  '36. 
Sallie  Paine,  '32. 
Elizabeth  Thornton,  '26. 
Mary  Jane  Yeatman,  '38. 


USMC  (WR) 

Margaret  Nickolson  Hamaker,  '38  (Bus.). 
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ALUMNAE  IN  UNIFORM 

Mary  Willis  Douthat,  '40,  a  Red  Cross  staff  member 
who  was  assigned  to  the  Regional  Hospital  at  Fort  MeClel- 
lan,  Alabama,  until  about  two  weeks  ago,  wrote  this 
exceptionally  interesting  article  about  her  work  with  the 
Red  Cross. 

MY  WORK  IS  PLAY 

Looking  back,  I  am  not  quite  sure  why  I  joined 
Red  Cross,  but  very  possibly  it  was  the  lure  of  a  jeep. 
In  any  case,  I've  never  been  sorry,  although  choosing 
between  it  and  the  art  department  at  Saint  Mary's 
was  hard.  (But  remembering  "Cuddie's"  shining  ex- 
ample there,  I  guess  I  just  got  cold  feet  at  the  idea 
of  succeeding  her.) 

So  far,  I've  had  two  jeep  rides,  so  you  can  see  that 
ARC  is  definitely  worth  while. 

There  are  numerous  departments  of  Red  Cross,  and 
as  many  types  of  workers..  But  for  convenience,  the 
latter  can  be  divided  into  Staff  members  and  volun- 
teers. When  I  tell  you  about  my  job  with  the  Ameri- 
can Red  Cross,  you  will  look  a  bit  incredulous  and 
say,  "But  I  thought  you  were  in  the  service  doing- 
serious  war  work !"  and  then  you  may  remark  ex- 
actly as  I  did  when  offered  my  position,  "It  sounds 
too  easy !"  My  work  is  play.  The  Recreation  girl's 
job  is  to  build  and  maintain  morale,  an  achievement 
that  the  Red  Cross  believes  is  won  largely  through 
encouraging  creativeness  and  a  constructive  use  of 
leisure  time.  This  is  the  first  war  to  herald  recreation 
as  therapy.  Declaring  a  real  need  for  it,  the  military 
requested  the  Red  Cross  organization  to  take  over  the 
job  of  providing  for  morale. 

But  if  work  is  play,  the  play  is  likewise  work ! 
Some  days  the  Recreation  girl  can't  recall  taking  time 
out  to  breathe.  She  learns  after  her  feet — not  with- 
out complaint — have  carried  her  through  monotonous 
stretches  of  hospital  corridor,  how  the  G.  I.  feels  at 
the  end  of  a  twenty-mile  hike.  She  discovers  witli 
what  strain  a  smile  painted  on  remains  on,  and  how 
ridiculously  a  mind  can  reel  from  trying  to  answer 
questions  that  should  be  reserved  for  only  Oscar 
Levant  and  "Take  It  or  Leave  It."  Most  of  all,  she 
learns  the  hard  lesson  of  patience. 

I  hope  in  the  hundred-odd  things  I  have  acquired 
in  Red  Cross,  that  patience  is  one.  Those  hundred- 
odd  are  very  odd.  Among  them  fall  such  items  as 
running  a  15  millimeter  projector  machine,  throwing 
parties  for  three  hundred,  conjuring  up  out  of  thin 
air  an  evening's  entertainment  when  the  scheduled 
one  fails  to  arrive  due  to  mumps,  directing  a  daily 
"Detail"  in  "Cling"  (sweeping  and  mopping)  the 
building,  giving  advice  to  the  lovelorn,  and  breaking 
up  a  knock-down,  drag-out  fight  between  two  women 
visitors. 

These  are  not  exactly  the  things  that  Washington 
taught  us.  Under  American  University's  brilliant 
faculty  we  ran  the  gauntlet  of  recreation.  An  as- 
sembly line  of  tennis,  chess,  baseball,  volleyball,  ping- 
pong,  badminton  relays,  crafts,  tournaments  and 
court  layouts,  party  organization,  square  dancing, 
and   table  games  of  all  types. 


Besides  this  four  weeks  course  known  as  Basic 
Recreation,  we  studied  through  the  two  weeks  of 
Orientation  the  policies  and  structure  of  Red  Cross 
organization. 

One  Red  Cross  requisite  for  its  girls  is  adjusta- 
bility. In  our  "Class  song,"  to  the  tune  of  "American 
Patrol,"  we  chanted:  "You  must  be  flexible,  you  must 
be  flexible,  .  .  ."  and  on  my  very  first  assignment  I 
discovered  the  truth  of  this.  My  post  was  Camp 
McCain,  Mississippi.  I  bought  my  ticket,  made  my 
reservation,  wired  my  time  of  arrival,  The  day  of 
departure,  1  had  settled  down  nervously  to  lunch  one 
hour  before  train  time,  when  1  heard  my  name 
shouted  above  the  din  of  the  University  cafeteria. 
Eastern  Area  Headquarters  was  calling  from  Alex- 
andria to  inform  me  that  I  was  to  cancel  the  Mis- 
sissippi reservation  and  change  my  ticket.  My  as- 
signment was  now  Camp  Sibert,  Alabama. 

Eleven  months  at  Sibert  were  difficult,  challenging, 
and  unforgettable.  It  was  at  the  time  when  the  post's 
morale  was  rated  by  Winchell  as  second  lowest  in 
this  country — and  recreation  was  important  any- 
where, but  especially  in  the  hospital.  Our  patients, 
even  those  in  the  reconditioning  phase,  did  not  re- 
ceive passes.  And  if  they  had,  the  near-by  town  was 
too  small  to  accommodate  satisfactorily  the  G.  I's 
who  stormed  it  en  masse.  As  our  program  developed, 
we  were  pleased  to  find  ex-patients,  now  back  to  duty 
and  suddenly  resplendent  in  their  uniforms,  return- 
ing to  the  hospital  for  evening  festivities.  "It's  the 
only  social  life  on  the  post,"  they  told  us. 

When  my  co-worker  left  for  overseas,  I  fell  heir  to 
all  the  wards.  This  was  a  job  I  grew  to  love.  Ward 
work  calls  for  more  imagination,  ingenuity,  and  psy- 
chology than  any  other  area  of  recreation.  You, 
whose  domain  it  is,  must  have  your  hands  filled  to 
overflowing  with  a  diversity  of  activities,  but  in  addi- 
tion, you  must  have  plenty  up  your  sleeve.  It  is  im- 
portant to  sense  the  mood  of  the  group  as  a  whole 
and  yet  at  the  same  time  to  know  as  individuals  the 
personalities  composing  it.  Ill  men  are  impatient, 
and  very  restless  when  idle.  Their  attention  span 
is  brief:  it  demands  variety  and  a  type  of  activity 
that  sustains  interest  but  does  not  become  tiresome 
or  taxing.  Some  patients  will,  of  course,  be  stronger 
than  others,  and  thus  your  program  must  adapt 
itself  to  each  individual.  Bed  patients  are  a  worker's 
prime  responsibility.  They  are  forced  toward  idle- 
ness, inclined  toward  worry,  and  for  them  time  moves 
on  weary  feet. 

Sibert  was  hardly  a  colorful  place,  but  all  being 
stranded  on  a  desert  isle  together,  we  became  closely 
acquainted  and  made  staunch  friendships.  We 
worked  hard,  never  cautious  of  overtime,  but  we  had 
fun  too — at  the  hospital  dances,  the  officers'  club, 
and  our  own  Red  Cross  celebrations.  And  when 
Special  Service  put  Sibert  on  the  map,  we  got  a  thrill 
out  of  meeting  name  personalities  like  Dickie  Moore, 
Joe  Louis,  and  Mitzi  Mayfair. 

Port  McOlellan,  to  which  1  came  in  August,  is 
larger  than  Sibert  and  certainly  prettier.  It  is  a 
permanent    post,    set   in    Alabama    mountains,    with 
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swimming  pools,  attractive  theatres,  and  many  build- 
ings of  Spanish  type.  Not  exactly  warlike,  but  never- 
theless very  close  to  war. 

Regional  Hospital's  estimate  for  the  year  '44  was 
totaled  nearly  1,000  entertainments,  parties,  and  mov- 
ies in  the  wards  and  nearly  400  programs  of  like 
nature  in  the  Red  Cross  Hut.  There  is  a  certain 
framework  to  our  program  of  evening  entertain- 
ments. Two  nights  a  week  we  have  movies ;  one 
evening  is  reserved  for  the  band.  On  Saturday  is 
generally,  but  not  always,  Bingo.  Sundays  feature 
an  afternoon  tea,  an  interval  of  classical  music,  and 
a  community  sing.  (Whenever  I  am  scheduled  for 
the  last,  I  think  wishfully  of  Erwin  Gant's  delight- 
ful leading  of  the  Saint  Mary's  stepsinging.)  Two 
nights  a  week  are  always  open  for  us  to  plan  parties, 
tournaments,  games  and  shows.  And  it  is  the  shows 
that  at  this  minute  keep  us  the  busiest. 

For  my  own  particular  work,  I  have  charge  of 
recreation  for  the  orthopedic  wards.  Besides  the 
more  or  less  proven  activities,  new  ones  not  infre- 
quently introduce  themselves  as  fads.  Consequently, 
I  find  my  latest  contribution  to  be  painting  Varga 
girls  on  casts  (their  "Pin-Up  Girls,"  the  boys  call 
them).  Always  in  demand  are  the  pencil  portraits 
which  would  keep  me  busy  here  if  the  Red  Cross  gave 
me  nothing  else  to  do.  Another  recent  activity  has 
been  fortune-telling",  until  I  was  frightened  out  of  it 
the  other  day  by  one's  coming  true ! 

Besides  my  ward  work,  I  have  duty  several  after- 
noons a  week  in  the  Recreation  Hall,  and  approxi- 
mately three  nights  a  week  have  charge  of  evening 
programs.  Lately,  I  find  my  "Rec  Hall"  time  turned 
chiefly  to  producing  shows  (Miss  Davis  would  never 
believe  it)  !  I  am  inordinately  proud  of  my  first  pro- 
duction "Rum  and  Coca-Cola,"  because  it  introduced 
scenery  and  lighting  effects  to  our  stage.  Our  all 
G.  I.  revue,  "About  Face,"  followed  next  with  such 
success  that  we  repeated  it  for  the  2nd  Regiment's 
Valentine  Dance.  Now  we're  busy  with  "My  Achin' 
Back."  (Incidentally,  the  officer  patient  who  painted 
nearly  all  our  scenery,  Lit.  Knight,  turned  out  to  be 
a  next-door  neighbor  in  Richmond  of  Elizabeth 
Adkins  Jones,  '42.) 

Then,  too,  there  is  the  studio.  Mona,  a  Rec  worker, 
and  I  have  been  given  a  room  for  art  and  music 
(Mona  has  the  music,  of  course).  We  call  it  the 
"Esquire  Room"  and  open  it  every  afternoon  for 
sketching  and  jam  sessions.  And  every  afternoon 
finds  it  overflowing  through  windows  and  doors  with 
patients  who  draw  or  write  or  shout  unintelligible 
sounds  of  approval  as  pianist,  a  drummer,  and  a  man 
with  a  horn  beat  out  the  boogie.  Here,  too,  we  paint 
our  many  posters  publicizing  daily  programs,  our 
scenery  and  costumes  for  shows,  and  our  decorations 
for  Hut  parties.  And  weekly  I  strive,  despite  the 
jiving,  to  design  and  color  the  ward  programs  of 
which  we  send  out  half  a  hundred  every  Monday. 

Red  Cross  girls  wear  uniform  always  on  the  post, 
do  not  on  most  reservations,  salute,  are  given  officer 
privileges  (acquire  rank  only  if  captured,  when  they 
atrtomatieally  become  captains),  are  quartered  either 
in  the  Red  Cross  building  or  nurses'  barracks,  know 


days  when  they  would  sell  their  souls  to  Mephisto- 
pheles  for  an  honest  to  goodness  home-cooked  meal 
or  an  evening  of  toasting  their  toes  before  a  fire- 
place, and  dread  Christmas  more  than  any  other  sea- 
son of  the  year. 

If  you  like  people,  you  would  like  this  work.  Rec- 
reation is  a  jack-of-all  trades  offering  many  sur- 
prises, crises,  and  interesting  personalities.  And 
even  a  jeep  ride  now  and  then  J 

WAC 

Martha  Dabney  Jones,  '26,  of  Norfolk,  Va.,  is  stationed 
in   Paris.     Her   address  is:   T/5   Martha    Dabney   Jones,  - 
A-405711,  Hq.  Comd.  Engr.   Div.,  Ilq.  European  Theatre 
of  Operations,  APO  No.  887,  New  York.  X.  V. 

Emmy  Bashford,  '25,  of  Charlotte,  is  a  first  lieutenant 
in  the  WAC.  Her  present  address  is  c/o  Purchasing 
Branch,  Fort  Bragg,  N.  C. 

The  following  letter  has  recently  been  received  from 
her : 

"I  enlisted  in  the  Women's  Army  Corps  on  De- 
cember 11,  1942,  and  was  called  to  active  duty  Janu- 
ary 10,  1943.  I  reported  to  Des  Moines,  Iowa,  for 
basic  training  and,  believe  me,  when  this  dyed-in- 
the-wool  Southerner  reached  that  snow  and  ice-cov- 
ered country  she  was  soon  singing  'I  don't  want  no 
mo'  of  this  Army.  Gee,  Mom,  I  wanna  go  home.' 
But  nothing  could  really  dampen  my  faith  in  the 
Women's  Army  Corps  or  my  faith  in  its  future,  or 
my  pride  in  being  one  of  its  members.  I  became  so 
fascinated  and  absorbed  in  army  life  that  I  forgot 
the  cold  and  ice  and  snow  and  after  a  few  weeks 
learned  to  love  even  that.  Just  before  we  finished 
basic,  Colonel  Hobby  visited  Fort  Des  Moines  and 
her  'hobby  horses'  (as  we  called  ourselves)  put  on  a 
dress  parade  after  which  she  made  a  short  talk.  At 
the  end  of  her  most  inspiring  talk  we  stood  retreat, 
and  as  I  stood  there,  rigidly  at  attention,  watching 
Old  Glory  being  lowered  to  the  tune  of  "The  Star- 
Spangled  Banner,"  I  wept  copiously  and  unashamed, 
wept  with  tile  pride  that  comes  in  being  a  member 
of  the  greatest  army  in  the  world,  one  that  is  sure  to 
win  in  its  fight  for  freedom  and  peace. 

"At  the  end  of  basic  training  I  was  sent  to  Nacog- 
doches,  Texas,   to   Army   Administration   School. 

"I  reported  back  to  Des  Moines  on  6  April,  and  the 
next  day  found  me  back  in  school.  On  the  23rd  of 
May  I  was  graduated  as  a  2nd  lieutenant.  That  was 
one  of  the  happiest  days  of  my  life.  All  the  long 
hours  of  study,  drilling  and  marching  in  the  cold  and 
snow  and  ice  were  worth  all  the  efforts  and  discom- 
forts caused  me  when  my  platoon  commander  pinned 
the  gold  bars  on  my  shoulders. 

"My  assignment  here  is  Chief  of  the  Purchasing 
Branch  and  Purchasing  and  Contracting  Officer,  and 
a  very  fascinating  and  interesting  job  it  is.  It  is 
one  that  is  vitally  necessary  in  the  war  effort  as  our 
prime  job  is  to  locate  and  procure  items  and  supplies 
for  the  training  of  our  men  here  at  home  as  well  as 
overseas." 

Rebecca  Harvey,  who  served  on  the  faculty  in  the  physi- 
cal education  department  from  1937-43,  is  a  sergeant  in 
the  WAC  and  is  now  stationed  at  Lawson  General  Hospi- 
tal, Atlanta,  Georgia. 

Rachel  Johnson,  who  served  on  the  faculty  as  instruc- 
tor in  French  from  1939-43,  is  a  corporal  in  the  WAC 
and  is  serving  overseas  in  Italy. 
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WAVES 

Beverly  Bridgers,  ex  '38  (Bus.),  of  Tarboro,  joined  the 
WAVES  quite  recently  and  is  now  stationed  in  Norfolk, 
Virginia. 

Barbara  Thompson  Church,  ex  '38,  of  Raleigh,  has  writ- 
ten the  following  about  her  career  as  a  WAVE : 

"I've  been  stationed  in  Miami  ever  since  I  left 
communication  school  at  Mt.  Holyoke  last  October  a 
year  ago.  I  was  at  Smith  in  Northampton,  Mass., 
for  two  months — July  and  August,  1943.  And  then, 
upon  graduation  and  being  commissioned  an  ensign, 
I  got  orders  to  report  to  communication  school  at  Mt. 
Holyoke.  it  was  a  wonderful  time  of  .year,  summer 
and  early  fall,  to  be  in  New  England,  and  I  loved  it. 
And  then,  just  when  it  began  to  get  a  wee  bit  nippy, 
I  got  ordered  to  Miami !  Have  you  ever  seen  such 
luck  ?     And  here  I've  been  ever  since. 

"This  past  fall   two   exciting  things   happened  to 
me — I  got  married  and  I  got  promoted.    So,  now  I'm 
no  longer  Ensign  Barbara  Thompson,   but  Lt.    (jg) 
Barbara   T.   Church.     My  husband  is  at  present  at 
Little  Creek,  Va.,  so  I've  moved  back  with  my  ex 
apartment  mates,  three  other  WAVES.     As  for  my 
work,   I'm  in   communications   and   am   attached  to 
the  Gulf  Sea  Frontier  here  in  Miami." 
Anne  Cox,  '38,  of  Raleigh,  has  recently  been  promoted 
to  Lieutenant  (jg).    She  is  stationed  at  the  U.  S.  Naval 
Air  Station,  Norfolk,  Va. 

Florence  Harris,  '39,  of  Raleigh,  who  is  stationed  at  the 
Naval  Air  Station,  Pensaeola,  Florida,  has  recently  been 
promoted  to  the  rank  of  Lieutenant  (jg). 

Agnes  Hayes,  '40,  of  Hillsboro,  is  a  Lieutenant  (jg) 
and  is  stationed  in  Charleston,  S.  C.  She  writes,  "Having 
had  only  one  assignment  since  being  commissioned  at 
Smith  College,  Northampton,  Mass.,  in  May,  1943,  I 
haven't  succeeded  in  joining  the  Navy  and  seeing  the 
world — only  Charleston. 

"I  work  in  the  Communications  Office  at  the  Sixth 
Naval  District  Headquarters  at  the  Fort  Sumter  Hotel 
here  in  Charleston."   . 

Elizabeth  Toole  Tucker,  '40,  of  Raleigh,  was  commis- 
sioned an  ensign  in  November  and  is  now  stationed  in 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Mary  Wood  Winslow,  '37,  of  Rocky  Mount,  is  an  en- 
sign, and  is  stationed  at  the  U.  S.  Naval  Hospital,  New 
Orleans. 

Mary  Elizabeth  "Timpy"  Woods,  '38  (H.  S.),  of  Kent, 
Connecticut,  is  a  Lieutenant  (jg),  and  is  stationed  in 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SPARS 

Josephine  Parker  Schaffer,  '29,  of  Asheville,  is  stationed 
at  the  Coast  Guard  Air  Base,  Elizabeth  City.  She  has 
the  rank  of  ensign. 

WASP 

Caro  Bayley,  '41,  of  Springfield,  Ohio,  has  written  some 
interesting  news  about  her  experiences  as  a  member  of 
the  WASP. 

"You  do  know  that  we  were  disbanded  ;is  of  De- 
cember 20  after  a  big  squabble  among  politicians  in 
Washington.  There  was  an  excess  of  pilots,  so  since 
it  is  a  man's  world,  we  were  discharged.  At  first  I 
thought  that  the  world  was  going  to  end  because  I 
could  never  fly  an  army  ship  again,  but  after  going 
2,000  miles  in  a  Taylor  craft  I've  convinced  my  dis- 
torted 2(10  raph  viewpoint  that  90  mpli  will  get  you 


there  too.    Not  quite  as  fast,  but  you  can  see  more. 

"As  for  the  WASPs,  there  will  never  be  anything 
in  my  life  to  equal  it.  I  started  training  May,  1943, 
and  after  six  months  of  similar  cadet  training,  went 
to  Sacramento  to  B-25  transition.  After  flying  the 
wonderful  25s  for  two  months,  I  went  to  the  Tow 
Target  Squadron  at  Biggs  Field,  El  Paso,  Texas. 
There  the  twenty  of  us  were  treated  as  any  other 
pilot  in  the  squadron  and  were  assigned  missions  such 
as  simulated  strafing,  gassing,  searchlight,  and  track- 
ing missions.  These  were  done  in  A-24's,  A-25's, 
AT-7's,  P-47's,  B-25's,  and  B-26's.  The  ships  were 
assigned  to  suit  the  type  of  mission  that  the  anti- 
aircraft ground  crews  called  for.  It  was  awfully 
interesting,  and  I  would  never  have  traded  our  squad- 
ron for  the  Ferry  Command  Division. 

"I  never  was  quite  lucky  enough  to  run  into  any 
of  the  Saint  Mary's  girls.  I  did  find  some  mutual 
acquaintances — you  know  how  North  Carolina  is. 
On  the  way  down  here  from  Ohio  I  stopped  by  Salem 
College  to  see  my  sister.  Of  all  the  girls  who  used 
to  go  there  from  Saint  Mary's,  only  Betsy  Casteen 
and  Anne  Dysart  were  left.  Flew  right  over  Ra- 
leigh, but  had  to  keep  going.  .  .  .  Am  working  for  my 
instructor's,  rating  here  in  Miami,  and  as  the  idea 
occurs  to  me,  maybe  I'll  come  to  Raleigh  and  drum 
up  some  students." 

CADET  NURSES  CORPS 

Barbara  Rainey,  '40  (H.  S.),  and  Ann  Stephens,  ex  '45, 
are  both  in  training  as  cadet  nurses  in  Charlottesville, 
Virginia.  A  letter  from  Ann  some  time  ago  stated, 
"Nursing  is  just  wonderful,  and  I  am  so  much  interested 
in  it.  We  have  been  on  the  wards  now  for  only  two  weeks 
and  are  doing  only  bed-making  and  other  menial  jobs 
at  the  present.  However,  we  shall  soon  be  doing  real 
nursing  and  I  am  anxious  to  get  started." 

AMERICAN  RED  CROSS 

Ruth  Loaring  Clark,  '26,  of  Jackson,  Tennessee,  has  re- 
cently returned  home  from  Australia  and  New  Guinea, 
where  she  was  serving  with  the  American  Red  Cross 
Task  Corps. 

Constance  Fagan,  '37,  of  Hillsboro  and  Long  Island, 
New  York,  and  Pela  Plummer  Hundley,  '36,  of  Newport 
News,  Virginia,  are  serving  somewhere  in  Europe  as  staff 
assistants  for  the  Red  Cross. 

Mary  Ferebee  Howard,  '32,  of  Tarboro,  is  with  the  Red 
Cross  on  the  New  Hebrides  Islands. 

Mary  Jane  Yeatman,  '38,  of  Columbia,  Tennessee,  is 
stationed  at  Gadsden,  Alabama.  She  entered  the  Red 
Cross  in  August,  1944. 

1944  CLASS  FUND 

Members  of  the  class  will  be  interested  in  knowing  that 
Virginia  Hart,  class  treasurer,  has  reported  that  thirty- 
seven  of  the  fifty-nine  members  have  contributed  to  the 
fund  so  far  this  year.  This  means  that  she  has  $111  to 
add  to  the  $185  already  on  hand. 

Virginia,  the  two  class  secretaries,  Betty  Edwards  and 
Patty  Weaver;  and  the  class  president,  Betty  Barnes, 
have  agreed  to  invest  this  amount  in  United  States  War 
Bonds  at  the  end  of  the  school  year  and  thereby  help  the 
war  effort  as  well  as  materially  increase  the  class  fund. 

The  class  officers  wish  to  urge  those  of  you  who  have 
not  contributed  to  the  fund  to  do  so  now  so  that  the  class 
will  have  a  one  hundred  per  cent  enrollment  its  first  year. 
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1900 

Mrs.  D.  D.  Taber  (Augusta  P.  Jones)  of  Columbia, 
S.  C.  and  New  York  City,  visited  Mrs.  Cruikshank  (Mar- 
garet Jones,  '96)  at  her  home  on  the  Saint  Mary's  campus, 
January  28-31.  Mrs.  Jones  address  is  281  4th  Avenue, 
■New  York  10,  N.  Y. 

Mrs.  Robert  L.  Bernhardt  (Helen  Crenshaw),  of  Salis- 
bury, is  spending  February  and  March  in  Orlando,  Fla., 
with  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Henrj'  C.  Foss  (Katherine  Bern- 
hardt, '37). 

1903 

Mrs.  W.  L.  Best  (Mabel  Forbes)  and  Mrs.  A.  M.  Mosely 
(Nell  Skinner)  live  in  Greenville. 

1905 

Mrs.  William  H.  Hudson  (Kate  Winslow)  has  been 
spending  some  time  in  Washington,  D.  C,  with  her  daugh- 
ter, Tudie  Hudson  Wilson,  ex  '39,  Lt.  Kenyon  Wilson, 
USNR,  and  their  daughter,  Mary  Tudor. 

1906 

Mrs.  James  Cordon  (Betsy  London)  is  chairman  of  the 
Colonial  Dames  of  Wake  County,  and  treasurer  of  the 
North  Carolina  Art  Society. 

1909 

Mrs.  Carroll  Mann  of  Raleigh  writes,  "As  'Miss  Cribbs' 
I  taught  Expression  and  Physical  Education  at  Saint 
Mary's  from  1904-09.  Four  very  happy  years.  In  1909 
Miss  Katie  suggested  I  be  made  an  honorary  alumna.  It 
was  an  honor  I  still  value  highly." 

1913 

Mrs.  Frank  Dunlap  (Katherine  Mary  Leak)  has  been 
visiting  in  Raleigh  during  the  winter  months.  Her  home 
is  in  Wadesboro  at  411  N.  Washington  Street. 

Mrs.  Duncan  MaeRae  (Rebecca  Kyle)  lives  in  Evans- 
ton,  111.,  at  1824  Sheridan  Rd. 

Mrs.  Carl  Anderson  Korn  (Jennie  Elizabeth  Woodruff) 
lives  in  Woodbury,  N.  J„  at  134  West  Center  Street. 

1915 

CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE:  Arabelle  Thomas  Rog- 
ers, 1816  West  Home  Avenue,  Hartsville,  South  Carolina. 

As  appointed  by  Peggy  Hopkins,  whose  grandmother 
probably  went  to  school  with  us,  I  feel  very  nattered 
when  asked  by  the  young  to  write  up  the  ole  gals  of  the 
Dark  Ages.  This  is  the  best  time  of  the  year  to  catch  up 
with  a  few  of  the  gals  as  Christmas  has  just  passed  and 
the  cards  from  friends  make  Christmas  what  it  always 
is;  no  matter  where  we  are  or  how  different  our  lives 
may  be,  a  Christmas  card  is  like  the  touch  of  a  hand,  and 
you  are  with  your  friend  once  again. 


First  of  all,  our  beloved  Miss  Eleanor  Thomas,  who 
was  our  guiding  star  during  our  most  turbulent  and  most 
happy  Saint  Mary's  days !  Her  address  is  still  Western 
Reserve  University,  Cleveland,  Ohio.  Her  personal  ad- 
dress is  11421  Mayfield  Road,  Cleveland,  Ohio. 

Mrs.  Cruikshank  was  rolling  her  young  son,  Ernest,  Jr., 
around  in  the  baby  carriage  then.  It  is  a  pleasure  to 
drop  in  and  see  her  there  now  when  I,  once  in  a  while, 
go  to  Saint  Mary's. 

And  another  keen  pleasure  when  I  go  back  is  hunting 
up  Ebie  Roberts  Simpson.  She,  as  always,  greets  you 
with  such  a  radiant  smile.  She  rates  an  office  all  her 
own  now,  and  you  have  to  all  but  make  an  appointment 
to  see  her. 

Ann  Mitchell  Clarkson  (Mrs.  J.  S.  H.  Clarkson)  lives 
in  Camden,  S.  O,  has  three  children — two  are  married. 
Has  one  grandchild  and  an  acute  ease  of  "grandmother- 
itis."     Her  only  son  is  in  the  service. 

Pencie  Warren  now  lives  at  3602  Chamberlayne  Ave- 
nue, Richmond,  Va. 

Sarah  Borden  Cobb  (Mrs.  Donald  Cobb)  has  four  chil- 
dren, lives  in  Qoldsboro,  and  her  niece,  Sally  Lee,  is  now 
at  Saint  Mary's. 

Elizabeth  Campbell  Irving  (Mrs.  A.  D.  Irving)  now 
lives  in  Atlanta,  Ga.,  in  the  Ponce  de  Leon  Apartments. 
Her  only  children,  two  sons,  are  in  the  service.  She  has 
a  granddaughter.  Her  niece,  Jane  Campbell,  is  now  at 
Saint  Mary's. 

Ann  Brinley  Maury  (Mrs.  Austin  Maury)  lives  at  Lou- 
ella  Avenue,  Wayne,  Pa.  She  has  two  children,  her  oldest 
being  teen-age. 

Sarah  Bacon  Bell  (Mrs.  Clifton  Bell)  lives  in  Washing- 
ton, D.  O,  at  3900  Connecticut  Avenue,  and  is  as  beautiful 
as  ever. 

Nancy  Woolford  lives  at  Virginia  Apartments,  Suffolk, 
Virginia. 

Lanie  Hales  Swartzell  (Mrs.  Henry  Swartzell)  lives  in 
Wilson  and  Washington,  D.  C. 

Frances  Strong  Stieber  (Mrs.  F.  M.  Stieber)  has  two 
daughters  and  now  lives  at  959  Highland  Avenue,  Pelham 
Manor,  New  York. 

Bessie  Badham  (Mrs.  Herbert  Leary)  lives  in  Edenton. 

Eliza  Skinner  Sosnowski  (Mrs.  John  Sosnowski)  lives 
at  John's  Island,  S.  C.  She  has  two  sons,  one  a  doctor, 
the  other  raising  cabbages. 

Ann  Hodgson  Ragland  (Mrs.  Reuben  Ragland)  lives 
in  Jacksonville,  Florida,  has  two  sons,  one  a  doctor,  the 
other  one  in  the  service. 

Agnes  Barton  Dysart  (Mrs.  John  Dysart)  lives  at  20 
West  Earle  St.,  Greenville,  S.  C.  She  has  a  daughter, 
Ann,  who  graduated  from  Saint  Mary's  last  year  and  is 
now  in  the  junior  class  at  Salem  College. 

Our  three  sons  are  all  in  the  service.  Our  only  daugh- 
ter, Ruth,  is  now  at  Saint  Mary's. 

At  Christmas  time  I  missed  hearing  from  Carol  Collier 
Cobb  (Mrs.  Borden  Cobb),  whose  death  in  1943  was  such 
a  shock  to  her  friends.  I  shall  always  miss  her,  and 
whenever  her  friends  of  Saint  Mary's  get  together  there 
will  be  a  vacancy  that  only  she  could  have  filled. 
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1917 

Annie  Huske  Robinson  is  taking  a  course  in  nursing  at 
the  University  of  North  Carolina.  Her  home  address  is 
308  Clement  Avenue,  Charlotte  -4. 

Mrs.  J.  Marion  Johnston's  (Eleanor  Relyea)  address  is 
8  Newlands  Avenue,  Chevy  Chase,  Md. 

1918 

Mrs.  Richard  Carter  Stokes  (Helen  Laughinghouse) 
has  recently  moved  from  Lynchburg,  Va.,  to  Greenville, 
North  Carolina. 

Margaret  Newsom  Schell  is  employed  by  the  State  De- 
partment of  Education  in  Raleigh.  Her  husband,  Mar- 
shall H.  Schell,  is  the  District  Freight  Agent  for  the 
Southern  Railroad. 

1919 

Mrs.  Paul  A.  Johnston  (Selma  Pishel)  teaches  English 
at  Littleton  High  School.  She  writes,  "I  have  recently 
become  a  grandmother.  My  older  daughter,  Mrs.  Sloan 
Alexander  Rhyne,  Jr.,  has  a  son. 

Carrie  Mclver  Wilkes  is  secretary-treasurer  of  Saint 
Peter's  Church,  Charlotte.  She  writes,  "I  am  one  of  the 
'granddaughters'  of  Saint  Mary's,  my  mother  having  been 
Fannie  Mclver  Lucas;  my  grandmother,  Carrie  Mclver. 
My  mother  died  on  April  14,  1944." 

Mrs.  A.  B.  Stoney  (Mary  Wilson)  is  living  at  the  Sir 
Walter  Hotel  while  her  husband  is  in  Raleigh  witli  the 
State  Legislature.  She  is  president  of  the  Sir  Walter 
Cabinet,  which  is  composed  of  the  wives  of  the  members 
of  the  General  Assembly.  This  cabinet  holds  weekly 
meetings  at  the  hotel  while  the  Legislature  is  in  session. 

Elizabeth  Waddell  Royall's  husband.  Major  William 
A.  Royall,  is  in  France  with  the  American  invasion  forces. 

1920 

Mrs.  B.  C.  Brown  (Ann  Duncan)  lives  at  17">u'  N.  Rhodes 
St.,  Arlington,  Ya. 

1921 

Mrs.  A.  S.  C.  Wadsworth's  (Katherine  Waddell)  new 
address  is  e/o  Commander  Wadsworth,  San  Diego  Naval 
Aii'  Station,  Coronado,  California. 

The  latest  address  for  Mrs.  Calvert  Rogers  Toy  (Field- 
ing Lewis  Douthat)  is  Moore  General  Hospital,  Swan- 
nanoa,  X.  < '. 

1923 

.    Mrs.   Sterling   Hutcheson    (Betsy  Ballon)    is  living  at 
601  Stockley  Gardens,  Apt.  101,  Norfolk  7,  Va. 

Mrs.  Aaron  Jones  York  (Martha  Best),  of  Concord, 
paid  Saint  Mary's  a   return  visit  in  the  fall. 

1924 

Mrs.  Harrell  -I.  Lewis  (Emma  Joyner)  is  teaching  school 
in  Louisburg.     She  has  two  teen-age  sons. 

Mrs.  P.  S.  Allen  i  Annie  Willis  Boddie)  is  living  in 
Louisburg.     She  has  two  children. 

.Mrs.  E.  J.  Davis  (Mattie  King  Hancock)  lives  at  1320 
Boiling  Avenue,  Norfolk.  Va.  Her  husband,  a  com- 
mander in  the  Navy,  is  stationed  there.  The  Davis's  have 
a  daughter,  Laura. 

Mrs.  M.  S.  Clifton  (Anna  Boyd  Wilson)  lives  in  Cali- 
fornia where  her  husband  is  engaged   in  defense  work. 


They  have  a  son  and  a  daughter,  and  their  address  is 
Willow  Springs  Ranch,  Rosamond,  California. 

Mrs.  J.  F.  Newsom  (Annie  Davenport)  lives  in  Roa- 
noke, Va.,  at  315  King  George  Avenue.  The  Newsoms 
have  a  son  and  daughter. 

1925 

We  extend  our  S37mpathy  to  Katharine  Martin  Lawther 
whose  husband,  Major  Francis  Rivers  Lawther,  MCAAF, 
was  killed  in  the  crash  of  an  army  bomber  near  Tucson, 
Arizona,  on  January  20.  Funeral  services  were  held  in 
the  Wilmington  Presbyterian  Church.  Besides  his  wife, 
Major  Lawther  is  survived  by  two  sons,  David  and  Fran- 
cis Rivers,  Jr.  Mrs.  Lawther's  address  is  614  Market 
Street,  Wilmington. 

Ellen  Mellick  Rollins  is  collector  for  the  Hall  of  His- 
tory in  Raleigh.    Her  address  is  12  College  Place,  Raleigh. 

Katherine  Johnson  Watson's  husband.  Col.  William 
Randolph  Watson,  was  awarded  the  Legion  of  Merit  in 
France  recently.  She  lives  in  Raleigh  at  the  Raleigh 
Apartments. 

Mrs.  A.  S.  Rose  (Grace  Duncan)  lives  at  87  Rutledge 
Road,  Belmont  78,  Mass. 

Ariel  Close  is  living  at  home,  Bel  Air,  Md.,  keeping 
house  for  her  father.  Mrs.  Albert  Edmond  Wood  (Helen 
Little)  paid  her  a  short  visit  last  summer. 

1926 

Katherine  Hosmer  lives  at  3  Claremont  Avenue,  Ber- 
nardsville,  N.  J. 

Louise  Joyner  Pulley  and  her  husband,  Rev.  Frank  E. 
Pulley,  are  living  in  the  rectory  at  2110  Grove  Avenue, 
Richmond,  Virginia. 

Mrs.  Sim  Dodd  (Cleave  Shore)  is  Diocesan  Director  of 
the  Church  Periodical  Club,  Diocese  of  South  Florida. 
She  lives  at  312  North  Torrey  Avenue,  Ocala,  Fla. 

Margaret  Lester  Register  has  been  visiting  her  husband 
in  Winston-Salem,  where  he  is  stationed  with  the  Army 
Air  Corps.     Their  home  is  in  Savannah,  Ga. 

Sylbert  Pendleton  has  been  working  for  the  British 
Ministry-  of  War  Transport  in  Washington  since  1941. 
Her  address  is  1524  28th  St.,  N.  W.,  Washington,  D.  C. 

Alice  Lamar  Piatt  is  now  Mrs.  Frank  Stockleberg  and 
her  address  is  Apartado  1715,  Havana,  Cuba. 

1927 

Mrs.  Chester  Robinson  (Frances  Greene)  is  now  visit- 
ing her  parents  in  Ocala,  Fla. 

Frances  Fowlkes  Kennedy  was  married  December  12, 
1936.  Her  husband,  Ed  H.  Kennedy,  is  now  serving  in  the 
naval  reserve  and  she  is  keeping  house  in  Rockingham. 

Mela  Royall  Carraway  and  her  two  children  are  living 
in  Raleigh  at  224  Woodburn  Rd.  while  Colonel  Carraway 
is  serving  in  the  European  Theatre  of  Operations. 

Virginia  Evans  Puller  has  recently  moved  to  New 
River,  where  her  husband,  Colonel  Lewis  Puller,  is  sta- 
tioned with  the  Marines. 

Mrs.  E.  C.  Atkinson,  Jr.  (Margaret  Carlton)  lives  on 
Route  6,  Matthews,  Ky. 

Mrs.  John  G.  Pollard  (Peggy  Clarkson)  lives  in  Somers, 
Virginia. 
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1928 

Mrs.  Jack  Igau  (Dell  Pasteur)  and  her  husband  have 
adopted  a  son  a  few  weeks  old.  They  live  at  Jackson- 
ville Beach,  Florida. 

Katherine  Duff  Powell  has  been  elected  president  of  the 
Raleigh  Junior  League  and  will  take  office  in  May. 

Elizabeth  Piatt,  of  Havana,  Cuba,  is  now  Mrs.  Frank 
Wright,  and  her  address  is  c/o  Royal  Bank  of  Canada, 
Bogata,  Colombia. 

Sara  Falkener  is  working  in  Washington  with  the  State 
Department.  Her  address  is  e/o  Mrs.  E.  A.  Humphrey, 
Apt.  4,  Ordway  Gardens,  2716  Ordway  St.,  N.  W.,  Wash- 
ington 8,  D.  C. 

1929 

Billie  Mellick  Hayden's  husband,  Lt.  Col.  William  S. 
Hayden,  has  been  overseas  since  September,  1942.  He 
is  stationed  in  England,  and  is  head  of  all  material  for 
the  Seventh  Bomber  Command.  Mrs.  Hayden  lives  in 
New  York  and  works  with  the  affiliated  Maey  buyers. 

Mrs.  Peter  Campbell  Hutcheson  (Charlotte  Reid  Hill) 
is  living  in  Havana,  Cuba,  e/o  Royal  Bank  of  Canada, 
Aguior  367. 

1930 

Dorothy  Cilley  Shuford  is  carrying  on  her  husband's 
work  at  the  Conover  Knitting  Company  plants  in  Gonover 
and  Newton  while  he,  Lt.  Adrian  L.  Shuford,  Jr.,  is  on 
duty  in  the  Pacific.    Her  address  is  Box  191,  Newton. 

Mrs.  Donald  Follmer  (Grace  McPhail)  lives  in  Char- 
lotte at  1332  Biltmore  Drive.  She  writes,  "Here's  hoping 
the  fine  plans  for  the  school's  development  will  go  along 
splendidly.  1  shall  be  proud  to  have  my  little  girl  be  a 
Saint  Mary's  alumna,  but  I'll  have  to  wait  a  while,  for 
:    she  isn't  a  year  old  yet.    My  bo.y  is  five." 

Mrs.  James  Palmer  (Sarah  Close)  is  living  in  Reno, 
Nevada,  where  her  husband  is  stationed  with  the  Army. 

1931 

Virginia  E.  Yancey  lives  at  5-C  Garden  Apts.,  Baltimore 
10,  Md. 

Josephine  Symons  is   now  Mrs.  J.  R.   Troth  and  lives 
.    in  College  Park,  Md.,  at  7410  Columbia  Avenue. 

1932 

Mrs.  Hal  Cole  (Lillian  Lucas)  lives  at  28  Grand  Street, 
Gloversville,  N.  Y. 

Sarah  Vann  Peoples  and  her  husband,  Whitmel,  live 
in  Winston-Salem. 

Tempe  Yarborough  Carlton  is  living  in  Charleston,  S. 
C,  where  her  husband,  Lt.  Joseph  Carlton,  is  stationed 
with  the  Navy.     The  Carltons  have  one  daughter. 

Caroline  Mann  Freeze,  her  husband,  and  three  children 
live  at  Randleman,  N.  C,  where  they  have  a  country 
home. 

Mrs.  G.  A.  Rader  (Rosabel  Elliott)  is  living  in  Wash- 
ington, D.  G,  with  her  father,  Col.  C.  B.  Elliott,  at  3900 
Connecticut  Avenue. 

Grace  Bowes  Evins'  husband,  Lt.  (jg)  Tom  Evins, 
USNR,  was  wounded  in  his.  leg  during  a  battle  in  the 
Philippines  and  is  now  resting  at  home  in  Oxford.  The 
Evins'  have  one  son. 


1933 

Nell  Joslin  Styron  and  son,  Charles,  Jr.,  are  living  in 
Columbia,  S.  G,  while  Nell's  husband,  Lt.  Charles  W. 
Styron,  is  stationed  with  the  Navy  Recruiting  and  In- 
duction Division  at  Fort  Jackson,  S.  C.  On  February  11, 
Lt.  Styron  of  the  Naval  Medical  Corps  was  presented  the 
permanent  Presidential  Unit  Citation  and  temporary  cita- 
tions for  the  Silver  Star  and  Bronze  Star  medals  in  recog- 
nition of  his  heroic  service  with  the  Marines  in  the  Pacific. 
This  presentation  was  made  in  Columbia,  S.  G,  in  an 
impressive  Naval  review  and  ceremony  held  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  South  Carolina. 

Jane  Grey  Ohrt  lives  at  502  Pierremont  Road,  Shreve- 
port,  La.  She  writes,  "I'm  daily  expecting  my  husband 
to  return  from  overseas,  and  hoping  he'll  be  here  a  while. 
No  children  or  other  vital  statistics." 

Hallie  Close  Begg  lives  at  52  Oak  Hill  View,  Rochester, 
N.  Y.  Her  husband  is  employed  by  Eastman  Kodak  Com- 
pany. 

1934 

Jane  Miles  Carey  is  living  at  4909  Crowson  Avenue, 
Baltimore  12,  Md. 

Mrs.  Vernon  Giles  (Betty  Moore)  is  president  of  the 
Lynchburg,  Virginia,  Junior  League  for  the  coming  year. 
She  was  chairman  of  the  Women's  Division  of  the  Sixth 
War  Loan  Drive,  and  she  is  a  Nurse's  Aide.  Her  hus- 
band is  a  major  in  the  Army  and  he  is  serving  in  the 
European  Theatre  of  Operations.  Major  and  Mrs.  Giles 
have  two  boys,  aged  six  and  three-. 

Katherine  Harding  Hodges  lives  at  717  West  Main  St., 
Washington,  N.  C. 

1935 

Mrs.  Earl  M.  Weaver  (Tudor  Trotter)  is  living  in  Hous- 
ton, Texas,  at  2127  Tangley  Road. 

Slocumb  Davis  Hollis  has  accepted  a  position  at  Camp- 
bell College. 

1936 

Mrs.  W.  Lunsford  Long,  Jr.  (Rebecca  Williams)  has 
moved  to  2026  Cornell  Road,  Cleveland  6,  Ohio. 

Mrs.  Thomas  Leggett  Moore,  Jr.  (Betty  Redfern),  lives 
near  Baltimore  where  her  husband  works  for  Rustless 
Steel  Company.  Their  address  is  Brooklandville  Post 
Office,  Baltimore  County,  Md. 

Mrs.  Robert  Gray  Morrison  (Ann  Scoggiu)  lives  at  31 
Brookdale  Road,  Newtonville  60,  Mass. 

1937 

Florence  Lytle  Scales  lives  at  Wrightsville  Beach.  She 
has  two  boys,  aged  five  and  three. 

Janet  McConnell  Warner  lives  at  916  Hay  St.,  Fayette- 
ville,  N.  G 

Virginia  Worth  Gonder  is  at  home   in  Elizabeth  City  ■ 
witli   her  five-months-old  daughter.     Her  husband  is  on 
duty  in  the  Pacific. 

Lillian  Small  Idol  is  visiting  her  family  in  Elizabeth 
City. 

Mary  Wood  Winslow,  Ensign,  USNR,  who  is  stationed 
in  New  Orleans,  was  home  on  leave  the  middle  of  Febru- 
ary. When  she  stopped  by  Saint  Mary's,  she  looked  very 
snappy  in  her  Navy  uniform. 
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1938 

CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE:  Becky  Norman  Leager, 
12y2  North  Boylan  Avenue,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

All  you  mothers  know  and  the  rest  of  us  have  a  pretty 
good  idea  that  there's  nothing  like  a  baby  to  consume  a 
body's  time  and  energy.  Our  faithful  and  tireless  class 
secretary  has  asked  for  a  bit  of  relief  in  her  task  of  keep- 
ing up  with  the  class  of  '38 ;  so  a  new  hand  is  writing 
your  class  letter  for  this  issue. 

Indirectly  we  hear  that  Polly  Bates  is  continuing  her 
art  career  in  New  York.  Write  and  tell  us  about  it, 
Polly.  We're  proud  of  you  and  expect  to  receive  invita- 
tions to  an  exhibit  before  long.  Polly,  so  they  say,  is 
living  in  Greenwich  Village — our  only  true  Bohemian. 

Anne  Cox  may  now  be  addressed  as  Lt.  (jg).  We  con- 
gratulate her  on  the  promotion.  She  was  in  Raleigh  a 
few  weeks  ago  to  spend  a  day  or  two  before  continuing 
to  Florida.  Smart  girl — putting  her  leave  to  good  ad- 
vantage by  soaking  up  a  bit  of  Florida  sun  while  the  rest 
of  us  are  shivering. 

Willa  Drew  was  seen  not  long  ago  in  Sarah  Ruark's 
wedding.  She  was  in  the  capacity  of  maid-of-honor,  blue 
satin  and  net  dress,  and  blue  net  Dutch  bonnet,  Willa's 
still  doing  Nurse's  Aide  work,  having  completed  about  a 
year  and  a  half  of  service. 

Betty  Dudley  is  now  Mrs.  Mason  (sorry  we  don't  know 
any  more  of  the  name,  also  no  particulars  of  the  wed- 
ding.) Her  address  is  929  Hickman  Road,  Augusta,  6a. 
Why  doesn't,  some  one  write  her  and  find  out? 

Doris  Goerch  has  completed  one  year  of  making  the 
patients  of  Rex  Hospital,  1st  West,  happy  and  comfort- 
able a  couple  of  nights  every  week.  And  as  one  of 
Raleigh's  most  faithful  nurse's  aides  she  was  recently 
elected  president  of  the  Raleigh  Nurse's  Aide  Associa- 
tion.    Good  work,  Madame  President ! 

Betsy  Hobby  Glenn  (Mrs.  John  A.,  Twin  Castle  Apts., 
Winston-Salem)  is  busy  now  with  Elizabeth  Carol,  a 
member  of  the  younger  generation,  born  January  3,  1945. 
We  haven't  seen  the  baby  yet  and  Betsy  is  too  modest 
or  too  busy  to  brag  about  her  by  mail,  but  according  to 
Grandma  Hobby  the  baby  is  perfection  itself. 

Louise  Jordan  Smith  has,  since  the  last  class  letter  went 
to  press,  acquired  a  little  girl,  who  according  to  Louise's 
letter,  "is  undoubtedly  and  of  course  the  most  beautiful 
that  ever  was  born  and  more  entertainment  than  Bob 
Hope  and  ISing  Crosby,  and  many  times  funnier.  She 
looks  like  Mac  but  may  be  red-headed  if  she  ever  has  any 
hair,  She  is  a  whale,  weighed  over  thirteen  pounds  two 
weeks  ago  and  is  only  three  months  old  now."  Bet  if  we 
could  see  her  we'd  think  that  paragraph  was  an  under- 
statement of  the  baby's  charms.  Louise  is  hoping  for 
Mac's  return  from  Burma  in  six  months.  We  are  too, 
Louise. 

The  last  time  we  saw  Rhea  Hughes  Pender  she  was 
busy  getting  sister  Kathleen  (also  a  Saint  Mary's  gradu- 
ate) married.  She  s;iys  there's  never  a  dull  moment  liv- 
ing witli  sons  Rennie  and  Roy.  She  and  Dow  are  plan- 
ning great  tilings  for  their  attractive  home  and  garden. 
Right  now  it's  fruit  trees.  Glad  you  told  us — we'll  be 
around  to  sample  some  of  that  fruit  in  a  year  or  two, 
Rhea. 


Sarah  McGrady  is  still  to  be  seen  "everywhere  that  is 
anywhere"  in  Raleigh.  She  tells  of  an  interesting  vaca- 
tion trip  to  New  York  City  and  Slingersland,  N.  Y.,  in 
the  early  fall. 

Nancy  Maupin  Neely  and  Charlie  visited  her  mother 
in  Raleigh  recently  for  a  few  days  and  then  took  off  for 
Lake  Mattamuskeet  for  a  little  shooting.  Guess  they  left 
little  Charlie  with  Grandma  as  we  imagine  he'd  scarcely 
be  interested  in  bagging  any  geese, 

Teeny  Montgomery  Poole,  '39,  writes  that  Alexa  McColl 
Pinck's  husband  and  hers  are  on  the  same  ship.  It  seems 
that  they  had  been  together  for  months  before  they  found 
out  their  wives  were  both  from  the  old  Alma  Mater.  Small 
world?  Alexa  is  in  San  Francisco  to  be  with  her  hus- 
band as  much  as  possible. 

Mary  Anne  Koonce  is  seen  around  Raleigh  often  as  she 
gets  home  from  Chapel  Hill,  every  two  or  three  weeks  for 
a  week-end.  All  efforts  to  lure  her  away  from  her  beloved 
job  with  the  University  have  failed,  and  we  can't  say 
we  blame  her  for  loving  it  over  there. 

Jean  Miller  Yeiser  writes  from  New  York  (address: 
Mrs.  Harry  Yeiser,  16805  32nd  Avenue,  Flushing,  New 
York)  that  she  has  made  a  new  discovery,  that  three- 
months-old  babies  require  a  bit  of  time  and  trouble  diaper 
washing.  We  have  a  feeling,  though,  that  she  is  pretty 
well  satisfied  with  her  daughter,  Patricia  Crittenden,  by 
name,  and  we  know  she's  a  darling  if  she's  anything  like 
Mite. 

Becky  Norman  Leager  still  thinks  she's  pretty  lucky  to 
be  in  Raleigh  yet  with  husband  and  house.  Don't  know 
how  long  it  will  last,  but  we  keep  hoping.  Nurse's  Aide 
work  on  Saturday  nights  at  Rex  Hospital  is  the  main 
activity  besides  housekeeping. 

Helen  Page  Gaither  spent  about  three  weeks  in  Raleigh 
with  her  father  recently.  Of  course  she  had  little  Betty 
Page  with  her.  Helen's  husband  is  now  Major  Gaither, 
and  their  new  address  is  Somerville,  N.  J. 

Louise  Partrick  is  in  the  reference  department  of  the 
library  at  Chapel  Hill  as  you  all  know.  But  have  you 
seen  or  heard  of  her  little  house?  Louise  just  loves  it, 
and  why  not?  It  has  one  room  upstairs  and  one  down 
with  a  tiny  annex  which  is  a  kitchen.  The  house  is 
painted  green  and  is  tucked  so  far  back  among  the  trees 
and  vines  that  it  cannot  be  seen  from  the  road  in  the 
summer  time.  Louise  lived  there  with  brother  Hall  until 
Uncle  Sam  called  him  away.  Now  she's  sharing  it  with 
another  girl ;  both  of  them  are  working  for  the  Master's 
degree. 

Sarah  Ruark's  wedding  was  lovely.  She  was  married 
on  February  3  in  Hayes-Barton  Methodist  Church  to  Cap- 
tain Joseph  Calhoun  Moore  of  Clearwater,  Florida.  She 
had  three  attendants  and  her  dress  was  of  white  satin 
with  a  yoke  of  mousseline  embroidered  with  seed  pearls. 
We're  mighty  glad  Captain  Moore  is  stationed  at  Fort 
Bragg  now,  hope  it  will  last. 

Charlotte  Ruffner  Taylor  writes  that  her  address  is 
1207  Kirkman  St.,  Lake  Charles,  Louisiana.  Chuck  is  a 
first  lieutenant  now,  and  Charlotte  thinks  that  life  could 
scarcely  be  better,  husband,  home,  and  baby  are  all  per- 
fect, 
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Anne  Shook  writes  from  Montgomery,  Alabama,  that 
her  younger  brother  was  seriously  wounded  in  action. 
Fortunately  he  seems  to  be  recovering  nicely  and  may 
be  given  a  discharge.  Anne's  family  met  her  in  Birming- 
ham for  Christmas  and  they  had  a  grand  reunion. 

Nancy  Taylor  Spruill  hasn't  been  heard  from  since  last 
summer,  but  at  that  time  she  was  in  Harrellsville  ab- 
sorbed in  making  a  nursery  for  the  small  one. 

Barbara  Thompson  Church  is  continuing  her  duties  in 
the  WAVES  in  Miami,  and  her  husband  is  stationed  in 
Norfolk.  Winifred  Vass  is  keeping  busy  in  her  Junior 
League  work  in  Raleigh.  We  get  a  glimpse  of  her  occa- 
sionally whisking  from  one  thing  to  another.  Betty 
Wright  Dabney  is  still  somewhere  in  Mississippi  with  her 
husband  and  little  girl.  Mary  Jane  Yeatman  is  enjoying 
her  Red  Cross  work  in  Gadsden,  Alabama. 

The  Mary  Gait  Williamson  Memorial  Fund  has  reached 
the  amount  of  $687.25  (including  bonds  at  maturity 
value).  That  is  still  far  below  our  goal  of  $1,000.  No 
doubt  there  are  some  of  you  who  didn't  feel  able  to  con- 
tribute last  summer,  and  there  may  be  others  who  couldn't 
contribute  as  much  as  they  wished.  It's  not  too  late — 
contributions  are  still  welcome.  Just  send  them  to  Saint 
Mary's  and  mark  plainly  that  they  are  for  the  Mary  Gait 
Williamson  Fund.  We  don't  think  $1,000  is  an  impossible 
goal  and  know  that  you  all  earnestly  want  to  see  this 
memorial  to  Mary  Gait  established. 

Most  of  you  will  probably  feel  as  we  do  at  this  point 
in  the  letter,  that  there  is  quite  a  shortage  of  news  from 
members  of  our  class.  Just  keep  on  feeling  that  way  and 
r  let  your  dissatisfaction  bring  on  some  definite  action  on 
your  part.  In  about  two  months,  how  about  writing 
down  any  items  of  interest  about  yourself  on  a  card  and 
shooting  it  in  to  Louise  at  533  Oakridge  Avenue,  Fayette- 
ville.  If  you  save  her  the  chore  of  sending  out  30  or  40 
cards  thrice  a  year  you'll  win  her  undying  gratitude. 
Don't  know  if  Louise  often  has  the  trouble  your  corre- 
spondent had  this  time  or  not,  not  getting  answers  to  the 
cards  sent  out.  But  if  she  does,  I'm  hoping  that  some  of 
you  non-co-operators  will  be  asked  to  pinch-hit  as  I  have 
this  time  and  will  find  out  what  a  struggle  it  is.  So  long. 
Here's  to  more  news  in  the  future. 

1939 

CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE:  Mary  Connally  Coxe 
Berlage,  46  Langdon  Terrace,  Bronxville,  New  York. 

With  apologies  to  Mr.  Gallop,  here  are  some  vital  sta- 
tistics (purely  coincidental)  about  us  which  were  revealed 
in  the  questionnaires  you  so  kindly  (and  promptly) 
answered. 

Out  of  the  fifty-seven  members  fifty-four  received  the 
questionnaire.  The  three  who  did  not  get  them  were 
Elizabeth  Sauvain  Smart,  Sue  Newell  Clarke,  and  Anne 
Flowe  Prcwitt  as  they  were  in  the  Missing  Address  De- 
partment. Of  the  fifty-four  who  got  them,  twenty-seven 
answered  in  time  for  the  deadline.  Of  these,  twenty  are 
married  and  eleven  of  them  prefer  motherhood.  Only 
seven  remain  single  (sounds  better  than  spinster).  The 
main  occupation  was  housewife,  and  the  others  quite 
varied.  We  have  the  following:  teacher,  student,  society 
editor,  secretary,  stenographer,  Deputy  Clerk  of  a  Circuit 


Court,  an  Airlines  Reservationist  and  so  forth.  It  is  in- 
teresting to  note  that  out  of  twenty  husbands  nineteen 
are  in  the  Armed  Services.    And  now  the  news ! 

Helen  Jean  Farmer  attended  Katherine  Gibbs  Secre- 
trial  School  in  New  York,  then  worked  for  a  year  and  a 
half  in  Washington  where  she  says  she  had  "two  wonder- 
ful jobs"  (not  with  the  government),  and  is  at  present 
being  a  lady  of  leisure  at  home  in  Bailey,  N.  C.  She  sees 
a  lot  of  Metta  Phillips  Farmer  and  Anne  Burnett  Town- 
send.  Helen  Jean  thinks  she  will  go  back  to  work  soon, 
although  she  hasn't  decided  just  where  yet. 

Margaret  (Chink)  Ta3'lor  is  keeping  every  one  up  in 
the  air  in  the  Reservation  Department  at  Eastern  Air- 
lines here  in  New  York.  When  I've  posted  this,  I'll  call 
her  up.  If  any  of  you  are  interested  in  flying  around  the 
country,  you  might  ask  Chink  to  help  you. 

Jane  Emerson  is  in  Wilmington  working  for  the  At- 
lantic Coast  Line  Railroad  Company.  She  says  her  life 
is  "very  daily"  and  that  she  has  seen  Lossie  frequently. 

Palmer  Julian  Smith  is  in  Atlanta  and  works  for  the 
Retail  Credit  Company  there.  Is  our  credit  good,  Palmer, 
should  we  need  your  services? 

Elizabeth  Ruffin  has  been  traveling.  She  visited  Irene 
Mitchell  (Mrs.  Beverly  Moore)  in  New  York  only  a  few 
weeks  ago.  She  says  she  saw  Nancy  Brantley  Wilson  in 
Rocky  Mount  last  November,  and  Martha  Ann  Speight 
Watson.  Elizabeth  has  not  only  been  working  for  the 
State  Highway  and  Public  Works  Commission  (as  a 
stenographer)  for  the  past  three  years,  but  has  been  active 
in  the  USO  rolling  bandages  and  has  been  helping  get 
the  local  news  to  service  men  from  her  section.  All  this 
keeps  her  very  busy,  but  after  the  war  she  has  matri- 
monial intentions. 

Mary  Lily  Moore  Arden  has  recently  returned  to  Ra- 
leigh from  Monroe,  Louisiana.  Her  husband,  who  is  a  Lt. 
Navigator-Bombardier,  AAF,  was  stationed  there  until  he 
was  ordered  to  California  for  further  training.  They  are 
expecting  their  first  baby  at  the  end  of  this  month.  Hope 
it's  a  boy ! 

Betsy  Rodwell  Tucker  and  her  little  daughter,  Betty 
(born  February  23,  1943),  are  living  with  her  parents  in 
Warrenton.  Her  husband,  Charles,  is  a  captain  in  the 
Army  and  has  been  overseas  almost  two  years.  Now  he 
is  "somewhere  in  the  South  Pacific."  Betsy  sees  quite  a 
few  of  Saint  Mary's  girls.  In  fact,  she  sees  Helen  Holt 
Morrison  almost  every  day  as  well  as  Kitty  Williams 
Robinson,  '37,  and  Lib  Boyce  Hook,  ex  '40. 

Frances  (Skinny)  Bailes  Johnson  is  temporarily  living 
at  201  Patuxent  Road,  Laurel,  Maryland,  where  her 
"Army  Officer"  husband  is  stationed.  Skinny  says  she 
is  touring  the  country  in  "the  usual  traveling  life  of  a 
usual  army  wife"  fashion.  That's  a  lot  more  territory 
than  most  of  us  can  cover. 

Sarah  Pearson  Sawyer  Phelps.  The  class  extends  its 
profound  and  heartfelt  sympathy  to  Sarah  in  the  great 
loss  of  her  husband  who  has  been  reported  killed  in  action 
while  serving  in  France.  We  appreciated  hearing  from 
her  in  a  time  of  such  sadness.  At  present  Sarah  Pearson 
is  teaching,  and  divides  her  time  between  Windsor  and 
Weldon. 

Frances  Coxe  Humphries  is  quite  busy  taking  care  of 
her  new  house  in  AsheviHe  and  her  little  daughter,  Anita 
Coxe,  who  will  celebrate  her  first  birthday  on  the  26th 
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of  this  month.  Francis  says  that  Anita's  vocabulary  is 
somewhat  limited,  but  that  she  is  quite  adept  at  rolling 
potatoes  on  the  kitchen  floor  and  banging  on  the  piano. 
Tom  is  a  Captain  in  the  Army  Air  Force.  He  was  in  the 
Aleutians  for  over  a  year  and  is  now  stationed  in  Talla- 
hassee, Florida.  We  went  down  for  Christmas  and  had 
a  very  gay  reunion.  Frances  works  for  the  Junior  League 
and  is  an  active  member  of  the  Red  Cross  Motor  Corps. 
Last  summer  she  helped  drive  the  crew  of  the-  famous 
"Memphis  Belle"  when  Asheville  honored  her  local  son, 
Lt.  Col.  Robert  K.  Morgan.  Fran  says  she  saw  Virginia 
(Baggage)  Barker  not  long  ago  when  she  visited  Ashe- 
ville.    Baggage  has  a  defense  job  in  Knoxville. 

Helen  Holt  Morrison  is  living  in  Warrenton  and  spends 
her  time  taking  care  of  John,  Jr.,  and  "waiting  for  the 
war  to  end !"    Aren't  we  all ! 

Helen  went  to  Sarah  Ruark's  wedding  where  she  saw 
lots  of  former  day  students  and  Peggy  Hopkins.  She 
has  been  able  to  give  us  some  excellent  news  of  Ann 
Flowe  Prewitt.  Ann  is  with  her  husband  in  Florida.  He 
is  in  the  Naval  Air  Corps,  and  has  just  returned  from 
England  where  he  spent  a  year.  He  is  now  wearing  a 
medal  for  being  the  first  one  to  successfully  land  a  dis- 
abled plane  and  then  take  off  again.    Congratulations ! 

Mildred  Taylor  Allen  is  with  her  husband  and  two  chil- 
dren, Mildred  Kennon  Taylor  and  Thomas  Henry,  III 
(born  August  17,  1944),  in  Waylyn  Navy  Yard,  South 
Carolina.  Mildred  says  that  her  daughter  is  very  proud 
of  her  new  brother,  helps  her  a  lot  and  "thinks  it's  grand 
that  her  daddy  is  a  'sailor  boy.'  "  Daddy  Allen  is  at 
present  stationed  at  the  U.  S.  Naval  Hospital  in  Charles- 
ton. Mildred  has  seen  Mariana  Hancock  Keuster  and 
Betsy  Rodwell  Tucker. 

Chita  Smith  Gaskin  will  make  you  all  envious  because 
she  stated  that  her  occupation  is  "trying  to  keep  a  maid" 
which  for  this  servantless  era  is  really  something.  Is  it 
an  old  Alabama  custom,  Chita?  She  lives  in  Birmingham 
and  Sewalls  Point,  Jensen,  Florida.  Chita  is  very  proud 
of  the  fact  that  she  and  "Country"  have  been  married 
for  "three  and  a  half  years!"  but  I'll  swap  envies  with 
her  to  even  up  the  maid  score  by  saying  that  Jan  and  I 
celebrated  our  fifth  anniversary  this  past  December  21st! 
She  hasn't  seen  anyone  because  "no  one  ever  wanders 
down  here,"  but  Thomas  Allen,  III,  keeps  her  pretty  busy. 
"Country"  is  in  the  Navy,  Amphibious  branch. 

Marjorie  Wood  Fagan  Davis  is  residing  temporarily 
at  41  Johnson  St.,  New  Bern,  N.  C,  witli  her  family  while 
her  husband,  a  first  lieutenant  in  the  U.  S.  Marines 
(Fighter  Pilot),  is  away.  Marjorie  expects  him  home 
this  summer.  He's  never  seen  Dellwyn  Lewis,  Jr.  (who 
looks  like  him),  born  this  past  December  11,  and  he's 
prepared  to  swim  home  if  necessary.  Sure  hope  he  makes 
it,  Marjorie ! 

Mallie  White  Bonney  is  busy  "drafting  for  Southern 
Bell  Telephone  and  Telegraph  Company"  in  Birmingham 
while  her  husband,  a  doctor  in  the  Army  Medical  Corps, 
is  overseas  caring  for  the  wounded.  Mallie  says  she 
didn't  realize  ln>w  much  she  missed  hearing  about  Saint 
Mary's  till  she  received  a  copy  of  I  In-  Bulletin.  I  hope  this 
edition  will  renew  that  feeling   in   all   "1  us.     Mallie  was 

married  last  April. 


Rose  Martin  Ellison  is  on  her  way  to  San  Francisco  to 
see  her  husband,  a  lieutenant  USNR  Navigator,  Naval 
Air  Transport  Service,  off  to  some  point  in  the  Pacific 
area.  Afterwards  she  will  resume  her  post  as  a  personnel 
classification  analyst,  CAF-9,  Bureau  of  Aeronautics, 
Navy  Department,  Washington,  D.  C. 

Virginia  Allison  Haywood  is  living  in  Richmond  where 
she  serves  as  a  "membership  chairman  for  her  college 
sorority  (Alpha  Phi)."  Jinny's  husband  is  a  captain  in 
the  Medical  Corps,  USAAF,  and  is  flight  surgeon  with  the 
9th  AAF.  In  the  spring  of  1944  she  completed  her  Master 
of  Arts  degree  (History  of  Fine  Arts)  at  Ohio  State 
University  and  during  her  stay  there  was  an  assistant 
instructor.  Nice  work !  Jinny  has  seen  lots  of  us  since 
1939  and  here's  her  list  to  prove  it!  Annie  Webb  Cheshire 
de  la  Vergne,  Peggy  Hopkins,  Miss  Davis,  Sue  Joyner, 
Lucile  Aycock  McKee,  Fiquet  Pate,  Emmy  Lou  Scales, 
Winifred  Vass,  Becky  Barnhill,  Olive  Cruikshank  Foss, 
Doris  Goerch,  Betty  Winborne  Woltz,  Willa  Drew,  Mary 
Olsen,  and  Sarah  Ruark  (at  her  wedding). 

Frances  Fish  Kuhl  is  a  busy  housewife  and  mother. 
Her  daughter,  Marguerite  Barbara,  was  born  on  January 
5,  1943.  Fran's  husband  is  a  Sergeant,  and  is  temporarily 
stationed  at  Camp  Gordon,  Georgia. 

Helen  Valentine  Schwartz  is  living  in  Albany,  N.  Y. 
(221  Ontario  Street).  She  is  a  student  at  New  York  State 
College  for  Teachers  and  is  Head  Resident  of  one  of  the 
dormitories.  In  June,  Helen  will  get  her  M.A.  in  history. 
Her  husband,  a  Captain  in  the  Army,  is  "somewhere  in 
France." 

Martha  Anne  Speight  Watson  is  enjoying  farm  life 
thoroughly  in  a  seventy-five-year-old  house  which,  she 
says,  has  all  the  modern  conveniences  despite  its  age. 
She  and  her  husband  spend  their  spare  time  collecting 
antiques  for  the  postwar  house  they're  going  to  build. 

Harriet  Corbitt  is  just  the  girl  for  those  of  you  who 
are  tired  of  living  alone  and  not  liking  it  to  see.  Harriet 
is  deputy  clerk  for  the  Circuit  Court  of  Nansemond 
County,  Suffolk,  Virginia,  and  has  offered  to  issue  you 
your  marriage  license.  Her  only  condition  is  "don't  all 
rush  at  once,"  so  please  bear  this  in  mind. 

Aylett  Putney  Hackney  has  been  writing  the  society 
column  for  one  of  the  Lake  City,  Florida,  weekly  news- 
papers for  the  past  two  years.  (If  we  all  come  to  visit 
you,  Put,  will  yon  put  us  in  print?)  Her  husband  is  in 
the  Coast  Guard  and  is  en  route  to  sea  (see?).  Her 
mother  is  living  with  her  "for  the  duration  and  six 
months."  Put  is  expecting  Jinny  Allison  Haywood  to 
pay  her  a  long  visit  if  and  when  her  sorority  sends  her 
to  Florida. 

Hazel  Williams  Wright  spends  her  time  at  home  in 
Meridian,  Mississippi,  and  at  21  Thomas  Avenue,  Mont- 
gomery, Alabama.  She  recalls  the  good  old  days  at 
Saint  Mary's  when  she  didn't  have  to  worry  about  house- 
keeping or  taking  care  of  one  Robert  Franklin,  Jr.  Hazel 
says  that  Jr.  is  a  little  over  a  year  old  and  "very  smart," 
but  for  us  to  please  remember  that  she's  "only  his  moth- 
er." Hazel's  husband  is  a  Lieutenant  (finance  officer) 
and  received  his  commission  at  Duke,  so  they  spent  some- 
thing like  a  month  there.  Now  he  is  at  Maxwell  Field. 
Sally  Wright  visited  Hazel  last  November,  and  they  had 
a  field  day  talking  about  Saint  Mary's  when! 
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Anne  Rust  Middleton  lives  in  Fairfax,  Virginia,  with 
her  daughter,  Eleanor  Hart,  bom  December  28,  1943. 
Eleanor  does  so  much  that  Anne  says  it  would  take  reams 
of  paper  to  write  about  her.  It  is  most  regrettable  that 
Anne's  husband  (captain  in  the  Army  Air  Forces)  has 
been  reported  missing  in  action  over  Holland  since  Sep- 
tember 23,  1944.  We  all  hope  that  he  will  be  heard  from 
soon.  Anne  is  making  hand-made  batiste  blouses  for  the 
New  York  market.  Tell  us  where  we  can  buy  them  or 
may  we  place  our  orders  with  you  direct? 

Lossie  Taylor  Noell  should  be  enjoying  a  reunion  with 
her  husband,  Ted,  by  the  time  this  reaches  you.  She  has 
been  expecting  him  back  from  sea  duty  all  month  and  was 
much  too  excited  to  write  this  letter.  Lossie  wrote  me 
a  short  note  a  while  ago  and  said  she  heard  about  Betty 
Chapman's  marriage  to  Sam  Means  and  that  Florence 
Withers  was  matron  of  honor.  Lossie  didn't  say  anything 
about  her  Douglas,  but  she's  a  bonnie  lass  from  the  snap- 
shots I  last  saw. 

Margaret  D.  (Peggy)  Hopkins  is  working  hard  as  our 
alumnae  secretary  at  Saint  Mary's.  She  insists  her  life 
is  unglamorous  because  the  war  has  taken  the  "glamour 
out  of  most  everything,"  but  be  that  as  it  may,  Peggy 
also  has  charge  of  second  floor  West  Rock  and  is  Miss 
Davis'  chief  assistant.  Peggy  has  seen  lots  of  the  Saint 
Mary's  girls — past  as  well  as  present.  She  reports  that 
Terry  Anderson  Benton  has  a  brand  new  daughter  (born 
December  1)  and  that  her  husband  is  a  Major.  Tudie 
Hudson  Wilson  also  has  a  new  daughter.  Peggy  said 
that  all  of  us  would  be  sorry  to  hear  that  Frances  War- 
ren's father  died  in  January.  Jane  LeGrand  has  a  job 
in  Wilmington. 

Since  Miss  "Hurry  Upkins"  Hopkins  gave  me  today  as 
the  deadline  for  this  epistle,  I  could  not  wait  for  all  the 
questionnaires  to  reach  me.  I  do  appreciate  your  kind- 
ness and  promptness  in  answering,  and  I  do  thank  all  of 
you  who  added  a  personal  note  or  postscript. 

Letty  Lassiter  Wilder,  '35,  and  her  husband  live  in 
Forest  Hills.  Lynn  is  a  Lieutenant  in  the  Navy  and  is 
stationed  in  New  York.  They  have  been  over  several 
times  to  visit  us,  and  their  son,  Benjamin,  is  a  healthy 
and  husky  young  man.  Letty  is  writing  short  stories 
which  she  hopes  to  have  published  in  some  of  the  popular 
magazines.  Maybe  some  of  them  are  already  in  print, 
but  Letty  didn't  tell  me  her  pen  name ! 

Miss  Lalor  comes  to  see  us  ou  her  way  to  and  from 
her  Maine  haven.  We  have  a  grand  time  talking  about 
Saint  Mary's,  and  I  always  look  forward  to  seeing  her. 
I  cannot  persuade  her  to  stay  long  because  there's  some- 
thing Maine's  got  that  I  haven't ! 

I  hope  that  if  ever  any  of  you  are  in  New  York  that 
you'll  give  me  a  ring  or  come  out  to  Bronxville.  Jan  is 
an  importer-exporter,  but  when  he's  home,  I~~put  him  to 
work  helping  me.  While  I've  been  writing  this,  he's  been 
putting  the  laundry  in  the  machine  (and  that's  no  soap), 
so  he  doesn't  consider  himself  so  lucky.  Jan  Coxe  will 
be  four  years  old  next  month,  so  it  won't  be  long  now 
before  he  graduates  from  nursery  school.  He  told  me 
the  other  dajr  that  the  "Bells  of  Saint  Mary's  were  ring- 
ing, so  I  guess  that's  the  gong." 

Thanks  again  for  your  help.  I  hope  I'll  hear  from  you 
again  soon. 


1940 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Ann  Christian,  210  Spencer 
Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

It  really  is  wonderful  to  hear  from  you  girls  again. 
Some  of  you  write  you  have  not  seen  a  belle  of  the 
"forties"  since  graduation.  Hate  to  think  we  have  drifted 
this  far  apart  in  our  first  five  years.  Something  should 
be  done  about  it,  and  I  suggest  a  reunion  this  spring. 

Now  to  get  down  to  the  facts.  As  you  know,  every 
class  letter  reveals  drastic  changes  in  the  status  of  our 
crowd.  I  caught  Cornelia  Clark  in  the  midst  of  wedding 
plans  and  parties.  Dick  (remember,  Sigma  Nu)  has  come 
home  after  being  away  two  and  a  half  years.  Trotter 
writes  she  received  an  invitation  to  Sara  Bell's  wedding 
in  Duke  Chapel.  The  groom  is  Dr.  Kearne  Reid  Thomp- 
son. Sorry,  I  don't  know  the  details.  Congratulations 
and  best  wishes ! 

Hats  off  to  our  mothers.  May  Helen's  dear  wee  one, 
Marcia,  is  now  nine  months  old.  I  saw  the  baby  last  sum- 
mer. Jack,  who  is  a  Lieutenant  and  in  the  Pacific  again 
now,  became  acquainted  with  his  daughter  in  July.  Have 
you  heard  about  M.  H.'s  fall?  It  sounds  as  though  she 
were  contemplating  joining  the  paratroopers.  She  came 
out  with  only  a  broken  arm  after  falling  from  a  third- 
story  window. 

Have  the  low-down  ou  Trotter.  As  of  1945  she  is  a 
loan  and  discount  teller  in  a  La  Grange  bank.  In  addition 
to  working  six  days  a  week,  she  is  teaching'  Sunday 
school.  Wish  I  could  hear  her  low  bass  voice  which  she 
says  is  a  result  of  cheerleading  for  "Vandy."  She  was 
in  the  lead  again — this  time  as  the  cotillion  representa- 
tive to  the  Macon  premier  of  "God  Is  My  Co-Pilot." 

I  hear  Booker  is  honeymooning  it  again  now  that  her 
husband  is  back  from  overseas.  He  is  in  Charleston  where 
he  is  stationed  at  the  Navy  Yard.  Guess  she  sees  Agnes 
Hayes  who  is  a  WAVE  officer  down  there. 

Elsie  Broocks  Markham  is  back  in  Durham  after  a  few 
weeks  in  Florida  with  her  husband  who  has  gone  over- 
seas. Bunny  Bunn  Hunter  is  now  a  settled  housewife  in 
Henderson. 

As  for  the  rest  of  us  spinters :  Hill  is  still  the  executive 
in  Winston  and  is  dividing  her  spare  time  between  can- 
teen work  and  work  for  underprivileged  girls  at  the  Y. 
Guy  Boyd  is  the  high  school  librarian  in  Roanoke  Rapids. 
Stanley  Bernard  is  working  for  the  War  Department  in 
Washington. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Nash  writes  she  is  doing  personnel 
work  for  the  War  Department  in  the  Pentagon  at  the 
Capital.  She  says  so  many  people  from  North  Carolina 
drop  by,  including  Mary  Stanley  and  Bertha  Cochran 
Wright.  I  understand  the  Wrights  are  dividing  their 
time  between  Florida  and  Kentucky,  his  home. 

"Butcher"  is  holding  down  the  home  front  in  a  U.  S. 
District  Court  clerk's  office  in  Richmond  while  Ned,  a 
Navy  lieutenant,  is  in  the  Philippines.  She  says  Jean 
Betts  Wiltshire's  little  girl,  Jean  Gray,  better  known  as 
Gray,  is  darling.  I  saw  Betts  last  summer.  She  was 
keeping  house  for  the  daughter  and  her  father  while 
Dick  was  overseas. 

I  didn't  hear  a  thing  from  the  Rocky  Mount  girls.  Jack 
has  a  secretarial  job  there.     Saw  Charlotte  for  a  few 
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minutes  back  in  November.  I  hear  Myra  Blount  and 
Charlotte  Miller  Park  are  expecting.  Is  there  something 
I  should  know? 

Had  a  marvelous  letter  from  "Wili"  Douthat.  Suppose 
you  know  she  is  building  up  morale  with  the  Bed  Cross 
at  Fort  McClellan,  Alabama.  She  is  only  a  short  distance 
from  "Cuddie"  Harris  Edwards'  home,  which  charms  her. 
"Cuddie,"  from  all  accounts,  is  an  enchanting  hostess 
and  a  superb  cook.  "Wili"  has  a  full-time  part  in  the 
role  of  "hostess,  nursemaid,  top  sergeant,  psychologist, 
producer,  movie  projectionist,  publicity  agent,  sister, 
mother,  sweetheart  and  Dorothy  Dix." 

No  news  of  Erwin.  Gertrude  Carter  is  drafting  for 
General  Electric  Company  in  Baltimore.  I  hear  it  is  a 
toss-up  as  to  which  her  boss  approves  of  more  highly — 
her  work  or  her! 

I  have  just  about  picked  the  carcass  of  news.  Some 
are  in  the  midst  of  having  families  or  getting  married, 
but  I  am  in  the  midst  of  EXAMS.  To  clarify  my  address 
and  a  few  minor  details,  I  must  tell  you  I  have  been  in 
Chapel  Hill  since  last  June  beating  my  head  against  the 
wall  of  knowledge.  I  am  planning  to  graduate  in  No- 
vember in  accounting.  From  then  on  there  is  no  telling — 
guess  I  will  add  CPA  to  my  name  instead  of  Mrs.,  for 
the  duration,  anyway! 

Know  all  of  you  have  heard  the  wonderful  plans  for 
postwar  Saint  Mary's.  Hope  you  have  not  forgotten  your 
contributions.  Let's  get  them  in  as  soon  as  possible. 
What  do  you  think  of  the  idea  of  a  reunion,  perhaps  the 
week-end  before  graduation?  Thanks  so  much  for  the 
letters ;  but  please,  please  let  us  hear  from  the  rest  of 
you.    We  want  to  know  what  the  score  is. 

What  say  we  write  to  otir  girls  in  the  service.  Here 
are  a  few  addresses :  Mary  Willis  Douthat,  ARC  Regional 
Hospital,  Fort  McClellan,  Alabama;  Agnes  Hayes,  Lt. 
(jg),  USNR,  4  Gibbe  St.,  Charleston  2,  S.  C;  Tibbie 
Tucker,  Ensign,  USNR,  10:17  39th  St.,  N.  W.,  Washing- 
ton, D.  C. 

1941 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Margaret  Gold  Swindell,  Wil- 
son, N.  C. 

I  know  you  will  hardly  believe  it,  but  this  time  I  actu- 
ally became  ambitious  'n  sent  out  post  cards  to  some  of  ye 
olde  '41  alumnuae  to  gather  a  wee  bit  of  class  dirt.  The 
shock  of  this  sudden  energy  was  almost  too  much  for  me, 
but  it  surely  did  bring  results.  Right  here  I  want  to  take 
time  out,  too,  to  thank  all  of  you  gals  for  responding  to 
my  call  so  nicely,  for  without  you  this  letter  would  have 
been  absolutely  nil,  and  I  do  mean  nil. 

Had  a  nice  letter  from  Anne  Davis.  She  says  Mary 
Boylan  is  selling  war  bonds  in  Bonwit  Teller.  Edla 
Walker  is  still  in  Elizabeth  City,  but  took  time  out  from 
activities  to  be  in  Anne  Louise  Nixon's  wedding  in  Janu- 
ary. Stranger  Collins  Williams  and  son  Frank  are  back 
home  in  Hillsboro  while  Poppa  Frank  is  in  Italy.  Also 
hear  Betty  Wales  Silver  is  keeping  the  home  fires  burn- 
ing while  hub  Charlie  is  overseas. 

Margaret  Little  Blount  had  lots  of  news  to  tell  me. 
She  recently  went  to  Henderson  to  be  maid-of-honor  in 
Biz  Toepleman's  wedding  to  Lt.  Albert  Borden,  USNR, 
and  from  all  accounts  it  was  quite  a  lovely  affair.  Says 
she  saw  Marie  Walters  Colton  in  Norfolk  a  while  back. 


Seems  that  Marie  was  just  one  big  grin  as  her  husband 
had  just  returned  from  overseas.  Since  then  I  think  they 
have  been  transferred  to  Pensacola,  Fla. 

Boy,  we  have  got  more  ambition  popping  out  in  our 
class.  Winny  Rosenbaum  is  teaching  school  in  Tarboro 
while  waiting  to  go  into  the  Red  Cross.  Think  that's 
wonderful,  Win.  Sure  am  sorry  to  hear  Gray  Woodard 
was  down  with  rheumatic  fever.  Hope  she  is  better  now. 
Blount  also  said  Carolyn  West  is  busy  with  Red  Cross 
work  while  Amine  is  working  in  a  bank  in  Kinston.  Mar- 
garet Tull  and  Myrt  Harvey,  the  lucky  stiffs,  are  in 
Florida  for  a  month.  Speaking  of  New  York,  or  was  I?, 
I  hear  Octavia  McRae  is  working  as  a  private  secretary 
in  the  big  city. 

Sure  do  thank  Stucky  for  that  grand  letter.  She  was 
really  the  inspiration  of  my  sending-  the  cards  out.  I 
hadn't  heard  from  the  old  girl  in  ages  and  it  was  quite 
a  pleasant  surprise.  Believe  it  or  not,  but  it  is  now  "Miss 
Stucky,"  as  she  saj's  she  is  teaching  school  in  Florida. 
Somehow  I  never  thought  of  that,  but  I  bet  she  is  a  good 
one.  Wouldn't  it  be  fun  to  see  one  of  her  classes  as  Mr. 
Moore  dropped  in  one  day  to  observe  ?  Glad  the  Florida 
hurricane  didn't  blow  her  away.  She  said  it  was  a 
"wow."  She  also  told  me  Mary  Chambers  was  teaching 
in  Marion,  and  between  trips  to  New  York  with  Stucky, 
was  in  Dot  Burin's  wedding.  Anna  Jean  Rodgers  Han- 
son's (boy,  that's  a  long  one)  lieutenant  husband  is  over- 
seas now  flying  a  B-17.  Mildred  Gill  (Business)  is  work- 
ing at  home  in  Charlotte  these  days  waiting  for  that 
certain  marine  to  return. 

Sue  Harwood  took  time  out  from  meeting  deadlines 
(Greensboro  News)  to  drop  me  a  line  or  two.  Says  Mary 
Swan  Dodson  and  husband,  Mae,  have  a  7-lb.  8  oz.  son, 
John  Malcolm  Nisbet,  Jr.,  but  since  that  was  January  6, 
he  is  probably  crawling  by  now.  You  know  these  modern 
vitamin  pills.  .  .  .  Also  hear  Bettie  Vann  is  working  hard 
at  WCUNC  these  days. 

Hats  off  to  Meredith  Wilkinson.  In  her  letter,  Newell 
wrote  that  Meredith  had  a  Master's,  or  was  working  on 
.one  at  Columbia.  Seems  that  she  is  quite  the  New  Yorker 
these  days.  Margie  Shugart  Denneky,  ex  '40,  is  now  with 
her  husband  in  O'Humwa,  Iowa.  Newell  also  said  she 
had  gotten  an  announcement  from  Chris  Hatfield  and 
Bob ;  congratulations !  Martha  says  she  is  crazy  about 
her  work  as  assistant  director  in  the  dramatic  depart- 
ment at  Saint  Catherine's. 

Jean  Meredith  said  she  was  afraid  she  didn't  know  any 
news,  but  that  she  had  been  working  in  an  office  in  a  store 
in  Laurenceville.  Also  said  she  spent  a  week-end  at  Char- 
lottesville with  Margaret  Stuart  Whittle. 

Had  a  grand  long  letter  from  Ann  Seeley  Davey.  She 
says,  "Nancy  McKinley  has  a  fine  son  named  Gerald 
James  Clarke,  Jr.,  and  she  has  sent  me  some  pictures  of 
him  and  he  is  a  prize.  Nancy  says  she  is  completely  do- 
mesticated, that  her  husband,  an  RCAF  pilot,  is  well  (at 
least  that  was  true  at  Christinas).  She  says  she  doesn't 
get  around  to  doing  much  piano  playing  because  Jerry 
keeps  climbing  up  on  the  piano  stool.  Says  Nancy,  'He 
is  a  live  Gremlin.'  He  must  be  Hearing  two  years  by  now, 
but.  that  may  be  rushing  things." 

Janice  Fitzgerald  is  teaching  music  at  Saint  Mary's 
and  from  what  I  hear  is  doing  a  fine  job.     Janice  was 


28 


March,  1945 


over  to  spend  a  short  week-end  not  so  long  ago  and  we 
had  a  grandiose  old  time  catching  up  on  all  the  class 
news. 

Ann  said  she  bumped  into  Mary  Taylor  on  the  street 
the  other  day;  haven't  heard  from  Mary  in  a  long  time. 
I  see  Elvira  has  joined  the  list  of  engaged  girls.  I  think 
the  news  is  wonderful,  Vi ! 

Claiborne  is  still  working  in  New  York.  That,  seems 
to  be  the  city  of  many  attractions.  Ann  also  said,  "Don't 
know  that  news  of  people  outside  our  class  would  help. 
But,  anyway,  Gertrude  Carter  is  drafting  at  Glenn  L. 
Martin  in  Baltimore  and  so  is  Erwin  Gant  (only  maybe 
she  isn't  drafting,  but  she  is  there).  Mary  Willis  Douthat 
is  with  the  Red  Cross  at  the  regional  hospital,  Port  Mc- 
Clellan,  Ala. ;  she  is  recreation  worker  and  has  charge  of 
the  psychoneurotic  ward,  a  job  she  can  have  my  share 
of  any  day.  I  saw  her  just  before  Christmas  and  she 
looks  grand.  Olivia  Anne  Smith  is  in  New  York.  Sarah 
Sutton  Tomlinson  has  returned  to  Raleigh  now  that  her 
Marine  captain  husband  has  returned  to  the  South  Pa- 
cific. Sarah  Hardison  Hoch  is  also  in  Raleigh,  working 
for  her  dad  and  awaiting  the  return  of  her  paratrooper 
husband  who  is  somewhere  on  the  Western  Front." 

Also  had  the  nicest  letter  from  Dot  Harris,  '41.  'Tis 
as  follows : 

"Dear  Margaret : 

"I  got  my  copy  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Bulletin  today  and 
while  it's  still  on  my  mind,  I  wanted  to  drop  jrou  a  line 
about  some  'daily  doings'  of  some  of  the  old  Saint  Mary's 
girls. 

"Marion  Thomas,  '44,  is  now  in  Hattiesburg,  Miss.,  liv- 
ing with  her  family  while  her  father  is  in  the  Army.  She 
is  working  at  the  USO  there.  Martha  Right,  ex  '42,  is 
going  to  school  at  William  and  Mary  in  Norfolk.  Cora 
Lucas,  '43,  is  working  in  Greensboro.  'Bek'  Tinsley,  '41 
(H.  S.),  is  working  in  New  York.  Polly  Lindsay,  '42,  is 
teaching  at  Arthur  Murray's  in  Washington.  Mildred 
Cleveland  is  teaching  music  at  Pauline,  S.  C.  Mamie 
Burnett  Willard  is  working  in  Spartanburg  while  Clar- 
ence is  overseas.  Betty  Harris  Byrd,  ex  '41,  has  a  son, 
born  October  24,  Hal  Byrd,  Jr.  She  and  Hal,  Sr.,  are 
stationed  at  Indiantown  Gap,  Pa. 

"As  for  me,  I  am  finishing  Converse  College  here  in 
June,  and  am  hoping  by  that  time  Captain  Ralph  C.  Ap- 
pleby, U.  S.  Army,  of  Eldon,  Iowa,  will  be  home  from 
Europe.  Our  engagement  was  announced  recently.  Will 
let  you  know  any  more  news  I  hear. 

Dot  Harris,  '41  (II.  S.)." 

Helen  Ford  Taylor  is  really  the  mother  and  wife  these 
days.  She  writes  from  Savannah  where  Claude  is  sta- 
tioned. She  says  her  daughter,  "Packie,"  is  walking  now 
and  has  twelve  teeth.  Also  says  she's  doing  a  lot  of  cook- 
ing too. 

Jinny  is  still  with  husband,  Tommy  Ellis,  at  Coronado, 
California.  Gale  Lamb  announced  her  engagement  re- 
cently and  has  the  big  date  set  for  March  6. 

Tassie's  baby,  Jimmy  Dempsey,  III,  is  just  darling  and 
quite  the  boy. 

Yours  truly  must  sign  off  now.  Thanks  a  million,  girls, 
for  writing,  and  the  rest  of  you  please  drop  me  a  line. 


1942 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Allie  Bell,  :J24  Lamont  Drive, 
Decatur,  Georgia. 

In  the  spring  this  young  girl's  fancy  seriously  turns 
to  thoughts  of  the  Bulletin  deadline,  and  news  about  you 
all! 

Hitting  the  headlines  are  three  riders  on  the  Washing- 
ton Merry-go-Round,  Jean  Lyon,  Polly  Lindsaj'  and 
Peggy  Beale,  all  of  whom  are  giving  the'capitol  three 
careers  to  remember.  A  wild  letter  found  its  way  to  me 
from  one  of  their  Saint  Mary's  reunions  in  Polly's  apart- 
ment (2440  16th  St.,  N.  W.).  Polly  is  teaching  others 
how  to  trip  the  light  fantastic  at  none  other  than  Arthur 
Murray's  studio.  Looks  as  though  those  Saturday  night 
girl-breaks  served  a  fine  purpose. 

Peggy,  who  is  finding  Washington  almost  as  good  as 
Boston  on  week-ends,  is  secretarying  at  the  Johns  Hop- 
kins Laboratory  in  Silver  Springs,  Maryland,  just  north 
of  the  D.  C.  border. 

Jean  is  one  of  Uncle  Sam's  girls,  and  loves  her  work 
as  classification  analyst  and  interviewer.  None  of  the 
rumored  girl-man  ratios  seem  to  worry  our  gadabouts 
at  all. 

Shooting  up  among  the  land  of  skyscrapers,  theaters 
and  night  clubs  (in  little  ole  New  York)  we  find  at  64 
East  78th  St.  an  apartment  full  of  familiar  faces — those 
of  Mildred,  Ruth,  Jean,  and  Olivia  Anne.  Prom  all  ac- 
counts of  their  constant  wonderful  parties  and  visits  they 
don't  have  very  much  time  for  those  big  careers  also  on 
hand. 

Jean  is  a  reservationist  for  American  Airlines ;  Mildred 
is  a  reservationist  for  Eastern  Airlines,  Ruth  is  working 
in  the  editorial  department  of  Current  History  magazine, 
and  0.  A.  has  a  job  with  Ontdoor  Advertising,  Inc. 

And  now  to  a  few  bits  gathered  from  the  grapevine : 
Betty  Willeox  is  in  Norfolk  working  at  a  Nursery  School. 
Ellen  is  at  home  in  Norfolk  when  she  isn't  running  up  to 
New  York  or  up  to  Penn  State  for  med  school  dances  with 
Junior.  Betty  Walters  has  also  been  partying  up  in  New 
York.  Cecelia  has  a  "whiz  of  a  job"  with  the  TVA  in 
Chattanooga.  Peeny  (Mrs.  Green)  is  in  Boca  Raton,  Pla., 
with  Yank.  Rena  Graham  is  still  in  Richmond,  but  is 
getting  ready  to  enter  the  career  world.  Mildred  Cleve- 
land is  teaching  piano  lessons  in  the  public  schools  in 
Spartanburg.  Marion  McLeod  is  now  in  Charleston  doing 
welfare  work.  Doe  Pagg  is  graduating  in  June  from 
Sweet  Briar.  Elise  Marshall,  who  was  in  high  school 
when  we  were  Juniors,  is  in  Decatur  at  Agnes  Scott  Col- 
lege. Carol  and  Dan  are  still  in  Louisville  and  see  lots  of 
Miukie  and  Harry.  Carol  is  taking  a  business  course  and 
plans  to  get  a  job. 

Kay  in  Atlanta  is  working  hard  with  her  girl  scouts, 
but  we  find  lots  of  time  to  see  each  other  and  talk  over 
what  all  of  you  are  doing.  However,  since  all  of  the  '42ers 
seem  headed  toward  Yankeelaud,  it's  going  to  take  lots 
of  post  cards  from  each  nub  to  keep  the  grapevine  func- 
tioning ! 
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1943 

CLASS  SECRETARY :  Daphne  Richardson,  210  Alder- 
man Hall,  UNC,  Chapel  Hill. 

My  most  humble  apologies  to  all  of  you  for  neglecting 
us  in  the  last  issue  of  the  Bulletin.  Will  try  my  best  to 
make  it  up  to  you  this  time  though. 

January  13  was  quite  a  day  in  the  lives  of  three  lucky 
gals.  Pauline  McNeny  said  "I  do,"  and  became  the  wife 
of  Robert  Ligon  Johnson  (better  remembered  as  Bobby). 
The  wedding  took  place  in  Henderson,  of  course ;  Anne 
Dickson,  Mary  Ann  Cooper,  and  Sarah  Dawson  were 
bridesmaids.  June  Bourne  Long,  Mary  Ann  Dixon,  Lib 
Hackney,  Meg  Stone,  and  "Moe"  Robinson  were  there  in 
full  force  as  guests.  The  greatest  surprise  of  the  week- 
end was  Sarah  Dawson  proudly  wearing  a  beautiful  dia- 
mond— yes,  she  and  Johnny  Davis  are  engaged ! 

Up  in  Washington,  D.  C,  another  wedding  took  place 
on  the  same  eventful  night.  Sally  Tucker  and  Prank 
Wideman  became  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jane  Wideman  who,  in- 
cidental!}', is  here  in  school,  and  Sally's  sister  were  at- 
tendants. 

More  surprises  and  delightful  news!  Mary  Burns  is 
engaged,  and  to  the  most  attractive  man!  His  name? 
Captain  John  Detgen  of  Utica,  New  York.  He's  overseas 
right  now — as  soon  as  he  returns  there'll  be  a  big  wed- 
ding in  Payetteville.  Speaking  of  Fayetteville,  Mrs.  S. 
A.  Gibson,  Jr.  (Betty  McKay),  is  the  proud  mother  of  a 
month-old  daughter,  Elizabeth  Roycroft  Gibson. 

Nell  Rousseau  is  now  Mrs.  Ruffin  Bailey;  she  and  her 
man  are  living  in  Memphis,  Tenn.,  at  present.  Betty 
Miehaux  is  wearing  a  pin  now ;  it  belongs  to  Kemp  Reese. . 
According  to  rumor,  Virginia  Olive  is  engaged  to  "Dog," 
and  Mary  Thomas  is  pinned  to  "Murk." 

Congratulations  to  all  of  you ! 

Here's  some  news  about  some  working  gals :  Cora  Lucas 
is  working  in  Greensboro  as  secretary  to  Mr.  Romeo 
Guess.  Sounds  interesting,  doesn't  it?  Penny  Glenn,  the 
smart  thing,  has  a  kindergarten  of  her  own  and  is  having 
a  wonderful  time  with  the  li'l  kiddies.  Lib  Royall  is 
working  for  the  Goldsboro  Health  Department  as  U.  D. 
Secretary. 

Last,  but  please,  not  least,  come  the  school  gals.  Lillian 
Bellamy  is  still  at  Finch  in  New  York.  We,  here  at  Caro- 
lina, are  not  complaining.  "We  work  hard  trying  to  get 
educated,  but  sometimes  wonder  if  we're  succeeding. 

"Brooksie,"  true  to  form,  is  making  quite  a  name  for 
herself  in  literary  circles.  She  wrote  a  play  which  was 
awarded  highesl  honors  in  a  campus-wide  contest.  It 
will  be  presented  by  the  Carolina  Playmakers  soon.  Henny 
and  Dodie  have  taken  the  "Better  Foreign  Relations" 
program  seriously.  They  work  every  Wednesday,  Satur- 
day and  Sunday.  Doing  what?  Dating  two  French 
cadets! 

It's  been  fun  rambling  on.  However,  it  must  cease 
'cause  exams  are  just  around  the  corner  and  I  need  to 
study.  Please  write  me  any  little  bit  of  news  that  you 
hear  from  time  to  time,  will  you,  please? 
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CLASS  SECRETARY:  Betty  Edwards,  213  Spencer 
Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

It  seems  that  ever)'  time  I  get  ready  to  write  one  of 
these  letters,  exams  are  looming  just  ahead  of  me  and 
I'm  not  really  at  my  best.  I  am  forced  to  confess  that 
I  know  very  little  news,  but  I  promise  to  do  better  next 
time  if  you'll  bear  with  me. 

Peggy  Cates  came  over  one  week-end  after  Christmas 
and  told  us  about  Amy  Warner's  coming  wedding.  She 
was  married  some  time  last  month  to  Cpl.  Curtis  K.  Acton. 
Also  on  the  married  list  now  is  Cornelia  Knott  who  mar- 
ried John  Parker  in  December.  I  saw  Lena  Grantham 
after  the  wedding  and  she  said  there  were  lots  of  Saint 
Mary's  people  there.  The  last  I  heard  was  that  they  were 
living  in  Durham. 

I  had  a  letter  from  Mildred  Denny  during  the  holidays 
and  she  is  going  to  school  out  in  Berkeley,  Cal.  She  says 
it  is  a  wonderful  place  and  she  seems  to  be  having  quite 
a  time.  Emily  McMillan  spent  several  days  here  before 
she  went  back  to  school  in  New  York,  and  Mary  Lynn 
Lewis  also  came  over.  Betty  Clark  and  Sally  spent  the 
week-end  with  us  last  fall,  and  Goode  pulled  the  most 
fantastic  stunt  when  she  called  at  12 :30  a.  m.  to  announce 
that  she  was  at  the  Carolina  Inn  and  wished  us  to  come 
over  immediately. 

Carol  Talbot  made  her  debut  this  Christmas  in  Norfolk 
amidst  all  those  lovely  Navy  officers.  The  last  word  I 
had  of  Foxie  was  that  she  was  in  the  finals  in  a  Univer- 
sity of  Kentucky  beauty  contest ;  and  while  we're  on  the 
subject,  Mary  Virginia  Freeman  is  among  the  contestants 
for  the  Victory  Queen  contest  here. 

Betsy  Burke  and  Molly  had  dinner  with  us  a  few  days 
ago,  and  Molly's  planning  to  visit  Joan  Hamner  during 
the  vacation  after  exams.  Lib  Shaw  spent  the  week-end 
with  Kemp  and  Betsy  Blount  comes  over  occasionally. 
By  the  way,  Betsy  has  procured  herself  another  job  in 
addition  to  her  position  as  teacher  at  Saint  Mary's. 

Patty  went  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma  at  L.  S.  U.,  and  Emily 
is  a  Chi  O  at  Southwestern.  Sara  Stockton,  Betsy  Burke, 
and  Marjorie  Cole  went  Tri  Delt;  Jane  Clark  Cheshire 
and  Betty  Barnes  went  Pi  Phi ;  Ginny  Hart,  Chinky 
Pierce,  Alma,  Ann  Christian,  '40,  Bettie  Gaither,  and 
Dardie  Quinerly  went  A  D  Pi;  and  Hannah,  Margaret 
Winslow,  Mary  Virginia  Freeman,  Brent,  Margaret  de 
Rosset,  and  I  went  Chi  0. 

Ginny  is  president  of  her  pledge  class  and  got  way 
ahead  of  the  rest  of  us  when  she  procured  for  herself  a 
fraternity  pin  belonging  to  the  president  of  the  K.  A's. 

Try  as  I  may,  I  can  think  of  no  more  news  at  this  new 
low  ebb.  I'll  run  next  door  and  see  if  Rebecca  can't  boost 
my  morale  a  bit;  maybe  it  will  help  me  to  concentrate. 
Don't  forget,  we're  still  collecting  class  dues  and  quite  a 
few  haven't  paid.    With  that  stern  note  I  will  close. 


DID  YOU  KNOW?  .  .  . 

That  in  1924  Saint  Mary's  seniors  were  granted  the  "pre- 
cious privilege"  of  going  to  the  little  store  once  a  week, 
on  Wednesday  afternoons,  and  in  1925  the  whole  student 
body  was  allowed  to  go? 
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March,  1M5 


Milestones 


Engagements 

Mary  deRosset  Burns,  '43,  of  Fayette- 
ville,  to  John  Richard  Detgen,  Captain, 
Army  of  the  United  States,  of  Utica,  New 
York.  Captain  Detgen  is  now  serving  in 
the  European  Theatre  of  Operations. 

Elvira  Young  Cheatham,  '41,  of  Hen- 
derson, to  John  Meredith  Jones,  Ensign, 
USNR,  of  Edenton. 

Louise  Toler  Gower,  ex  '45,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  William  Proctor  Greathouse, 
Ensign,   USNR.,  also   of  Rocky   Mount. 

Dorothy  Harris,  '41  (H.  S.),  of  Spar-, 
tanburg,  South  Carolina,  to  Ralph  C.  Ap- 
pleby, Captain,  United  States  Army,  of 
Eldon,  Iowa.  Captain  Appleby  is  serving 
in  the  European  Theatre  of  Operations. 

Phyllis  McCord  Kinsey,  ex  '44,  of  East 
Orange,  New  Jersey,  to  Raphael  A.  His- 
cano,  Pfc,  Army  of  the  United  States,  of 
East  Orange.  New  Jersey.  Pfc.  Hiscano 
is   serving  overseas   at  the  present   time. 


-Weddings 


Matilda  White  Allen  ex  '4  5  (Bus.),  of 
Raleigh  and  Middlesex,  to  Paul  Edward 
Keicher,  Ensign,  USNR,  of  Syracuse, 
New  York,  on  Friday,  December  22,  at 
8  o'clock,  in  Saint  Mary's  School  Chapel, 
Raleigh.  Ensign  and  Mrs.  Keicher  are 
living  in  San  Francisco,  where  he  is  sta- 
tioned. 

Sara  Elizabeth  Bell,  '40,  Dillon,  South 
Carolina,  to  Dr.  Kearne  Reid  Thompson, 
of  Reidsville,  on  Saturday,  December  30, 
in  Duke  University  Chapel,  Durham. 
Edith  Hamilton,  '46,  was  maid-of-honor. 
Dr.  Thompson  is  now  assistant  resident, 
orthopaedic  surgery,   at   Duke   Hospital. 

Rebecca  Whitmel  Bryant,  ex  '38,  of 
Scotland  Neck,  to  George  Roland  Gam- 
mon, Jr.,  Master  Sergeant,  Army  of  the 
United  States,  of  Whitakers,  on  Thurs- 
day, January  18,  in  Trinity  Episcopal 
Church,  Scotland  Neck.  M/Sgt.  Gammon 
has  recently  returned  from  twenty-seven 
months  in  Egypt.  At  present  he  is  sta- 
tioned  in  Asheville. 

Isabel  Mayo  Cameron,  '11,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Jonkheer  Eric  Norman  van  Lennep, 
on  Saturday,  February  10,  in  Saint 
Paul's  Episcopal  Church,  Baltimore, 
Maryland.  The  couple  are  making  their 
home  at  14  Sutton  Place  South,  New 
York  22,  N.  Y. 

Sarah     Elizabeth     Chapman,     '3  9,     of 

Spartanburg,  South  Carolina,  to  Sam 
Means,  USNR.  Florence  Withers  was 
maid-of-honor. 

Cornelia  Josey  Clark,  '40,  of  Scotland 
Neck,  to  Richard  David  House,  Jr.,  Cap- 
tain, United  States  Army  Air  Corps,  of 
Scotland  Neck,  on  Saturday,  February 
24,  at  8:30  o'clock  in  Trinity  Church, 
Scotland  Neck.  Captain  House  has  re- 
cently returned  from  three  years  service 
in  the   Aleutians. 

Olive  Maru-ood  Cranston,  '4  2,  of  Au- 
gusta, Georgia,  to  James  Owens  Conley, 
Lieutenant  (jg),  United  States  Naval 
Reserve,  on  Friday,  December  8,  in 
Trinity   Church,    Boston,   Massachusetts. 


Aimalee  Taylor  Fitts,  ex  '40  (H.  S.), 
of  Tuscaloosa,  Alabama,  to  Westcott 
Roberson  Woollen,  Lieutenant,  USNR, 
on  Saturday,  January  6,  in  Christ  Episco- 
pal Church,  Tuscaloosa,  Alabama.  Lieu- 
tenant Woollen  has  recently  returned 
from  more  than  two  years  duty  in  the 
Pacific.  At  the  present  time  he  is  sta- 
tioned in  New  Orleans. 

Dorothy  See  Fletcher,  '39,  of  Atlanta, 
Georgia,  to  John  Mayer,  Major.  United 
States  Marine  Corps,  on  Sunday.  No- 
vember 12,  in  Atlanta,  Georgia.  Major 
and  Mrs.  Mayer  are  living  in  San  Cle- 
ments, California  (Box  205),  and  Major 
Mayer  is  stationed  near  by  at  Camp  Pen- 
dleton. 

Louie  Ci'udup  Gatling,  ex  '26,  of  Ra- 
leigh and  New  York  City,  to  Ferdinand 
Roebling  White,  Lieutenant,  Army  of  the 
United  States,  of  Princeton,  New  Jersey, 
on  Saturday,  December  2,  in  Saint  Mary's 
Chapel  of  the  Episcopal  Cathedral  of 
Saint  Peter  and  Paul,  Washington,  D.  C. 
Lt.  and  Mrs.  White  are  living  in  Wash- 
ington, D.  C. 

Cornelia  Hobgood  Knott,  '44,  of  Farm- 
ville,  to  John  Council  Parker,  United 
States  Naval  Reserve,  also  of  Farmville, 
on  Saturday,  December  23,  in  the  Meth- 
odist Church,  Farmville.  Jane  Maults- 
by,  ex  '45,  and  Britt  Davis,  ex  '45,  were 
bridesmaids.  Mr.  Parker  is  now  a  stu- 
dent in  the  Duke  School  of  Medicine. 

Ella  Gale  Lamb,  '41,  of  San  Marino, 
California,  to  Charles  Luther  Severy,  En- 
sign, United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of 
Palo  Alto,  California  and  Tulsa,  Okla- 
homa, on  Tuesday,  March  6,  in  San  Ma- 
rino. 

Carolyn  Miller,  '38  (H.  S.),  of  Chapel 
Hill  and  Birmingham,  Alabama,  to 
Joseph  Perry,  Lieutenant  (jg),  USNR, 
on  March  25,  1944.  At  present  Lt. 
Perry  is  on  duty  in  the  Pacific. 

Ann    AVhitaker    McClenaghan,    ex    '4  2, 

of  Raleigh,  to  Edward  Lauck  Lanahan, 
USNR,  of  Pittsburgh,  Pennsylvania,  on 
Saturday,  February  3,  at  8  o'clock,  in 
the  Sacred  Heart  Cathedral,  Raleigh. 
Fiquet  Pate,  '40  (H.  S.),  was  her  maid- 
of-honor;  and  Betty  Hill,  '40  (H.  S.), 
and  Elizabeth  Grimes,  ex  '43,  were 
bridesmaids.  Mr.  Lanahan  is  now  sta- 
tioned at  Bethesda,  Maryland. 

Pauline  Hethorn  McNeny,  '4  3,  of  Hen- 
derson, to  Robert  Ligon  Johnson,  USNR, 
of  Henderson,  on  Saturday,  January  13, 
at  8  o'clock,  in  the  First  Presbyterian 
Church,  Henderson.  Bridesmaids  were 
Mary  Ann  Cooper,  Anne  Dickson,  Sarah 
Dawson,  and  Meg  Stone,  all  of  the  class 
of  1943.  Mr.  Johnson  is  stationed  in 
Alameda,   California. 

Ann  Louise  Nixon,  ex.  '41,  of  Eliza- 
beth City  to  Louis  Richard  Chappell, 
Lieutenant,  Army  of  the  United  States, 
also  of  Elizabeth  City,  on  Tuesday,  Janu- 
ary, 9,  in  Elizabeth  City.  Edla  Walker, 
'41,  was  her  maid-of-honor. 

Lula  Skinner  Pulliam,  '43  (Bus.),  of 
Wilmington,  to  Martin  H.  Knoll,  Lieu- 
tenant, Army  of  the  United  States,  of 
St.  Louis,  Missouri,  on  Thursday,  Febru- 
ary 1,  in  Saint  James  Episcopal  Church, 
Wilmington.  Lt.  Knoll  is  an  instructor 
at   Fort    Benning,    Georgia. 


Elizabeth    Peirce   Baborg,    ex    '41     (H. 

S.),  of  Chapel  Hill  and  Santa  Monica, 
California,  to  Jack  Watters,  Lieutenant, 
United  States  Army  Air  Corps,  of  Chapel 
Hill,  on  Monday,  December  25,  at  Saint 
Augustine's  by  the  Sea,  Santa  Monica. 
Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Watters  are  living 
in  Miami,  Florida,  where  he  is  stationed. 

Nelle  Gertrude  Rousseau,  ex  '43,  of 
North  Wilkesboro,  to  James  Ruffin 
Bailey,  Captain,  United  States  Army  Air 
Corps,  of  Raleigh,  on  Thursday,  Janu- 
ary IS,  at  5  o'clock,  in  the  First  Meth- 
odist  Church,    North   Wilkesboro. 

Sarah  Frances  Buark,  '38,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Joseph  Calhoun  Moore,  Jr.,  Captain, 
Army  of  the  United  States,  of  Clear- 
water. Florida,  on  Saturday,  February  3, 
at  5:30  o'clock,  in  Hayes-Barton  Meth- 
odist Church,  Raleigh.  Willa  Drew,  '38, 
was  one  of  the  bride's   attendants. 

Ruth  Vail  Selby,  ex  '43,  of  Edenton, 
to  Garland  Burns  Porter,  of  Raleigh  and 
Atlanta,  Georgia,  on  Saturday,  January 
20,  at  5  o'clock,  in  Saint  Paul's  Episco- 
pal Church,  Edenton. 

Frances    Wales    Stribling,    ex    '45     (H. 

S.),  of  Atlanta,  Georgia,  to  Moffitt  Fuller, 
of  Raleigh,  on  Saturday,  January  13,  in 
South  Carolina.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fuller  are 
living  in   Raleigh. 

Edwina  Osborne  Taylor,  '40  (Bus), 
of  Littleton  and  Goldsboro,  to  John  Gray 
Britt,  of  Goldsboro,  on  Tuesday,  Febru- 
ary 6,  in  Saint  Alban's  Episcopal  Church, 
Littleton.  Mr.  Britt  is  employed  by  the 
Goldsboro  radio  station. 

Elizabeth  Corbitt  Toepleman,  '41,  of 
Henderson,  to  Albert  Green  Borden,  Jr., 
Lieutenant,  USNR,  of  South  Orange,  New 
Jersey,  on  Saturday,  February  17,  in  the 
First  Methodist  Church,  Henderson. 
Mrs.  Frederick  Carrington  (nee  Page 
Gannaway.  ex  '41)  was  matron-of-honor, 
and  Margaret  Little  Blount,  '41,  was 
maid-of-honor. 

Sarah  Prances  Tucker,  '43,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Francis  James  Wideman,  Jr.,  USMCR, 
of  Washington,  D.  C,  on  Saturday,  Janu- 
ary 13,  at  7:30  o'clock,  in  Saint  John's 
Episcopal  Church,  Georgetown,  Wash- 
ington. D.  C.  Elizabeth  Toole  Tucker, 
'40,  was  her  sister's  maid-of-honor,  and 
Jane  Wideman,  ex  '43,  sister  of  the 
groom,  was  an  attendant.  At  present 
the  groom  is  attending  Officers'  Candi- 
date School  at  Quantico,  Virginia,  and 
will  receive  his  commission  in  March. 

Amy  Warner,  '44  (Bus.),  of  Ashe- 
ville, to  Curtis  K.  Acton,  Corporal,  Army 
of  the  United   States,    in   January. 

Mallie  White,  '39,  of  Birmingham,  Ala- 
bama, to  John  Bonney,  Lieutenant, 
United  States  Army  Medical  Corps,  on 
April  22,  1944.  Lieutenant  Bonney  is 
now  in  England. 


Births 

A  daughter,  Ann  Lewis,  to  Lieutenant 
and  Mrs.  Eldridge  Allen,  of  Houston, 
Texas,  on  February  S.  Mrs.  Allen  was 
Anne  Lewis   Bratton,    '40,   of   Raleigh. 

A  son,  Hal,  Jr..  to  Lieutenant  and  Mrs. 
Hal  Byrd,  of  Indiantown  Gap,  Pa.,  on 
October  24.  Mrs.  Byrd  was  Mary  Lis- 
beth,  ex  '41,  of  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
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A  daughter,  Jane  Anderson,  to  Major 
and  Mrs.  George  Oliver  Benton,  of  Jack- 
son, Tennessee,  on  December  1.  Mrs. 
Benton  is  the  former  Theresa  Anderson, 
'39,  of  Jackson,  Tennessee. 

A  daughter,  Laurel,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
James  Lee  Cadien,  of  Norfolk,  Virginia, 
on  February  5.  The  Cadien's  address  is 
2130  Pasture  Road,  Riverdale,  Norfolk 
6,  Virginia.  Mr.  Cadien  is  stationed  in 
Norfolk  with  the  United  States  Naval 
Reserve. 

A  daughter,  Rita  Hickey,  to  Lieuten- 
ant and  Mrs.  Jack  P.  Carey,  of  Dayton, 
Ohio,  and  Kiuston,  on  January  7.  Mrs. 
Carey  is  the  former  Rita  Hickey,  '42 
(H.   S. ),   of  La  Pine,  Alabama. 

A  son,  Charles  Albert,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Charles  Albert  Carr,  of  Danville, 
Virginia,  on  November  20.  Mrs.  Carr 
was  Sarah  Paxton  Badham,  '34,  of  Eden- 
ton.  The  Carrs  also  have  a  daughter, 
Sally  Paxton,  who  will  be  three  years  old 
in  April.  They  live  at  157  College  Ave- 
nue, Danville,  Virginia. 

A  son  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  C.  Coxe, 
Jr..  of  Darlington,  South  Carolina,  in 
November.  Mrs.  Coxe  is  the  former 
Emily   Wood  Badham,  '29,   of  Edenton. 

A  son,  Dellwyn  Lewis,  Jr.,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Dellwyn  Lewis  Davis, 
of  New  Bern,  on  December  11.  Mrs. 
Davis  is  the  former  Marjorie  Wood  Fa- 
gan,  '39,  of  New  Bern.  At  the  present 
time  Lt.  Davis  is  serving  with  the  Marine 
Corps  in  the  South  Pacific. 

A  son,  James  Carlyle,  III,  to  Major 
and  Mrs.  James  Carlyle  Dempsey,  Jr.,  of 
Dayton,  Ohio,  on  December  5.  Mrs. 
Dempsey  was  Katherine  Mortimer  Flem- 
ing, '41,  of  Wilson. 


A  daughter,  Susan,  to  Lieutenant  and 
Mrs.  J.  W.  Dixey,  of  Goldsboro,  in  Sep- 
tember. Mrs.  Dixey  was  Lillian  Vaughan 
Jenkins,  '43,  of  Goldsboro. 

A  daughter,  Elizabeth  Roycroft,  to 
Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Samuel  Alexander 
Gibson,  Jr.,  of  Fayetteville,  on  January 
16.  Mrs.  Gibson  is  the  former  Ann 
Elizabeth  McKay,  ex  '43,  of  Fayetteville. 
Lieutenant  Gibson  was  killed  in  action 
in  Belgium  in  December. 

A  daughter,  Elizabeth  Carol,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  John  A.  Glenn,  Jr.,  of  Winston- 
Salem,  on  January  3.  Mrs.  Glenn  was 
Betsy  Bryan  Hobby,   '38,  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Margaret,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Alexander  Hawkins  Graham,  Jr.,  of  Suf- 
folk, Virginia,  in  October.  Mrs.  Graham 
is  the  former  Laura  Etheredge  Pinner, 
ex  '38,  of  Suffolk,  Virginia. 

A  daughter,  Talbot  Rogers,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Talbot  Marion  Malcolm, 
of  Benenttsville,  South  Carolina,  on  De- 
cember 5.  Mrs.  Malcolm  is  the  former 
Mary  Faith  Edens  Rogers,  '43  (H.  S.), 
of  Bennettsville,  South  Carolina.  Lieu- 
tenant Malcolm  was  killed  in  a  plane 
crash  last  May. 

A  son,  James  Dwight,  Jr.,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  James  D.  Martin,  of 
Alexandria,  Virginia,  on  December  6. 
Mrs.  Martin  is  the  former  Sue  Dishnian 
Gant,  ex  '4  2,  of  Raleigh.  Lieutenant 
Martin  is  stationed  at  Fort  Belvoir,  Vir- 
ginia. 

Twin  sons,  Aldred  Leon,  Jr.,  and  Clyde 
Armstrong,  to  Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Al- 
dred L.  Millman,  of  Gastonia,  on  July 
23  of  last  year.  Mrs.  Millman  was 
Martha  Frances  Armstrong,  ex  '40  (H. 
S.),   of  Gastonia.      Lt.   Millman  has  been 


overseas  since  January,  1944,  and  has 
taken  part  in  the  invasions  of  Normandy, 
Southern  France  and  Holland.  He  has 
won  an  Air  Medal,  two  Oak  Leaf  Clusters 
and  the   Presidential   Unit  Citation. 

A  son,  John  Malcolm,  Jr.,  to  Lieuten- 
ant and  Mrs.  John  Malcolm  Nisbet,  of 
Rydal,  Pennsylvania,  on  January  6.  Mrs. 
Nisbet  was  Mary  Swan  Dodson,  ex  '41, 
of  Rydal,  Pennsylvania. 

A  son,  Roderick  Steele,  to  Lieutenant 
and  Mrs.  O.  Steele  Trail,  on  January  2. 
Mrs.  Trail  was  Margaret  Bullock  Cro- 
lnartie,  '41    (Bus.),  of  Raleigh, 

A  son,  Joseph  Cheshire,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Paul  Hamilton  Waring  Webb,  of 
Chapel  Hill,  on  November  28.  Mrs. 
Webb  is  the  former  Maria  Washington 
Tucker,  '3  6,  of  Raleigh.  The  Webbs 
have  two  other  sons,  Waring  and 
Stephen. 

A  son,  Hunter,  III,  to  Lt.  and  Mrs. 
Hunter  Wyatt-Brown,  Jr.,  of  Sewanee, 
Tennessee,  on  February  9.  Mrs.  Wyatt- 
Brown  was  Jean  Jervey  Quintard,  '37, 
of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Patricia  Crittenden,  to 
Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Harry  E.  Yeiser,  of 
Flushing,  New  York,  in  November.  Mrs. 
Yeiser  is  the  former  Jean  Crittenden 
Miller,   '3S,   of   Greensboro. 


Deaths 


Mrs.  Walter  Grimes,  of  Raleigh  (nee 
Alice  Dugger,  '89,  of  Raleigh),  on  De- 
cember 13. 

Mrs.  Troy  McNeil  Myatt,  of  Smithfield 
(nee  Mary  Ellen  Travis,  '21,  of  Weldon), 
in  February,  1942. 


ACROSS  MY  DESK 

(Continued    From    Page    14  I 

that  she  was  "thrilled  to  pieces"  to  get 
her  last  issue  of  the  Bulletin.  She  loves 
the  University  and  thinks  coeducation 
can't  be  beat,  but  she  said,  "I  wouldn't 
have  given  up  my  year  at  Saint  Mary's  for 
anything.  I  have  yet  to  meet  such  a  swell 
bunch  of  girls  anywhere."  .  .  .  Sophia 
Redwood,  '42,  is  still  working  for  the 
Navy  in  Asheville  as  secretary  to  the  CO. 
She  also  does  Nurses'  Aide  and  League 
work,  which  keep  her  pretty  busy.  .  .  . 
Betty  Suiter  Whitehead,  '43  (Bus.),  and 
her  husband  live  on  a  farm  just  outside 
Scotland  Neck.  When  she  visited  Saint 
Mary's  recently  she  said  that  she  and 
Cornelia  Clark  House,  '40,  have  great 
plans  after  the  war  because  the  Houses 
and  the  Whiteheads  will  live  on  adjoining 
farms.  .  .  .  Hixie  Mae  Davis  Olafson,  '39, 
is  working  for  the  Department  of  Agri- 
culture in  Raleigh  while  her  husband  is 
on  sea  duty  in  the  Pacific.  .  .  .  Jane  Vann 
Waller,  ex  '39,  lives  at  2911  Fairview 
Road.  Raleigh.  .  .  .  Honey  Peck  McCall, 
'40  (H.  S.),  and  her  young  son  are  living 
in  Thomasville,  Ga.,  while  Honey's  hus- 
band, Harry,  is  overseas.  Honey  is  taking 
a  correspondence  course  in  Trigonometry 
at  the  University  of  Chicago  and  has  re- 
cently  completed   a  course   in   Red    Cross 


Home  Service.  .  .  .  Betsy  Long,  ex  '44, 
thinks  Salem  College  is  fine.  She  and 
Jane  Bell,  '4  4,  are  rooming  together  and 
are  English  majors.  "Thanks  to  Saint 
Mary's  English  course,  we  love  it."  .  .  . 
Ann  Dawson,  '38,  is  working  at  the  Red 
Cross  War  Fund  office  in  Kinston  while 
the  present  drive  is  on.  .  .  .  Bobby  Cherry, 
ex  '45,  attended  E.  C.  T.  C.  until  Christ- 
mas and  is  now  considering  joining  Helen 
Batchelor,  '4  4  (Bus.),  at  business  school 
in  Richmond.  .  .  .  Mrs.  James  E.  Davis 
(Margaret  Royall,  ex  '36  [H.  S.]),  lives 
at  527  East  72nd  St.,  Apt.  2-B,  New 
York  21,  N.  Y.  .  .  .  Helen  Noell  Branch's, 
'38,  husband  is  now  in  the  Pacific  and 
she  is  at  home  in  Durham.  She  has  re- 
cently seen  Jean  Blount  Blount,  '38, 
whose  husband  is  now  overseas.  Jean  is 
living  in  Greenville  now.  .  .  .  Sis  Ward 
Westbrook,  ex  '3S,  is  living  in  Tarboro  at 
1010  Main  St.  .  .  .  Dorothy  Digges  Bar- 
nard, ex  '39  (H.  S.),  and  husband, 
George,  who  has  recently  received  a  medi- 
cal discharge  from  the  Army,  are  living 
in  Richmond,  Va.,  and  their  address  is 
1411  Avondale  Avenue.  Teeny  Mont- 
gomery Poole,  '39,  saw  Dot  and  Timpy 
Woods,  '38  (H.  S.),  on  the  street  in  Rich- 
mond not  long  ago.  .  .  .  Betsy  Scott 
Thompson,  ex.  '45,  has  been  studying  voice 
in  Chapel  Hill  this  year  and  living  at  home 
in  Graham.     She  had  one  of  the  leading 


roles  in  "The  Gondoliers,"  which  was  pre- 
sented in  Chapel  Hill  in  January.  .  .  .  Mar-     \ 
tha  Ellen  Dickerson,  ex  '42,  has  a  daugh- 
ter, Ellen,  fifteen  months  old.     As  soon  as     t 
the  war  is  over  she  and  her  husband  plan  to 
move  to  Kinston.     At  present,  her  address 
is  P.  0.  Box  767,  Carolina  Beach,  N.   C. 
.    .    .    Mrs.    Gerald    Williams    (Ann    Lytle,     j 
'38   [H.  S.])   lives  in  New  Orleans.     Her     j 
husband   is  a  doctor  and   is   interning   at 
the  Baptist  Hospital.     They  have  one  son, 
three    months   old.    .    .    .    Sibyl   Lytle,    '40 
(Bus.),  is  working  at  home  in  Weirsdale,     1 
Fla.,  and  so  is  her  sister,  Shirley,  ex  '41 
(Bus.).  .  .  .  Ginie  Kaulback,  '40    (Bus.), 
is  working  in  Boston,  and  Betty  Young- 
blood,  '40,  who  was  in  Boston  with  Ginie, 
is  now  working  at  home  in  Concord.     The 
following  former  students  have  returned 
to    campus    for    visits    since    Christmas: 
Patsy   Rodgers,   Mary  Holt   Drewry,   Jane 
Sloan,  Pauline  McNeny  Johnson,  Ann  Dy- 
sart,  Mary  Hodges  Person,  Margaret  Wins- 
low,  Betty  Edwards,  Shirley  Goode,  Mar-     ' 
tha   Ann    Baskett,    Bobby   Cherry,   Helen     I 
Batchelor,   Ida  Raye  Vann,   Margaret  de- 
Rosset,    Hannah    Lyon,    Sarah    Dawson, 
Betty  Clark,  Carolyn  Gaither,  Ann  Chris-     ; 
tian,   Harriet   Whitaker,   Frances   Marks, 
Katherine  and  Maria  Legg,  Alma  Young, 
Mary  West  Paul,   Betsy  Scott  Thompson, 
Bettie    Gaither,    Georgia    Murphy,    Mary 
Charles  Godwin,  and  Frenchie  McCann. 
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AN    OPEN     LETTER    TO    MARY    BULL 

PINCKNEY,    EDITOR   OF   THE 

"BULLETIN, "    1045-46 

Dear  Mahy, 

You  have  been  chosen  by  the  Publications 
Board  and  the  student  body  as  editor  of  the 
1045-46  Saint  Mary's  School  Bulletin,  an 
honor  and  a  responsibility  but  a  pleasure  as 
well.  The  fun  of  reading  numerous  short 
stories,  poems,  and  essays  as  they  come  in, 
making  assignments  to  the  staff  members, 
planning  covers,  selecting  pictures  and  col- 
ors, conferring  with  the  printer,  and  work- 
ing with  Miss  Hopkins.  Mr.  Moore,  Mrs. 
Cruikshank,  and  the  staff  will  be  yours,  as 
well  as  the  responsibility  of  meeting  dead- 
lines and  making  decisions.  If  your  staff 
and  advisers  are  at  all  as  interested  and 
'  co-operative  as  mine  have  been,  you  have 
ahead  of  you  a  year  of  fun  and  experience 
that  you  will  never  forget.  Congratulations, 
Mary,  and  the  best  of  good  luck  to  you 
next  year! 

Sincerely, 

Margaret  Rodwell.  Editor,  '45. 

GOOD-BYE,    SCHOOL 

Good-bye  to  evening  Chapel  in  candle- 
light, to  the  little  gray  path  to  the  Peter 
Pan,  to  the  wistaria  in  the  spring  and  the 
magnolias  in  bloom.  Good-bye  to  girl- 
breaks,  bull  sessions,  midnight  parties,  and 
birthday  suppers.  Good-bye  to  afternoon 
shopping  and  movies,  the  State  College  bus. 
and  the  walks  to  Civic  Musics. 

Remember  the  first  day  of  school.  John 
and  Casper  and  Willie  waiting  on  the  steps, 
the  crowded  hall  in  the  general  office,  books 
and  schedules,  and  lights  on  the  campus  at 
night?  Remember  military  drill  and  as- 
sembly programs,  changing  tables  and 
watching  basketball  games?  Remember  the 
mad  joyous  reunion  in  September,  that  spe- 
cial room  in  Holt,  then  the  ivy  climbing  on 
the  screen  in  the  window? 

Now  we  leave  two  unforgettable  years 
behind  us.  They  have  passed  too  quickly. 
We  leave  understanding  teachers  and  sin- 
cere friends.  We  have  finished  two  years 
of  work,  two  years  of  finding  and  loving  the 
spirit  of  Saint  Mary's,  of  learning  invalu- 
able lessons  that  Saint  Mary's  girls  can 
learn. 

Good-bye,  school.  From  "a  grove  of  state- 
ly oak  trees,"  we  look  into  the  difficult  war- 
torn  world  of  problems  and  uncertainty. 
Yet  Saint  Mary's  sends  us  forth  with  a 
feeling  of  faith  and  hope. 

Good-bye,    School    .    .    . 

- — Reprinted  from  the  Belles 
(June  1,  1945) 

CLASS  OF  '45 

Enthusiasm  dims  very  easily.  Time  can 
shape  present  plans  and  feelings  into  a 
maze  of  confusion  and  forgetfulness. 
Anything  can  happen  and  we  need  not 
be  shocked  or  amazed. 

A  graduating  class  carries  sharp  memo- 
ries of  school  and  college  years  for  an  aver- 
age length  of  time.  But  then  other  things 
occupy  the  stage  and  little  Mary  or  Joe 
and  their  deep  problems  seem  much  more 
prominent  than  anything  else.  And  rightly 
so. 

(Continued  on   Page   56) 
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THE  SIXTY-NINE 

Sixty-nine  members  of  the  senior  class, 
the  class  of  1045,  said  good-bye  to  Saint 
Mary's  on  June  4;  good-bye  to  life  in  Holt, 
classes  in  Smedes,  food  in  the  dining  ball, 
fun  in  the  gym  and  the  hut,  work  in  the 
library  and  the  labs,  "big"  week-ends  on 
and  off  the  campus,  meditation  and  wor- 
ship in  the  little  chapel;  good-bye  to 
friends,  faculty  and  staff  members,  Mrs. 
Cruikshank,  Mr.  Stoughton,  the  servants, 
and  all  who  go  to  make  up  Saint  Mary's 
"family." 

Sixty-nine  crisp,  white  diplomas  tied  with 
blue  and  white  ribbon  were  placed  in  the 
hands  of  these  seniors  by  Bishop  Penick 
in  the  chapel,  and  sixty-nine  girls  marched 
from  the  chapel  to  the  strains  of  "Jerusa- 
lem, High  Tower,"  graduates  of  Saint 
Mary's. 

Sixty-nine  girls,  sheltered  and  guided  by 
Saint  Mary's  strong  arm  for  two  years, 
have  now  gone  out  into  the  world  more 
mature  in  mind  and  spirit,  more  prepared 
to  face  the  world  of  today,  and  more  infused 
with  the  ideals  on  which  to  build  the  world 
of  tomorrow. 

Sixty-nine  girls,  transformed  overnight 
from  students  to  alumnae  of  Saint  Mary's, 
now  have  the  privilege  and  opportunity  to 
show  their  appreciation  for  Saint  Mary's, 
her  tangibles  and  her  intangibles,  to  help 
other  enthusiastic  alumnae  work  and  build 
for  the  more  modern  and  better  equipped 
Saint  Mary's  of  tomorrow. 

Sixty-nine  seniors  have  left  Saint  Mary's, 
sixty-nine  voices,  sixty-nine  smiles  .  .  . 
Saint  Mary's  has  given  them  a  boost. 

What  will  they  do  for  her? 

M.  J.  R. 

PLEDGE 

This  day  will  go  down  in  the  annals  of 
history  as  the  day  when  the  obliteration 
and  defeat  of  the  tyrannical  might  and 
force  of  Nazi  Germany  was  completed. 
This  rout  of  the  Nazi  regime,  one  of  un- 
speakable brutality  and  hatred,  was  not 
easily  wrought,  nor  has  it  been  accomplish- 
ed without  inestimable  suffering  on  the 
part  of  peoples  the  world  over.  But  for 
many  people  this  cessation  of  hostilities 
came  too  late;  their  loved  ones  had  al- 
ready made  the  supreme  sacrifice  that  we 
might  attain  a  lasting  peace.  In  reverence 
to  these  gallant  men  and  out  of  respect 
to  their  loved  ones  for  whom  the  war 
will  never  end,  we  did  not  make  this  a 
day  of  riotous  celebration. 

No,  we  can  never  celebrate  while  our  men 
are  still  fighting  and  dying  in  the  Pacific 
theater  of  war.  Rather  we  at  Saint  Mary's 
made  this  a  day  of  thanksgiving  to  God 
for  the  deliverance  of  Europe  from  the  heel 
of  the  oppressor  and  for  this  great  step 
toward  final  victory.  Today,  too,  we  must 
dedicate  ourselves  with  renewed  strength 
and  greater  determination  to  the  great  task 
which  lies  before  us.  We  must  let  this  vic- 
tory in  Europe  be  a  symbol  of  what  we  can 
and  will  accomplish,  with  the  help  of  our 
Allies,  in  the  final  phase  of  this  war.  As  a 
nation  we  must  strive  collectively  towards 
the  attainment  of  a  permanent  peace  based 
on  our  ideals  of  democracy.  If  we  relax 
our  efforts  now,  our  men  will  have  given 
their  lives  in  vain.  Let  us  resolve  to  bring 
this  war  to  an  early  end  and  restore  peace 
to  all  mankind.  K.  B. 


Saint  Mart's  School 


Saint  Mary's  Commencement  Program—June  1-4,  1945 


Friday  and  Saturday 

Commencement  exercises  began  on  Friday  night  at  8 :15 
with  the  presentation  of  As  Yon  Like  It  by  the  Saint  Mary's 
Dramatic  Club  under  the  direction  of  Miss  Florence  C.  Davis. 

Saturday  activities  began  at  11:00  with  the  Sophomore 
Class  Day  held  on  the  front  campus.  The  entire  class  marched 
down  the  front  steps  of  Smedes.  Sarah  Bain,  president  of 
the  class,  welcomed  the  parents,  faculty,  student  body,  and 
friends  after  the  singing  of  the  Alma  Mater.  Caroline  Mc- 
Guirk  read  the  Class  Eoll,  followed  by  the  Class  Prophecy, 
read  by  Marietta  Duke.  Frankie  Shamburger  gave  a  de- 
scription of  the  Ideal  Saint  Mary's  Girl,  and  Martha  Conger 
read  the  Last  Will  and  Testament. 

Mrs.  Ernest  Cruikshank,  president  of  Saint  Mary's,  pre- 
sented the  highest  award  for  scholastic  standing  in  the  sopho- 
more class  to  Sarah  Bain.  Following  Mrs.  Cruikshank's 
presentation,  Sarah  Bain  presented  the  class  gift.  The  class 
song,  accompanied  by  Jean  Rickenbaker,  and  the  benediction, 
pronounced  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding  Hughes,  chaplain  of 
Saint  Mary's,  closed  the  program. 

The  Alumnae  Association  met  Saturday  afternoon  in  the 
Hut.  Following  this,  Senior  Class  Day  exercises  were  held 
at  4 :00  in  the  auditorium.  The  welcome  by  Sallie  Baker 
Robertson,  senior  class  president,  and  the  singing  of  the 
"Belles  of  Saint  Mary's"  by  the  student  body  opened  the 
program.  Catherine  Jane  Peete  read  the  Class  Roll.  The 
Senior  Class  History,  written  by  Anna  Margaret  Moomaw 
and  Mary  Arden  Tucker,  read  by  Mary  Arden  Tucker ; 
the  Senior  Class  Prophecy,  written  by  Helen  Ray  Fleenor 
and  Ruth  Williams  Hayes,  read  by  Ruth  Hayes;  the  Senior 
Class  Poem  by  Susan  Elizabeth  Moore ;  the  Last  Will  and 
Testament  by  Anne  Langhorne  Wood  and  Sallie  Baker  Rob- 
ertson, read  by  Nancy  Wood. 

Senior  superlatives  were  read  by  Arm  Cutts :  Mary  C. 
Bowers,  charm;  Maria  Gregory,  versatility;  Sue  Moore,  orig- 
inality; Helen  Fleenor,  wit;  Betty  Lou  Hood,  style;  Jane 
Peete,  dignity;  Betsy  Durham,  sportsmanship;  Nancy  Wood, 
cuteness;  Josie  Barnes  White,  athletic  ability;  Sara  Coe 
Hunsucker,  friendliness;  Ann  Edmunds,  school  spirit;  and 
Eleanor  Thomas,  beauty. 

Kate  Broadfoot,  student  body  president  for  '45,  inaugu- 
rated Kathryu  Fulton  of  Roanoke,  Virginia,  as  student  body 
president  for  '46.  Sallie  Robertson  followed  the  inauguration 
with  the  presentation  of  the  class  gift  to  the  school. 

Mrs.  Ernest  Cruikshank  awarded  monograms,  based  on 
student  loyalty  and  devotion  to  the  school  and  its  interests, 
tn  Sarah  Elizabeth  Bain,  Kate  Broadfoot,  Sibyl  Goerch, 
Maria  Brown  Gregory,  Susan  Elizabeth  Moore,  and  Mary 
Arden  Tucker. 

C.  A.  P.  Moore,  head  of  the  English  Department,  gave 
publication  awards  to  editors  for  1945-46,  Sally  Ann  Elliott, 
Belles ;  Mary  Bull  Pinekney,  Bulletin;  and  Jane  Heinking 
Campbell,  Stage  Coach;  Fabian  Wadsworth,  Business  Man- 
ager; and  outstanding  staff  members  who  have  served  at  least 
two  years:  Mary  Phyllis  Cowdery,  Roberta  Boyd  Bryant, 
Anna  Margaret  Moomaw,  Mary  Arden  Tucker,  and  Catherine 
Jane  Nicholson  Peete. 

Sue  Elizabeth  Moore,  editor  of  the  Stage  Coach,  dedicated 
the  1945  annual  to  Mrs.  Lola  Brodie  Naylor. 


The  program  closed  with  "Good-bye,  School,"  sung  by  the 
class  and  the  benediction  pronounced  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  I. 
Harding  Hughes. 

Following  the  program,  guests  and  friends  were  invited  to 
the  Art  Exhibit  in  the  Art  Building  and  Senior  Reception 
on  the  front  campus. 


THE  IDEAL  SAINT  MARY'S  GIRL:  SOPHOMORE 
CLASS 

We've  thought  'em  over  and  here's  the  picked : 
Jean  Rick's  hair  has  got  'em  all  licked. 

Tuga's  complexion  is  really  all  "reet," 
And  Roberta's  brain  just  can't  be  beat. 

Betsy  has  cool  and  limpid  blue  eyes, 
But  for  who  has  tact — to  Conger  it  lies. 

We  know  'tis  Frank  who  has  the  wit, 
As  for  friendliness,  Bain  has  it. 

Ella's  figure  is  truly  a  wow; 

For  clothes,  Conger  again  takes  her  bow. 

The  Grable  legs  belong  to  Caroline, 

While  the  hands  of  Ives  are  tres,  tres  divine. 

Fant's  cuteness  tops  'em  all, 

While  Ella's  poise  is  really  on  the  ball. 

To  Frankie,  the  best  athlete,  another  three  cheers ; 
While  Bain  best  of  all  it  appears. 

Here  comes  the  very  last  one,  so  please  take  heed, 
Dot  Woodard's  the  one  most  likely  to  succeed. 

Alice  Page  Shamburger. 


LAST  WILL  AND  TESTAMENT 

Be  it  remembered  that  we,  the  Senior  Class  of  1945  of 
Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College,  being  of  sound 
mind  and  memory,  but  knowing  the  uncertainties  of  this 
life,  and  hereby  make,  execute,  and  declare  this  to  be  our     : 
Last  Will  and  Testament,  in  the  manner  following: 

First,  we  will  and  direct  that  all  our  just  debts  and 
funeral  expenses  be  paid  in  full. 

Second,  we  devise,  give,  and  bequeath  in  the  manner 
following: 

Frances  Avera  leaves  her  "blues"  voice  to  the  Junior 
Grade  Fields. 

Mary  C.  Bowers  leaves  her  naturally  curly  hair  to  Ben- 
ning  Burgard. 

Kate   Broadfoot  leaves  her  unmarked  laundry   to   be 
claimed  on  Wednesday  mornings. 

Ann  Brundage  leaves  her  witty  sarcasm  to  Mr.  Moore. 

May  Bunn  leaves  her  late  lights  to  any  one  who'll  take 
them. 

Susan   Caldwell   leaves  her  affectionate   way   to   Miss 
Lineberry. 

Jean   Campbell   leaves  her   love   for   Spanish   to   Mrs. 
Brown. 
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Jean  Conover  leaves  her  ability  to  define  words  to  any 
one  who  reads  Webster  every  night. 

Phyllis  Cowdery  leaves  her  sympathetic  manner  to 
Betty  Nance. 

Teenee  Davis  leaves  her  hair  as  an  advertisement  for 
Moon-Sheen. 

Mary  Dickey  leaves  the  heavenly  body  to  the  Ziegfeld 
girls. 

Jane  Divers  leaves  Brundage,  but  only  for  the  summer. 

Betsy  Durham  leaves  her  height  to  Mary  Moulton. 

Ann  Edmunds  leaves  her  conscientiousness  to  Marshal 
Bryan. 

Helen  Fleenor  takes  her  Bobs  with  her. 

Ruth  Gay  leaves  her  fear  of  mice  to  all  women. 

Maria  Gregory  leaves  every  organization  in  school. 

Lucy  Hancock  leaves  her  ability  to  be  true  to  one  to 
Bobbie  Blum. 

Bobby  Jean  Hardy  leaves  that  boogie  step  to  Miss 
Morrison. 

Mary  Harris  leaves  her  nickname — Candy — to  next 
year's  lucky  girl. 

Lucy  Harvey  leaves  her  dignity  to  May  Taylor. 

Ruth  Hayes  leaves  her  rapid  chatter  to  any  one  who 
can  keep  it  up  without  having  a  nervous  breakdown. 

Carolyn  Holland  leaves  without  regret. 

Mary  Holmes  leaves  her  petiteness  to  Peggy  Meisen- 
heimer. 

Betty  Lou  Hood  leaves  her  naivete  to  Libby  Dickens. 

Gwen  Hughes  leaves  her  winning  smiles  to  Sally  Zeiger. 

Sara  Coe  Hunsucker  leaves  her  peroxide  to  Sarah 
Waddell. 

Sidney  Jones  leaves  her  giggle  to  all  near-by  poultry 
farms. 

Caroline  Long  leaves  her  calm  manner  to  Katherine 
Royall. 

Margaret  Martin  leaves  Margaret  Martin. 

Anna  Margaret  Moomaw  leaves  her  library  for  the  first 
time. 

Sue  Moore  leaves  her  modern  art  to  Kate  Ranke. 

Peggy  Moran  leaves  her  retiring  manner  to  Charlotte 
Andrews. 

Jeannette  Parker  leaves  her  dramatic  ability  to  Athalia 
Alligood. 

Martha  Parker  leaves  for  Pauley's  Island. 

Mildred  Parker  leaves  the  xyz's  of  Chapel  Hill. 

Jane  Peete  leaves  her  feather  cut  to  Bstelle  Boyce. 

Billye  Pope  leaves  her  voice  to  Betty  Hutton. 

Sallie  Robertson  leaves  the  ouija  to  Sandy  Spillman. 

Ditty  Robinson  leaves  West  Rock. 

Margaret  Rodwell  leaves  the  posture  classes  to  Mildred 
Chappell. 

Sylvia  Rogers  leaves  the  library  to  Miss  Winslow. 

Lucy  Seaman  leaves  her  ability  to  sum  up  situations  to 
Saint  Cedric. 

Sister  Smith  leaves  her  school  spirit  to  Poncie  Dawson. 

Sarah  Stewart  leaves  her  bangs  to  the  undergraduates. 

Martha  Stoney  leaves  her  chit-chat  to  Base  Mawyer. 

Jean  Sullivan  leaves  her  demure  way  to  "We"  Smith. 

Susan  Thorp  leaves  her  horticulture  to  Miss  Lalor. 

Mary  Arden  Tucker  leaves  her  English  conferences  to 
Sally  Ann  Elliott. 

Florence  Tyler  leaves  the  telephone  booth  for  the  first 
time  since  September  13,  1944. 


Stuart  Verdery  leaves  her  pixie  look  to  Iris  McEwen. 

Barnie  White  leaves  her  tan  to  Miss  Sasser. 

Virginia  Wilson  leaves  her  suits  to  all  who  have  bor- 
rowed them. 

Nancy  Wood  leaves  her  ability  to  confuse  Mr.  Moore  to 
any  one  else  who  can  do  it. 

Luzette  Galium  leaves  her  juke  talk  to  Mary  Willis 
Sledge. 

Betsy  London  Cordon  leaves  her  husky  voice  to  Morton 
Downey. 

Ann  Cutts  leaves  her  blushes  to  Mary  Rose  Crisp. 

Annette  Pulton  leaves  her  average  to  any  one  who  can 
beat  it. 

Randolph  Gardner  leaves  Saint  Mary's  in  a  hearty 
eft'ort  to  keep  up  with  her  sister. 

Sibyl  Goerch  leaves  her  writing  ability  to  Mademoiselle. 

Bettie  Kendriek  leaves  her  complexion  to  Mary  Butler. 

Marcia  McMillin  leaves  her  voice  to  the  Met. 

Marguerite  Thompson  leaves  her  Yankee  brogue  to 
Jane  Dickey. 

Frances  Wollett  leaves  her  short  stories  to  Miss 
Duckett. 

Eleanor  Thomas  leaves. 

We  hereby  appoint  Miss  Jeanne  Seneeal  and  Miss 
Peggy  Hopkins  executors  of  this  our  Last  Will  and  Tes- 
tament. 

Last  we  do  hereby  revoke  any  former,  any  and  every 
Will  heretofore  made  b3'  us. 

In  Testimony  thereof,  we  have  hereunto  set  our  hand 
and  seal,  this  2nd  day  of  June  in  the  year  one  thousand 
nine  hundred  and  forty-five. 

(Signed)   Sallie  Robertson. 

On  this  5th  day  of  June,  in  the  year  one  thousand  nine 
hundred  and  forty-five,  Sallie  Robertson,  of  Raleigh  in 
the  County  of  Wake  and  State  of  North  Carolina,  signed 
the  foregoing  instrument  in  our  presence,  and  declared 
it  to  be  the  Last  Will  and  Testament  and  we  not  being 
interested  therein,  at  the  request  of  said  Miss  Robertson 
in  her  presence  and  in  the  presence  of  each  other  and 
where  she  could  see  us  sign  our  names  did  thereupon  on 
said  above  mentioned  day  subscribe  our  names  hereto  as 
witness  thereof. 

Virginia  Wilson,  residing  at  Saint  Mary's  School 
and  Jr.  College. 

Nancy  Wood,  residing   at  Saint  Mary's  School 
and  Jr.  College. 

Johnson  Holt,  residing  elsewhere. 


SENIOR  CLASS  POEM 

By  Sue  Mooke 

Brief  as  are  the  hours 

And  swifth'  as  they  pass, 

In  this  moment's  still  quiet  life 

A  year's  thoughts  mingle  in  our  minds. 

A  silent  echo  of  our  work  and  play, 

The  dim  shadow  of  our  chapel's  light  .  .  . 

Stay,  youth  .  .  .  hide  yourself  .  .  .  pass  out  of  our  sight 

We  are  leaving  you  now. 


Saint  Mary's  School 


SUNDAY 

Corporate  Communion  for  the  Senior  Class  was  cele- 
brated Sunday  morning  at  8  :00.  At  11 :00,  the  Right  Bey. 
Thomas  C.  Darst,  D.D.,  retired  Bishop  of  the  Diocese  of 
East  Carolina,  delivered  the  Baccalaureate  sermon.  Ves- 
pers, including  an  organ  recital  and  Alumnae  Service, 
were  held  at  5  :00.  At  6 :00  the  entire  student  body  par- 
ticipated in  annual  step  singing  on  the  Smedes  steps. 


Baccalaureate  Sermon 

By  Bishop  Thomas  C.  Dakst 

Because  I  believe  that  you  who  are  graduating  from 
Saint  Mary's  today  are  really  anxious  to  play  your  full 
part  in  the  building  of  a  decent  world ;  because  I  believe 
you  have  a  genuine  desire  to  use  your  gifts  and  talents 
in  helping  to  straighten  out  the  confusion  and  disorder  of 
the  world  in  which  you  will  have  to  live,  I  am  very  anx- 
ious to  say  something  that  will  at  least  suggest  a  Pattern 
for  Living,  An  Objective  worth  striving  for. 

We  are  confused  and  disturbed  as  we  face  tomorrow. 
AW  are  shocked  out  of  our  complacency  and  shallow 
thinking  as  we  contemplate  the  happenings  of  the  past 
few  years,  and  even  the  most  thoughtless  of  us  are  begin- 
ning to  wonder  if  our  civilization  can  endure. 

Many  of  us.  like  timid  people  crossing  a  swinging  sus- 
pension bridge  high  above  a  rushing  mountain  stream,  are 
afraid  the  bridge  will  not  hold. 

AVe  are  beginning  to  feel  perhaps  that  the  quiet  peace- 
ful days  of  our  grandparents,  from  which  we  have  trav- 
eled so  far  and  so  fast,  were  not  so  frightfully  old-fash- 
ioned and  stodgy  as  in  our  modern  sophistication  we 
rated  them  to  be.  We  are  wondering,  perhaps,  if  it  would 
not  have  been  better  to  have  lived  in  a  less  chaotic  and 
uncertain  time. 

Such  wistful  wondering  may  be  natural  as  you  face  the 
challenging,  dangerous  days  that  lie  ahead,  but  if  you 
really  want  to  make  life  a  glorious  adventure,  if  you 
really  want  to  fit  into  the  pattern  of  God,  you  should 
thank  Him  that  "you  have  come  to  the  Kingdom  for  such 
a  time  as  this."  Nearly  two  thousand  years  ago  Jesus 
taught  men  to  pray  "Thy  Kingdom  come,  Thy  will  be 
done  on  earth,"  and  later  on  one  of  His  inspired  followers, 
looking  into  the  future  from  his  lonely  hermit  hut  on 
Patmos,  cried  out,  "The  kingdoms  of  this  world  are  be- 
come the  kingdoms  of  our  Lord  and  of  His  Christ,  and 
He  shall  reign  forever  and  ever." 

That  is  a  dream  as  yet  unfulfilled,  a  goal  as  yet  un- 
realized,  but  still  at  long  last  the  peoples  of  the  earth, 
weary  of  war  and  selfishness  and  hate,  are  beginning  to 
realize  that  in  the  fulfillment  of  that  dream  rests  the 
peace  ami  safety  of  the  world. 

For  nearly  two  thousand  years  that  dream  of  a  God- 
ruled  world  has  inspired  men  and  women  to  press  on 
towards  the  ideal  which  it  represents,  and  in  spite  of 
greed  ami  hate  and  intolerance,  the  vision  has  never 
faded  Erom  the  eyes  of  those  who  believe  that  life  can  be 
made  divine. 

In  all  ages  the  youth  of  the  world  have  marched  through 
the  darkness  of  ignorance,  stupidity,  selfishness,  toward 


the  hope  of  a, morning  of  beauty  and  peace  and  brother- 
hood, and,  thank  God,  the  youth  of  today  are  still  march- 
ing towards  that  goal,  still  looking  for  "a  new  earth 
wherein  dwelleth  righteousness" — still  crying  out  of  their 
undaunted  souls, 

"Lord  of  the  far  horizons 
Give  us  the  eyes  to  see 
Over  the  verge  of  the  sundown 
The  beauty  that  is  to  be." 

(Bliss  Carmen.) 

Yes,  the  youth  of  this  generation  would  build  a  new 
world — they  are  marching  with  high  hopes  and  courage, 
but  they  will  not  get  far  without  a  purpose  and  a  plan. 
Like  God's  ancient  people  they  are  marching  toward  a 
promised  land,  but  for  such  a  journey  they  must  have 
equipment,  they  must  have  a  sense  of  direction,  they  must 
know  where  they  are  going,  and  why ;  Jesus  always  knew 
where  he  was  going  and  why. 

We  must  have  a  pattern  for  living,  and  woven  into  that 
pattern  must  be  a  living  faith  in  a  living  God.  A  con- 
sciousness that  we  are  fellow  laborers  with  Him  without 
whom  the  pattern  is  simply  a  crazy  tangle  of  unrelated 
threads. 

We  must  make  the  pattern  beautiful  and  meaningful 
as  we  walk  the  King's  highway  in  the  compairy  of  the 
King's  Son. 

"What  is  the  religion  of  a  soldier?"  some  one  asked  a 
returning  veteran  who  had  been  through  the  horror  and 
agony  of  many  battles,  and  his  reply  was  "the  religion  of 
a  great  cause  and  a  great  companionship." 

Your  pattern  for  living  can  have  no  lesser  design. 

The  task  ahead  of  you  will  not  be  an  easy  one,  but 
brave  souls  do  not  brave  easy  victories. 

There  are  deserts  to  cross  before  we  reach  the  promised 
land. 

There  are  rivers  to  ford  before  we  can  rest  under  the 
shade  of  the  trees. 

There  are  mountains  to  climb  before  we  can  plant  the 
cross  of  victory  upon  the  peak  of  fulfillment;  self  to  over- 
come before  we  are  worthy  to  enter  into  our  heritage  as 
sons  and  daughters  of  God.  "See  that  thou  make  them," 
those  lives  of  yours,  after  the  pattern  shown  thee  on  the 
mount. 

The  mount  of  prayer,  the  mount  of  communion  with 
Gad,  the  mount  so  often  attained  in  this  beautiful  chapel, 
where,  in  the  companionship  of  your  friends,  you  have 
realized  the  presence  of  your  Lord. 

We  send  you  forth  from  Saint  Mary's  with  a  prayer 
that  you  may  be  strong  and  of  a  good  courage. 

This  school  has  failed  you  and  has  been  untrue  to  its 
own  traditions  and  ideals  if  it  has  not  given  you  a  pattern 
for  living  that  shall  enable  you  to  play  your  noble  part 
in  building  with  your  own  dedicated  lives  a  world  of 
beauty  and  of  grace. 

May  we  close  with  these  lines  from  Alfred  Austin: 

"So  long  as  faith  with  freedom  reigns. 
And  loyal  hope  survives. 

And  gracious  charity  remains  to  leaven  lowly  lives, 
While  there  is  one  untrodden  track 
For  intellect  or  will 
And  men  are  free  to  think  and  act. 
Life  is  worth  living  still." 
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Pioneers  of  the  new  clay,  we  salute  you.  Pilgrims  who 
march  with  unfaltering  feet  and  high  courage  to  the 
morning  that  lies  beyond  the  darkness, 

We  bid  you  Godspeed. 


MONDAY 


Dr.  Prank  Porter  Graham,  LL.D.,  President  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  North  Carolina,  delivered  the  commencement 
address  at  ten-thirty  on  Monday  morning  in  the  audi- 
torium, following  the  salutatory  by  Maria  Brown  Gregory 
of  Richmond,  Virginia.  The  valedictory  by  Annette 
Thackwell  Pulton  of  Raleigh  was  followed  by  the  presen- 
tation of  the  Xiles  Medal  for  general  excellency  to  Maria 
Brown  Gregory,  the  Cooper  Medal  to  Sarah  Elizabeth 
Bain  of  Capron,  Virginia ;  the  English  Comprehensive 
Prize  to  Catherine  Jane  Nicholson  Peete  of  Warrenton, 
the  annual  Raleigh  high  school  scholarship  award  to 
Marie  Teiger  of  Hugh  Morson  High  School,  Raleigh  ;  the 
high  school  diplomas,  and  the  departmental  certificates 
by  Mrs.  Cruikshank.  Prayers  and  presentation  of  the 
Junior  College  diplomas  by  the  Rt.  Rev.  Edwin  A.  Penick, 
D.D.,  President  of  the  Board  of  Trustees,  in  the  chapel 
climaxed  the  day. 

As  the  chief  marshal,  Mary  Helen  James,  performed  the 
traditional  ceremony  of  dropping  the  handkerchief  in 
front  of  Smedes,  the  1944-45  session  of  Saint  Mary's 
ended. 


Salutatory  Address 

We  say  "hello"  to  you  here  today  and  at  the  same  time 
"good-bye"  to  Saint  Mary's.  This  is  our  graduation,  and 
we  are  glad  that  our  parents  and  friends  can  be  with  us. 
We  want  to  thank  them  and  also  the  faculty  and  others 
connected  with  Saint  Mary's  for  all  that  they  have  given 
us,  intangible  and  material  both. 

At  last  it  is  June  4.  And  this  represents  both  an  end 
and  a  beginning  for  Saint  Mary's  Class  of  1945.  To  us, 
this  is  the  end  of  all  the  days  of  pleasure  and  discomfort 
mixed  that  we  have  had  at  Saint  Mary's.  We  will  miss 
all  of  the  ups  and  downs  of  dormitory  life  and  classes 
and  all  of  the  little  things  we  always  will  associate  with 
Saint  Mary's. 

It  is  the  beginning  of  a  new  phase  of  our  lives.  Par- 
ticularly during  this  past  year  we  have  seen  vast  changes 
in  world  history  and  outlook.  It  is  now  into  this  world 
that  we  go — fortified  by  Saint  Mary's  experiences,  ideals 
and  traditions — to  see  what  it  will  make  of  us  and  what 
we  will  make  of  it. 

Maria  Brown  Gregory. 


Did  You  Know 

That  the  words  to  Saint  Mary's  "Alma  Mater"  were  writ- 
ten by  Mr.  H.  Hodgson,  brother  of  Mrs.  Frances  Hodg- 
son Burnett  and  an  organ  builder,  a  watch-maker  and 
repairer,  a  jeweler,  an  inventor,  and  a  composer,  who 
came  frequently  to  Saint  Mary's  to  tune  pianos? 


Commencement  Address 

By  Dr.  Frank  Porter  Graham 

You,  the  members  of  the  Class  of  1945,  are  graduating 
at  one  of  those  moments  when  the  course  of  history  takes 
new  directions.  In  many  ways  nations  are  always  in 
process.  Historic  periods  are  always  in  transition,  grad- 
ual and  imperceptible,  yet  cumulative  and  decisive.  By 
way  of  convenient  classification  of  a  few  larger  historic 
periods  covering  the  last  two  thousands  years  of  Western 
history,  we  see  the  rise  and  then  the  disintegration  of 
ancient  Roman  imperialism,  followed  by  the  gradual  re- 
integration over  the  slow  centuries  of  medieval  feudalism 
which  gradually  broke  down  and  gave  way  to  the  new 
synthesis  of  modern  nationalism.  In  our  time  the  nations 
are  in  process  of  becoming  the  foundations  of  a  hopeful 
internationalism.  From  Roman  imperialism  to  medieval 
feudalism,  to  modern  nationalism,  to  contemporary  inter- 
nationalism are  included  the  large  outlines  of  the  histori- 
cal developments  which,  at  any  one  period,  included  ele- 
ments of  all  in  the  changing  but  dominant  historic  motive 
power  of  the  age.  In  the  disintegrating  and  reintegrating 
processes  of  history,  or,  if  you  please,  the  ups  and  downs 
of  history,  we  find  certain  periods  characterized  hj  the 
release  of  new  motive  powers  and  creative  energies,  which 
usher  in  a  new  age ;  we  find  periods  which  are  character- 
ized by  an  integration  and  synthesis,  a  flowering  such  as 
the  Augustan  Age  of  the  Roman  Empire,  the  Renaissance 
of  Southern  and  Western  Europe,  the  Elizabethan  Age 
of  England,  or  the  great  flowering  period  of  New  England 
toward  the  mid-nineteenth  century  with  its  commerce 
and  clipper  ships,  literature  and  humane  movements,  or 
the  recent  American  period  in  which  was  laid  the  foun- 
dation for  that  mighty  free,  scientific,  industrial,  and 
democratic  power  which  has  helped  to  save  the  world 
from  fascism,  or  the  period  which  may  be  opening  for 
the  South  today  if  we  but  seize  the  hour.  It  is  not  with 
the  South  that  we  are  most  concerned  this  morning,  but 
with  our  one  world  upon  which  depends  the  fairer  hopes 
of  the  South,  America,  and  all  mankind. 

You,  young  ladies,  are  graduating  in  a  period  when  the 
great  responsibility  and  opportunity  of  mankind  is  the 
establishment  of  an  international  organization  for  free- 
dom, justice,  and  peace  in  the  world.  Back  of  this  oppor- 
tunity is  the  momentum  of  historic  developments  which 
have  prepared  the  way  for  this  timely  struggle  for  an 
interdependent  international  organization.  The  world  has 
become  increasingly  tied  together  in  one  great  world 
neighborhood. 

The  world  is  geographically  interdependent.  American 
independence  has  been  succeeded  by  American,  European, 
Asiatic,  and  Australasian  interdependence.  Regional  ar- 
rangements and  understandings  are  being  reinforced  or 
succeeded  by  world  arrangements  and  understandings. 
The  era  of  rivers  expanded  into  the  era  of  the  great  inner 
seas  and  further  into  the  era  of  the  great  oceans.  The 
Suez  and  Panama  Canals  geographically  unite  the  oceans 
and  the  seaways  of  the  earth.  Forgotten  islands  have 
become  strategic  bases  and  geographic  crossroads  of  our 
one  world.  No  place  on  this  earth  can  now  be  geographi- 
cally isolated  from  the  skies  above,  the  seas  around,  or 
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the  lands  beyond.  We  have  become  geographically  more 
and  more  a  part  of  one  interdependent  world. 

The  world  is  mechanically  tied  together.  Steel  rails 
are  laid  together  across  all  the  lands,  binding  each  con- 
tinent together  in  a  great  system  of  railways,  tying  the 
nations  together  in  bonds  of  steel.  Concrete  highways, 
county-seat  to  county-seat,  state  by  state,  and  across  na- 
tions and  continents,  constitute  a  network  of  interde- 
penee  covering  the  earth.  Oil  pipe  lines,  telegraph  and 
telephone  lines,  high  tension  electric  power  lines,  ocean 
lanes  and  ship  lines  overseas,  cables  underseas,  radio 
wave  lengths  across  all  the  lands  and  seas  potentially 
embracing  every  town,  village,  and  crossroads,  all  people 
in  all  lands,  and  everybody  everywhere — these  are  all  a 
part  of  the  great  mechanical  framework  flung  around  the 
earth.  We  have  become  mechanically  more  and  more  a 
part  of  one  interdependent  world. 

The  world  is  tied  together  economically.  America,  the 
most  self-sufficient  region  in  the  world,  depends  on  the 
East  Indies  for  rubber,  on  Malaya  for  tin,  on  Brazil  for 
coffee,  on  China  and  Ceylon  for  tea,  and  on  Canadian 
wood  pulp  for  newspapers.  .The  failure  of  the  monsoons 
from  the  Indian  Ocean  damage  the  crops  of  India  and 
thereby  damage  the  textile  markets  of  Lancashire  and 
thereby  damage  the  cotton  markets  of  the  American 
South,  and  thereby  reduce  the  price  of  cotton  for  farmers 
from  Virginia  to  Arizona.  We  have  become  economically 
more  and  more  a  part  of  one  interdependent  world. 

The  world  is  intellectually  tied  together.  Michael  Para- 
day  in  the  Royal  Society  in  London  laid  out  the  intel- 
lectual groundwork  for  Thomas  Edison  in  Mendo  Park, 
New  Jersey.  Professor  Maxwell  in  Cambridge  Univer- 
sity, England,  did  the  fundamental  theoretical  thinking 
by  which  Hertz,  the  German,  advanced  the  conception  of 
electro-magnetic  reach,  and  by  which  Marconi,  the  Italian, 
constructed  the  mechanism  which  became  the  instrument 
of  wireless  telegraphy,  from  which  de  Forest,  the  Ameri- 
can, moved  on  to  help  lay  the  foundation  of  the  modern 
radio  industry.  Science  is  international.  Scholarship 
crosses  national  boundaries  and  adds  to  knowledge  every- 
where. When  the  first  American  newspaper  man  got  in- 
side of  isolated  Russia  after  the  Red  Revolution,  he  asked 
a  Russian  youth  what  he  most  wanted  to  know  from  the 
outside  world.  He  eagerly  replied,  "What  has  Langmuir 
discovered  in  Schenectady,  New  York.'" 

Among  the  greatest  forces  holding  together  the  British 
Empire  is  the  British  Museum  Library  where  in  rows  of 
seats,  spoke-like  to  the  central  desk,  sit  the  scholars, 
scientists,  teachers,  philosophers,  and  writers  from  all 
over  the  British  world,  cementing  the  intellectual  bonds 
of  the  British  Commonwealth.  Great  libraries  tie  the 
human  family  together  with  the  best  thought  and 'experi- 
ence of  the  greatest  spirits  of  all  the  nations  of  the  earth 
and  all  the  ages  of  history.  We  have  become  intellectually 
more  and  more  a  part  of  one  interdependent  world. 

In  your  time  mighty  forces  have  worked  against  this 
unification  of  our  one  world.  Ultra  nationalism,  eco- 
nomic imperialism,  power  politics,  and  racialism  all  cut 
across  the  lines  and  forces  binding  the  nations  in  one 
world.  America's  refusal  to  join  the  League  of  Nations, 
our  isolation  and  high  tariffs  erected  barriers  to  the  uni- 
fication of  the  world.  The  most  monstrous  menace  of  all, 
the  rise  of  fascism,  Nazism,  and  the  Axis  Powers,  were  a 


reversal  of  the  course  of  two  thousand  years  of  history. 
With  all  our  defects,  failures,  and  frustration,  the  human 
ideal  has  been  forward  toward  freedom,  democracy,  jus- 
tice, peace,  the  ethical  conception  of  human  relations,  the 
spiritual  conception  of  the  sacredness  of  human  per- 
sonality, and  the  unity  and  brotherhood  of  the  family  of 
mankind.  The  Nazi  philosophy  renounced  them  all.  The 
use  of  force  to  subjugate  the  lesser  breeds  without  the 
Nazi  state,  the  cult  of  the  master  race,  the  philosophy  of, 
war  and  power,  constituted  a  counter-revolution  move- 
ment which  threatened  the  foundation  of  our  civilization. 
This  threat  had  to  be  met  and  overcome  before  mankind 
coiild  resume  the  march  of  the  ideals  of  the  people  around 
the  earth  toward  freedom,  democracy,  justice,  and  peace. 

The  Nazi  totalitarian  dictatorship  struck  down  the  free 
institutions  of  the  people,  nullified  the  historic  charter  of 
human  freedom,  renounced  the  Christian  conception  of 
human  personality,  and  extended  its  power  from  Alaska 
to  the  outposts  of  Australia,  and  from  top  of  Norway  to 
the  Bay  of  Biscay,  across  to  the  Americans. 

With  the  defeat  of  Italy  and  Germany  and  the  certain 
defeat  of  Japan,  mankind  will  be  on  the  march  again. 
Shall  we  go  our  separate  ways  and  invite  the  rise  of  an- 
other fascism  and  other  Axis  powers?  Or  shall  America 
this  time  join  as  she  in  the  march  of  the  United  Nations 
for  war  and  freedom  so  also  now  join  in  the  march  for 
justice  and  peace? 

We  have  tried  the  ways  of  isolation,  neutrality,  balance 
of  power,  big  armaments  and  appeasement  of  armored 
wrong.  Let  us  try  this  once  the  way  not  of  isolation,  but 
of  participation,  not  neutrality  but  co-operation.  We 
have  tried  a  League  of  Nations  without  America  and  got 
one  world  depression  and  two  world  wars.  Let  us  try 
the  United  Nations  with  America  in  this  time,  leading 
the  way  and  following  through  with  geographical,  me- 
chanical, economic  and  intellectual  interdependence  for 
the  political,  international  organization  of  peace  toward 
the  spiritual  unification  of  the  family  of  mankind  in  a 
world  neighborhood  of  human  brotherhood. 

In  this  world  of  total  war,  of  unparalleled  death  and 
destruction,  hunger  and  fear,  we  bow  our  heads  in  hu- 
mility and  prayer  that  our  American  schools  and  uni- 
versities are  carrying  on  the  humane  tradition  for  which 
the  war  is  fought.  We  lift  our  hearts  in  faith  and  hope 
in  the  presence  of  these  young  graduates  on  this  rare 
Commencement  Day  in  June,  1945.  We  reverently  re- 
member this  morning  the  millions  of. heroic  youth  who 
died  that  this  college  and  other  free  institutions  of  the 
people  might  live  on  even  in  such  a  time  as  this.  With 
anguish  of  memory  and  prospect,  personal  to  us  all  in  the 
vivid  and  gallant  face  of  brother  or  friend,  we  know  that 
countless  more  will  bravely  die  with  the  hope  that  you 
and  your  generation  will  struggle  and  live  for  the  freer 
and  better  world  for  which  they  struggle  and  die. 

The  freer  and  better  world  remains  only  a  spacious  but 
unfulfilled  hope  unless  we  sincerely  improve  ourselves, 
our  worship  and  work,  school  and  neighborhood;  state 
and  region,  nation  and  world,  of  which  we  are  all  a  re- 
sponsible part.  Your  personal  happiness  and  a  fateful 
time  demand  continuous  self-education,  and  all-round 
individual  development  of  the  fitness  of  the  body,  the 
mastery  of  the  mind,  and  the  nobility  of  the  spirit.  The 
South,  with  all  its  deficits  and  difficulties,  hopes  and  op- 
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portunities,  calls  to  j'ou  to  make  it  a  place  where  all 
people  have  equal  opportunity  for  work,  education,  suf- 
frage, health,  the  dignities  of  American  citizenship,  and 
the  sacredness  of  human  personality.  America,  with  un- 
matched resources,  offers  the  opportunity  to  intelligent 
and  venturesome  leadership  for  improving  our  free  eco- 
nomic society  with  enterprise  and  jobs  for  all.  The  world, 
in  the  travail  of  mankind's  crudest  struggle  for  freedom 
and  peace,  cries  out,  from  the  recent  throes  of  one  world 
depression  and  two  world  wars,  for  Dumbarton  Oaks, 
Bretton  Woods,  and  the  reduction  of  tariffs  as  the  be- 
ginnings of  the  organization  of  peace  among  the  nations 
based  on  justice  and  good  will  in  the  hearts  of  men.  Ten 
million  soldier  dead  of  the  first  world  war  and  the  un- 
counted millions  of  dead  of  this  second  world  war  call  to 
us  not  to  crucify  mankind  on  the  orgy  of  a  third  world 
war.  For  America  again  to  pass  mankind  by  on  the 
other  side,  for  America  again  to  fail  to  rise  to  the  respon- 
sibility of  her  power  and  the  opportunity  of  her  greatness 
as  to  trade  and  trifle  in  the  temple  of  the  world's  heroic 
dead. 

We  must  decisively  win  the  war  against  war  and  fas- 
cism, for  the  just  punishment  of  responsible  war  crimi- 
nals, but  not  for  vindictive  revenge ;  for  the  triumph  of 
freedom  and  democracy,  but  not  for  the  extermination  of 
any  race  or  people ;  rather,  for  the  inclusion  in  God's 
good  time  of  all  peoples  in  one  great  human  family,  or- 
ganized for  freedom,  justice,  and  peace  in  the  United 
Nations  of  the  world. 

This  is  the  call  to  the  colors  of  your  day  and  generation. 
Diploma  in  hand  as  your  commission  for  high  service, 
you,  young  women,  strong  in  body,  ready  in  mind,  and 
generous  in  humane  spirit,  will  not  fail  those  who  died 
or  those  who  live  and  look  with  high  faith  to  the  Saint 
Mary's  Junior  College  as  she  sends  you  forth — the  gallant 
Class  of  1945. 


Valedictory  Address 

I  wonder  how  many  of  us  have  looked  closely  at  the 
seal  of  Saint  Mary's?  We  find  it  on  school  documents, 
on  our  annuals,  on  our  rings.  Whoever  designed  it  was 
an  artist  with  vision,  a  vision  of  our  human  needs,  not 
only  for  the  present  but  for  the  future.  Let  us  examine 
this  seal. 

It  is  an  oval  bearing  the  legend,  Saint  Mary's  School 
and  Junior  College,  on  the  border  that  surrounds  a  shield 
with  a  book,  a  tyre,  a  palette  and  a  cross  as  its  emblems. 
What  do  they  represent? 

The  book  stands  for  scholarship — and  what  is  scholar- 
ship An  understanding  of  the  past  with  a  practical 
knovledge  of  the  present  as  a  firm  foundation  for  the 
futim 

The  palette  and  the  lyre  are  symbols  of  the  fine  arts, 
not  as  mtre  veneers  of  culture,  but  as  instruments  where- 
by men  s  Sreams  may  be  turned  into  music,  poetry,  and 
painting  thiough  study  of  form  and  spirit. 

Spirit,  did  '.  Say  ?  Is  not  spirit  the  basis  of  all  life,  and 
is  not  the  cros;  at  the  base  of  the  shield  the  emblem  of 
life  immortal? 

This  is  the  shiele  0f  Saint  Mary's.  How  far  has  it  been 
stamped  into  our  liv>sf 


We  are  learning  to  take  our  places  in  a  world  still 
erupting  from  one  of  the  most  appalling  upheavals  it  has 
ever  known.  Already  ruthless  greed  is  marshaling  its 
forces  to  seize  territory  and  power.  Large  and  small 
nations  alike  are  so  occupied  protecting  their  own  inter- 
ests and  plans  for  future  aggrandizement  that  they  have 
taken  but  little  time  to  plan  for  man,  a  world  citizen. 

Although  we  are  inexperienced,  these  are  vital  concerns 
of  ours,  for  we  are  going  to  have  to  live  in  this  world. 
We  are  a  small  group,  but  we  are  one  of  many  who  are 
graduating  today  all  over  this  land.  Can  we  afford  to 
let  trivialities  absorb  us  when  dragon's  teeth  are  being 
sown  in  the  Argentine  and  S3'ria  before  the  armies  of  this 
war  have  stopped  fighting? 

We  will  have  a  world  in  which  the  arts  will  cease  to 
function,  a  world  in  which  books  will  not  only  cease  to 
be  read  but  cease  to  be  printed,  and  the  church  will  be- 
come a  meaningless  symbol  unless  we  put  our  ideals  into 
practice.  We  must  not  have  dreams  that  hold  no  promise 
of  fulfillment ;  yet  unless  we  mix  practical  idealism  and 
realism,  we  may  as  well  give  up  hope  for  a  lasting  peace. 

What  can  we  do  about  this  world  with  its  horrible 
potentialities?  We  who  are  still  so  young ?  We  can  read, 
study  the  problems  that  face  us.  We  can  talk,  discuss, 
influence  others.  We  can  write  firmly  and  often  to  our 
representatives. 

A  small  band,  aren't  we?  Sixty-nine  of  us  are  leaving 
today  to  take  our  places  in  a  struggling  world.  Sixty- 
nine?  There  were  only  twelve  apostles.  If  each  of  us 
carries  the  seal  of  Saint  Mary's  in  our  hearts,  we  can 
transform  the  world.  And  if  we  do  not,  the  world  we 
long  for  will  never  be.    . 

Annette  Thackwkll  Fulton. 


CANDIDATES  FOR  GRADUATION 

The  Class  of  1945 

College  Department 

Avera,  Frances  Hill,  Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. ;  Bowers,  Mary 
Connell,  Warrenton,  N.  C. ;  Broadfoot,  Kate,  Fayetteville, 
N.  C. ;  Brundage,  Ann  Canon,  Tryon,  N.  C. ;  Bunn,  Mavis 
Philips,  Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. ;  Caldwell,  Susan  Griswold, 
Columbus,  Ga. ;  Callum,  Luzette,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Campbell, 
Jean  Hampton,  Lynchburg,  Va. ;  Conover,  Jeannette 
Winn,  Concord,  N.  C. ;  Cordon,  Betsey  London,  Raleigh, 
N.  C. ;  Cowdery,  Mary  Phyllis,  Portsmouth,  Va. ;  Cutts, 
Wilma  Ann,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Davis,  Helen  Patterson,  Wil- 
son, N.  C. ;  Dickey,  Mary  Gresham,  Oxford,  Pa. ;  Divers, 
Jane  Rolfe,  Pulaski,  Va. ;  Durham,  Elizabeth  Anne,  Bir- 
mingham, Mich. ;  Edmunds,  Alice  Ann,  Delray  Beach, 
Fla. ;  Fleenor,  Helen  Ray,  Charlotte,  N.  C. ;  Fulton,  An- 
nette Thackwell,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Gardner,  Mary  Randolph, 
Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Gay,  Ruth  Gee,  Jackson,  N.  C. ;  Gilman, 
Mary  West,  Portsmouth,  Va. ;  Goerch,  Sibyl,  Raleigh, 
N.  C. ;  Gregory,  Maria  Brown,  Richmond,  Va. ;  Hancock, 
Lucy  Landis,  Oxford,  N.  C. ;  Hardy,  Bobby  Jean,  Dur- 
ham, N.  C. ;  Harris,  Mary  Louise,  Roxboro,  N.  C. ;  Harvey, 
Lucy  Willingham,  Lindale,  Ga. ;  Hayes,  Ruth  Williams, 
Charlotte,  N.  C. ;  Holland,  Carolyn  Wright,  Wilmington, 
N.  C. ;  Holmes,  Mary  Elizabeth,  Greensboro,  N.  C. ;  Hood, 
Betty  Lou,  Churchland,  Va. ;  Hughes,  Gwendolyn,  Tabor 
City,   N.   C. ;  Hunsucker,   Sara  Coe,  High  Point,   N.   C. ; 
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Jones,  Sidney  Dunbar,  Camden,  S.  C;  Long,  Caroline 
Moncure,  Garysburg,  N.  C. ;  Kendrick,  Bettie  Alexander, 
Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Martin,  Margaret  Marshall,  Leaksville, 
N.  C. ;  Moomaw,  Anna  Margaret,  Falling  Spring,  Va. ; 
Moore,  Susan  Elizabeth,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. ;  Moran, 
Margaret  Pou,  Henderson,  N.  C. ;  McMillin,  Marcia,  Ra- 
leigh, N.  C. ;  Parker,  Jeannette  Harriet,  Jacksonville,  Pla. ; 
Parker,  Martha  Allston,  Georgetown,  S.  C. ;  Parker,  Mil- 
dred Parrott,  La  Grange,  N.  C. ;  Peete,  Catherine  Jane 
Nicholson.  Warrenton,  N.  C. ;  Pope,  Will  Cooper,  Dunn, 
N.  C. ;  Robertson,  Sallie  Baker,  Washington,  N.  C. ;  Robin- 
son, Isabel  Barton,  Washington,  D.  C. ;  Rodwell,  Mar- 
garet Jeffress,  Warrenton,  N.  C. ;  Rogers,  Sylvia  Imogene, 
Smithfield,  N.  C. ;  Seaman,  Lucy  Davis,  Warrenton,  N.  C. ; 
Skidmore,  Margaret  English,  Albemarle,  N.  C. ;  Smith, 
Maybelle  Albertson,  Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. ;  Stewart,  Sarah 
Robertson,  Payetteville,  N.  C. ;  Stoney,  Martha  Washing- 
ton. Anniston.  Ala.;  Sullivan,  Jeau  Carter,  Rocky  Mount, 
N.  C. ;  Thomas,  Eleanor  Randolph,  Charlotte,  N.  C. ; 
Thompson,  Charlotte  Marguerite,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Thorp, 
Susan  Middleton.  Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. ;  Tucker,  Mary 
Arden,  Warrenton,  X.  C. ;  Tyler,  Florence  Lyle,  Dunn, 
N.  C. ;  Verdery,  Marie  Stuart,  Fayetteville,  N.  C. ;  White, 
Josie  Barnes,  Greenville,  N.  C. ;  Wilson,  Elizabeth  "Vir- 
ginia, Elizabeth  City,  N.  C. ;  Wollett.  Frances  Vivian, 
Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Wood,  Anne  Langhorne,  Edenton,  N.  C. ; 
Woolard,  Clarice  Elizabeth,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Davis,  Emma 
Britt.  La  Grange,  N.  C. 


CANDIDATES  FOR   HIGH  SCHOOL  DIPLOMA 
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Anderson,  Ann,  Eustis,  Fla.;  Bain,  Sarah  Elizabeth, 
Capron,  Va. :  Baskervill,  Mary  Spottswood,  Warrenton, 
N.  C. ;  Bickett,  Frances  Yarborough,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ; 
Cocke,  Mary  Gilmer,  Wake  Forest,  N.  C. ;  Conger,  Martha 
Leah,  Edenton,  N.  C. ;  Cooper,  Elizabeth  Ann,  Greens- 
boro, X.  C. ;  Dickey.  Jane  Miller,  Oxford,  Pa.;  Duke, 
Marietta.  Greensboro,  N.  C;  Eichhorn.  Mary  Louise, 
Greensboro,  X.  C. ;  Everett,  Sarah  Baker,  Palmyra,  N.  C. ; 
Fant.  Caroline  Hunter.  Lockhart,  S.  C. ;  Grimsley,  Corinne 
Healan,  Greensboro,  X.  C. ;  Huffman,  Martha  Roberta. 
Morganton.  X.  C. ;  Ives,  Katherine  Dean,  Xew  Bern,  X.  C. ; 
Johnston,  Jean  Elizabeth,  Manteo,  X.  C. ;  Johnston,  Laura 
Ann,  Manteo,  X.  C.  ;  Jones,  Alice  McAden,  Charlotte, 
X.  C. ;  Lawrence,  Betsy  Tom,  Raleigh,  X.  C. ;  Manship. 
Mary  Ann,  Tatum,  S.  C. ;  Meadows,  Ella  McLendel,  Xew 
Bern,  X.  C. ;  Mercer,  Nancy  Ann,  Williamston,  X.  C. ; 
McGuirk,  Caroline  Elizabeth,  Morganton,  X'.  C. ;  Norfleet, 
Margaret  Gary.  Jackson,  X.  C. ;  Peirson,  Mary  Elizabeth, 
Enfield,  X.  ('.;  Pettit.  Ann  Elizabeth,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ; 
Rickenbaker.  Jean  Elliott,  Union,  S.  C.  ;  Shamburger, 
Alice  Page,  Aberdeen,  X.  C. ;  Stevens,  Ann  Holladay,  Bur- 
lington, X.  C. ;  Thomson,  Elisabeth  Alexander,  Charlotte, 
X.  C. ;  Thorsen,  Mary  Ann,  Franklin,  Va. ;  Wlialen,  Ruth 
Jessamine,  Wilson,  X.  C. :  WMtaker,  Sally  Clara,  Mari- 
etta, Ga. ;  Wilson,  Mary  Beverley,  Gastonia,  N.  C. ;  Wood- 
ard,  Dorothy  Whitehead,  Wilson,  X.  ('. ;  Pou,  Betsy  Ann, 
Raleigh,  X.  C. :  Allen,  Mary  Christena,  Miami  Beach,  Fla.; 
Harrington,  Virginia,  Charlotte,  X.  ('. 


CANDIDATES  FOR  CERTIFICATE  AWARDS 

Session  1944-45 
The  Art  Department 
Gregory,  Maria  Brown,  Richmond,  Va. ;  Harvey,  Lucy 
Willingham,     Lindale,     Ga. ;    Holmes,     Mary     Elizabeth, 
Greensboro,  X.  C. ;  Peete,  Catherine  Jane  Xicholson,  War- 
renton, X.  C. ;  Wood,  Anne  Langhorne,  Edenton,  X.  C. 

The  Commercial  Department 
(Full  Certificate) 
Crocker,  Lizette  Davy,   Raleigh,   X.   C. ;   Griffin,  Betty  '■ 
Hughes,  Elizabeth  City,  X.  C. ;  Ingle,  Sara  Bell,  Burling- 
ton, X.  C. ;  Stenhouse,  Mary  Cleaves,  Goldsboro,  X.   0. ; 
Taylor,  Katherine  Jones,  Dunn,  N.  C. ;  Terry,  Betty,  Ra- 
leigh, X.  C. ;  Weaver,  Catherine  Jane,  Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. 
(Certificate  in  Stenography) 
Dawson,  Eloise  Audrey,  Elizabeth  City,  N.  C. ;  Feagan. 
Carrie  Anne,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Heptinstall,  Lenora  Gordon, 
Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Johnson,  Kathleen  Irwin,  Tarboro,  N.  C. 
Wilson,  Mary  Helen,  Raleigh,  N.  0. 

The  Expression  Department 

(Certificate  in  Speech  and  Theatre  Arts) 
Thomas,  Elizabeth  Crowdus,  University  City,  Mo. 

(Certificate  in  Oral  Interpretation) 
Fulton,   Annette   Thackwell.    Raleigh,    N.   C. ;    Parker,  j 
Jeannette  Harriet,  Jacksonville,  Fla. 

The  Music  Department 
(Certificate  in  Organ) 
Hayes,  Ruth  Williams,  -Charlotte,  N.  C. 

(Certificate  in  Piano) 
Eichhorn,  Mary  Louise,  Greensboro,  N.  C. ;  Rickenbaker, 
Jean  Elliott,  Union,  S.  C. 

(Certificate  in  Voice) 
Hughes.  Gwendolyn,  Tabor  City,  N.  C. ;  McMillin,  Mar- 
cia,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 


HONOR  ROLL  FOR  THE  SCHOOL  YEAR  1944-45 
Academic 

Saralr  Elizabeth  Bain,  Kate  Broadfoot,  Marietta  Duke, 
Mary  Louise  Eichhorn,  Shirley  Lou  Frew,  Annette  Thack- 
well Fulton,  Sibyl  Goerch,  Maria  Brown  Gregory,  Mary 
Allen  Hazen,  Martha  Roberta  Huffman,  Susan  Elizabeth 
Moore,  Anna  Lee  Smith,  Mary  Arden  Tucker. 
Business 

Carrie   Anne  Feagan,  Mary  Cleaves   Stenhouse,   Kath- 
erine Jones  Taylor. 


HONORABLE  MENTION  FOR  1944-45 
Academic 

Frances  Yarborough  Bickett,  Elizabeth  Carter,  V  ilma 
Ann  Cutts,  Helen  Patterson  Davis,  Mary  Randolph  Gard- 
ner, Carolyn  Wright  Holland,  Alice  McAden  Joucp,  Hettie 
Westbrook  Murphy,  Martha  Allston  Parker,  Catherine 
Jane  Nicholson  Peete,  Will  Cooper  Pope,  S*Uie  Baker 
Robertson,  Isabel  Barton  Robinson,  Mary  Jos/phine  Ryan, 
Anne  Holladay  Stevens,  Mary  Ann  Thorsen  Mary  Beverly 
Wilson.  Frances  Vivian  Wollett.  Don'hy  Whitehead 
Woodard. 

Business 

Leonora  Gordon  Heptinstall. 
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Student  Body  Officers  for  the  Year  1945-46 

Elections  of  student  body  officers  and  officers  of  the  out- 
standing clubs  and  societies  at  Saint  Mary's  for  next  year 
began  in  March  of  this  year  and  continued  until  the  end 
of  school.    Here  are  the  results. 


Kathyrn  Fulton  of  Roanoke,  Virginia,  was  elected 
March  29  in  the  first  of  student  elections  to  the  highest 
office  of  Student  Government.  She  succeeds  Kate  Broad- 
foot  of  Fayetteville  as  President  of  the  student  body. 
Kathryn  has  been  quite  outstanding  in  school  activities 
this  year  as  one  of  the  junior  representatives  to  the  Honor 
!'  Council  and  a  member  of  the  Circle,  choir,  Orehesis  and 
Dance  Recital  Group,  Canterbury  Club,  and  Belles  circu- 
lation staff. 

Florence  ("Poncie")  Dawson  of  Cramerton  was  elected 
as  chairman  of  the  Hall  Council  for  1945-46,  the  same 
position  her  sister,  Sara,  held  in  1942-43.  Poncie  succeeds 
Mary  Arden  Tucker  of  Warrenton.  Coming  to  Saint 
Mary's  from  National  Cathedral  School  in  Washington, 
D.  CL,  Poncie  has  gained  recognition  as  secretary  of  the 
junior  class,  a  member  of  the  Circle,  choir,  Letter  Club, 
and  Canterbury  Club  Council. 

Susan  Ashburn  of  Virginia  Beach,  Virginia,  succeeds 
Sara  Coe  Hunsucker  of  High  Point  as  Vice-President  of 
the  student  body.  At  Saint  Mary's,  Susan  has  been  a 
member  of  the  basketball  team  and  manager  of  the  volley- 
ball team. 

Mary  Pinekney  of  Columbia,  South  Carolina,  new  edi- 
tor of  the  Bulletin,  succeeds  Margaret  Rodwell  of  War- 
renton. Mary  has  been  a  member  of  Publications  Staff, 
B.  A.  P.  Literary  Society,  and  Hall  Council. 

Sally  Ann  Elliott  of  Washington  has  been  elected  to 
succeed  Maria  Gregory  of  Richmond,  Virginia,  as  editor 
of  the  Belles.  Here  at  Saint  Mary's  Sally  Ann  has  been 
on  the  Publications  Staff,  a  member  of  the  Sigma  Lambda 
Literary  Society,  and  served  as  a  junior  dance  marshal. 

Jane  Campbell  of  Atlanta,  Georgia,  succeeds  Sue  Moore 
of  Winston-Salem  to  the  editorship  of  the  Stage  Coach. 
Jane  has  been  a  member  of  the  Legislative  Body,  Publi- 
cations Staff,  Circle,  Canterbury  Club,  and  Sigma  Lambda 
Literary  Society. 

Mildred  Chappell  of  Richmond,  Virginia,  was  elected 
as  President  of  the  Senior  Class,  succeeding  Sallie  Robert- 
son of  Washington.  Mildred  has  been  a  member  of  the 
Swimming  Club,  Orehesis,  and  vice-president  of  the  Y. 
;  W.  C.  A. 

Lib  Price  Hines  of  Roanoke  Rapids  and  Dabney  Little 
of  Wadesboro  were  recently  elected  as  senior  Honor  Coun- 
cil representatives  for  1945-46.  Here  at  Saint  Mary's  Lib 
Price  has  been  a  member  of  Orehesis  and  was  chosen  for 
the  Dance  Recital  Group.  Dabney  has  been  on  the  Pub- 
lications Staff  and  has  been  chosen  for  the  Canterbury 
Council  for.  next  year.  Betsy  Durham  of  Birmingham, 
Michigan,  and  Isabel  Robinson  of  Washington,  D.  C, 
have  been  senior  Honor  Council  representatives  for  1944- 
1945. 

Emma  Katie  Guion  of  New  Bern  succeeds  Ann  Ed- 
munds of  Delray  Beach,  Florida,  as  Secretary  to  the  Hall 
Council.  Emma  Katie  has  shown  her  ability  as  a  member 
of  the  Nominating  Committee  and  the  Circle.     She  will 


also  be  in  charge  of  the  Circulation  Staff  of  the  Belles 
next  year. 

Carolyn  DesChamps  of  Spartanburg,  South  Carolina, 
new  Chairman  of  Assemblj'  Programs,  succeeds  Kathryn 
Lane  of  Dothan,  Alabama.  At  Saint  Mary's,  Carolyn  has 
been  a  member  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  and  Letter  Club,  having 
won  all-stars  in  volleyball  and  hockey. 

Betty  Goodwyu  of  Henderson  succeeds  Eleanor  Thomas 
of  Charlotte  as  Chief  Dance  Marshal.  This  year  Betty 
has  been  co-chairman  of  the  Hall  Council  and  a  junior 
dance  marshal. 

Mary  Helen  James  of  Wilson  has  been  elected  Chief 
Marshal  to  succeed  Mary  Tom  Gilman  of  Portsmouth, 
Virginia.  At  Saint  Mary's,  Mary  Helen  has  been  a  mem- 
ber of  the  volleyball  team. 

Other  marshals  for  the  1945-46  are :  Margo  Martin, 
Louise  Mawyer,  Sallie  Lee,  Beverly  Hancock  and  Kaiiyn 
Sloan.  Margo,  of  Roanoke  Rapids,  has  been  outstanding 
at  Saint  Mary's  as  a  member  of  the  Choir,  Glee  Club, 
Sextet,  Publications  Staff,  Swimming  Club,  and  basket- 
ball team.  She  has  been  appointed  a  member  of  the  Can- 
terbury Council  for  1945-46.  Louise  Mawyer  of  Loving- 
ston,  Virginia,  has  attended  Saint  Mary's  two  years.  Sallie 
Lee  of  Goldsboro  has  been  president  of  the  junior  class, 
a  member  of  the  Legislative  Body,  Orehesis,  Granddaugh- 
ters' Club,  Canterbury  Club  and  hockey,  basketball  and 
volleyball  teams.  Beverly  Hancock  of  High  Point  and 
Karlyn  Sloan  of  Fayetteville  have  participated  in  ath- 
letic events.  Marshals  for  1944-45  were  Helen  ("Teence") 
Davis  of  Wilson,  Josie  Barnes  White  of  Greenville,  Caro- 
line Long  of  Garysburg,  Frances  Avera  of  Rocky  Mount, 
and  Carolyn  Holland  of  Wilmington. 

Ginger  Young  of  Dunn  carries  the  dual  responsibility 
of  President  of  the  Canterbury  Club,  succeeding  Caroline 
Long,  and  editor  of  the  Handbook,  succeeding  Jeannette 
Parker  of  Jacksonville,  Florida. 

Other  officers  of  the  Canterbury  Club  are  Katherine 
Royall,  Goldsboro,  vice-president  and  publicity  chair- 
man; Dabney  Little,  secretary-treasurer;  Mary  Mull  of 
Rome,  Georgia,  Chairman  of  the  Program  Committee. 
Members  of  the  1945-46  Council  are  Margo  Martin,  Poncie 
Dawson,  Jane  Lewis  of  Jackson,  and  Martha  Conger  of 
Edenton. 

A  new  organization  has  been  started  at  Saint  Mary's 
for  girls  who  are  not  Episcopalians,  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  cor- 
responding to  the  Canterbury  Club.  Mildred  Chappell 
has  been  elected  president,  succeeding  Sara  Coe  Hun- 
sucker. Other  officers  are  Sara  Buchanan  of  Henderson- 
ville,  vice-president,  and  Amie  Watkins  of  Henderson, 
secretary-treasurer. 

Katherine  Royall,  Sigma,  and  Carolyn  DesChamps,  Mu, 
have  been  chosen  presidents  of  their  respective  athletic 
societies,  succeeding  Barnie  White  and  Margaret  Martin. 
Here  at  Saint  Mary's,  Katherine  has  been  vice-president 
of  the  junior  class,  member  of  the  Glee  Club,  Hall  Council, 
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Choir,  Swimming  Club,  and  a  cheer  leader.  Nina  Mae 
DeBerry  of  Halifax  has  been  elected  vice-president  of 
the  Sigmas,  succeeding  Betty  Griffin  of  Elizabeth  City, 
and  Sue  Everett  of  Palmyra,  vice-president  of  the  Mu's, 
succeeding  Mary  Dickey  of  Oxford,  Penn. 

Athalia  Alligood  of  Washington  has  been  elected  presi- 
dent of  the  Letter  Club  for  1945-46,  succeeding  Mavis 
Bunn  of  Rocky  Mount.  At  Saint  Mary's,  Athalia  has 
been  outstanding  in  all  sports,  winning  all-stars  in  basket- 
ball, bowling,  and  Senior  Life-saving.  She  is  a  member 
of  the  Swimming  Club  and  E.  A.  P.  Literary  Society. 

Fabian  Wadsworth  of  Raleigh  has  been  chosen  to  suc- 
ceed Sibyl  Goerch,  also  of  Raleigh,  as  business  manager 
of  the  Stage  Coach.  Fabian  has  been  active  on  the  busi- 
ness staff  and  also  is  a  member  of  the  E.  A.  P.  Literary 
Society. 

Presidents  of  the  Literary  Societies  for  1945  are  Fabian 
Wadsworth  and  Kitty  Quintard  of  Sewanee,  Tennessee. 
Fabian  succeeds  Ann  Cutts  of  Raleigh  as  president  of  the 
E.  A.  P.,  and  Kitty  is  president-elect  of  the  Sigma  Lambda, 
succeeding  Sibyl  Goerch.  Kitty  has  been  a  junior  repre- 
sentative to  the  Honor  Council  and  a  member  of  the  Dra- 
matic Club  and  Publications  Staff. 


Acolytes  for  1945-46  are  Mary  Moulton  of  New  Bern 
and  Betty  Sue  Tayloe  of  Live  Oak,  Florida,  succeeding 
Florence  Tyler  of  Dunn.  Crucifer  is  Katherine  Royall, 
succeeding  Mary  Dickey  of  Oxford,  Pennsylvania,  and 
Tuga  Wilson  of  Gastonia  is  the  server  in  the  Sanctuary. 
Mary  has  been  a  member  of  the  French  Club,  Orchesis, 
and  Granddaughters'  Club,  and  she  won  an  all-star  in 
volleyball.  She  has  also  been  chosen  as  camera  editor  of 
the  Stage  Coach  for  1945,  succeeding  Maria  Gregory. 

New  officers  for  the  Order  of  the  Circle  were  announced 
as  follows :  President,  Emma  Katie  Guion,  succeeding 
Ann  Edmunds,  and  secretary,  Jane  Campbell,  succeeding 
Mary  Arden  Tucker.  Ann  handed  the  traditional  torch 
to  Emma  Katie  in  a  ceremony  held  on  the  back  campus 
on  June  1. 

Mary  Billings  of  Morganton  is  president-elect  of  the 
Doctors'  Daughters'  Club,  succeeding  Stuart  Verdery  of 
Fayetteville.  Ann  Lewis  of  Petersburg,  Virginia,  has 
been  elected  vice-president.  In  addition  to  being  an 
active  member  of  the  Doctors'  Daughters'  Club,  Mary  has 
been  a  member  of  the  Sigma  Lambda  Literary  Society 
and  treasurer  of  the  junior  class. 


Summer's  Night 

Sometimes  a  girl  just  has  to  pretend  or  go  crazy. 

By  Sarah  Stewaht,  '45 


The  old  grandfather  clock  was  chiming  eight  as  Ann 
passed  on  her  way  upstairs.  It  was  evening,  a  lovely 
June  evening,  and  Ann  was  going  out.  That  wasn't  un- 
usual, though — there  was  scarcely  a  night  that  she  stayed 
home,  although  going  out  during  the  past  few  months  had 
been  different,  very  different,  and  not  half  as  happy. 

Ann  walked  slowly  into  her  room,  over  to  her  bedside 
table,  turning  on  the  tiny  light.  Per  usual,  she  lifted 
Jim's  picture  and  gazed  at  it  a  long  time.  It  was  easy 
to  see  that  her  life  and  happiness  were  both  with  that 
flier.  Putting  the  silver  frame  down  reluctantly,  she 
turned  to  get  dressed.  "Now  what  to  wear,"  Ann  thought. 
"I  must  look  my  loveliest;  I  always  must  look  my  love- 
liest— because  I  promised,  because  I  promised  .  .  ." 

Ann  walked  to  the  closet  and  began  to  flip  through  her 
dazzling  wardrobe.  Black?  No,  too  dark.  Lavender? 
Not  flattering  at  night.  She  stopped  at  a  chartreuse 
crepe — very  flattering,  really.  Sophisticated,  yes.  Then 
sin'  turned  to  the  back  of  the  closet  door,  and  carefully 
took  her  favorite  sling  pumps  from  the  shoe  rack. 

Throwing  the  dress  over  a  chair  and  the  shoes  on  her 
bed,  she  walked  into  the  bathroom  for  her  lipstick.  Ann 
looked  at  herself  quizzically  in  the  mirror.  She  never 
liked  to  look  at  her  eyes  any  more ;  they  were  too  serious. 
And  her  mouth — the  gay,  scarlet  mouth  that  all  her  life 
had  reflected  her  laughing,  happy  nature — it,  too,  was 
different.  War  had  a  way  of  changing  people.  But  her 
nose — it  had  always  had  a  saucy  tilt — and  that  was  still 
there,  unchanged.  Her  hair,  too — long,  slinky,  black — 
unchanged. 


Putting  on  make-up  had  become  a  mere  matter  of  rou- 
tine now.  Before,  Ann  had  loved  these  few  moments 
before  going  out  at  night.  She  had  liked  to  see  the  lovely, 
laughing  girl  in  the  mirror,  the  girl  meant  for  gaiety 
and  dancing  and  laughter. 

Ann  walked  back  into  the  bedroom  and  began  to  dress 
carefully,  slipping  the  lovely  crepe  over  her  slim  hips, 
stepping  daintily  into  the  black  patent  pumps,  and,  last 
of  all,  touching  a  few  drops  of  the  precious  remaining 
Chanel  to  her  hair,  the  Chanel  that  had  been  Jim's  first 
present  to  her.  She  took  a  last  look  into  the  floor-length 
mirror,  turned,  and  smiled.    Jim  would  love  her  like  this. 

She  walked  over  to  the  bedside  table  once  more  and 
lifted  the  silver  frame,  gazing  for  one  more  brief  mo- 
ment, replacing  it  hastily  before  she  gave  herself  a  chance 
to  cry.  Then  Ann  picked  up  an  unmailed  letter,  ad- 
dressed to  Captain  James  Allen,  United  States  Air  Force, 
care  of  Postmaster,  New  York,  and  then  walked  slowly 
down  the  stairs. 

"Dad,"  she  called,  "I'm  going  to  a  movie.  Be  in  early. 
Per  usual,"  she  added.  Ann  left,  closing  the  door  softy 
behind  her,  and  walked  down  to  the  corner,  stopping 
before  the  familiar  green  mailbox  that  had  always  been 
there.  She  didn't  drop  the  letter  in  but  carefully  and 
deliberately  tore  it  into  a  thousand  pieces,  watching  them 
flutter  to  the  ground.  It  was  best  that  way — Ann  could 
not  stand  to  have  still  another  letter  returned  to  her, 
stamped  with  the  ugly  and  forbidding  words,  MISSING 
IN  ACTION. 
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Saint  Marys  Needs  ...  A  New  Dormitory 

A  New  Dormitory  is  needed  to  relieve  present  rooming 
congestion  as  well  as  to  provide  suitable  postwar  dormi- 
tory accommodations  for  Saint  Mary's  girls. 

By  Maria  Brown  Gregory,  '45 
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While  the  Science  Building  (see  March  issue  of  the 
Bulletin)  undoubtedly  has  first  place  on  the  list  of  new 
buildings  for  Saint  Mary's  campus,  a  new  dormitory  runs 
it  a  close  second.  The  present  dormitory  facilities  are 
somewhat  overcrowded,  with  three  girls  rooming  in  some 
of  the  two-girl  rooms.  A  new  dormitory  would  completely 
relieve  this  congested  situation,  allowing  girls  to  be  moved 
from  both  Bast  and  West  Rock  as  well  as  the  certain 
overcrowded  rooms  in  Smedes  and  the  two  Wings.  Bast 
Rock  could  then  be  thoroughly  remodeled  to  accommo- 
date administration  and  business  offices  on  the  first  floor 
and  the  Commercial  Department  on  the  second  floor.  Since 
the  Home  Economics  Department  will  be  housed  in  the 
proposed  Science  Building,  this  will  leave  the  ground 
floor  of  Smedes  occupied  only  b}7  the  Post  Office,  Book 
Room,  and  Day  Students'  Rooms.  This  space  will  pos- 
sibly be  used  for  a  recreation  room  and  student  body 
offices  as  well.  West  Rock  will  then  be  remodeled  to 
house  all  Alumnae  Office  facilities  and  provide  living 
accommodations  for  some  faculty  members. 

One  of  the  Centennial  Campaign  booklets  describes  the 
proposed  dormitory  as  follows : 

"Similar  to  Holt  Hall  and  completing  the  quadrangle 
formed  by  Smedes,  Clement,  and  Holt,  the  proposed  dor- 
mitory is  needed  as  soon  as  it  can  be  made  available.  It 
would  provide  rooms  for  about  50  students  and  three  fac- 
ulty members.  .  .  .  The  estimated  cost  is  $45,000." 

This  will  be  a  three-story  brick  building  with  seven 
rooms  and  a  reception  room  on  the  first  floor  and  nine 
rooms  each  on  the  second  and  third  floors. 

The  memorial  opportunities  developed  by  the  Cam- 
paign Committee  were  divided  into  units  and  printed  in 
the  same  booklet.     The  memorial  for  this  building  has 


been   placed   at    $45,000   with   the   following   memorials 
within  the  dormitory  building : 

ALPHA  FLOOR 

Reception  room  for  girls $2,500 

Seven  rooms  on  Alpha  Floor — Each 1,000 

BETA  FLOOR 

Nine  rooms  on  Beta  Floor — Each 1,000 

GAMMA  FLOOR 
Nine  rooms  on  Gamma  Floor — Each 1,000 

Each  of  these  memorials  as  well  as  other  memorials 
will  be  suitably  marked  with  inscribed  bronze  plaques 
which  will  commemorate  each  designated  gift  and  thus 
worthily  perpetuate  the  memory  of  the  donor. 

The  need  for  this  building  is  obvious  and  pressing.  It 
cannot  be  built  on  present  funds  nor  until  the  Centennial 
Fund  has  reached  a  successful  close. 

It  is  hoped  that  by  the  time  the  war  is  over  and  con- 
struction on  a  big  scale  can  be  carried  on  again,  the  Cam- 
paign funds  and  memorial  gifts  will  provide  enough  to 
construct,  first,  the  Science  Building  and  then  the  New 
Dormitory,  to  be  followed  by  the  other  proposed  buildings 
and  changes.  This  dormitory  will  probably  be  named 
for  the  donor  of  a  large  memorial  as  Holt,  Clement,  and 
the  Eliza  Battle  Pittman  Memorial  Auditorium  were.  It 
will  not  necessitate  an  increase  in  the  present  enrollment, 
but  it  will  definitely  improve  present  rooming  conditions 
and  also  complete  the  important  buildings  on  the  campus. 


Did  You  Know 

That  the  present  Bulletin  has  grown  from  The  Muse,  a 
literary  and  news  publication  which  was  started  in  1878 
for  the  development  of  the  Music  Department? 
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My  China  Dolls 


By  Sally  Ann  Elliott,  '46 


There  are  so  very  many  books  in  the  world  today  that 
they  should  satisfy  the  cravings  of  the  mind  for  stories, 
for  adventure,  for  knowledge  of  people,  and  for  fulfill- 
ment of  the  desire  for  satisfying  reality.  I  like  to  read 
books.  I  experience  a  great  enjoyment  in  their  words, 
and  in  the  way  the  writer  makes  use  of  the  words,  and  I 
am  delighted  with  the  ideas  that  I  sometimes  find  in  them. 
It  is  these  ideas,  however,  which  cause  complications. 
The  ideas  whieh  they  have  intrigue  me,  and  I  begin  to 
feel  pleased  that  perhaps  I  have  found  a  kindred  soul, 
some  one  who  thinks  the  things  that  I  think,  and  is  intel- 
ligent enough  to  put  these  thoughts  on  paper.  I  turn  an 
idea  over  in  my  mind  and  then  prepare  to  let  it  settle 
down  comfortably  in  whatever  niche  I  am  sure  it  will 
accept  as  fitting.  It  never  occurs  to  me  that  my  kindred 
soul  may  have  found  an  altogether  different  place.  I 
read  on  .  .  .  but  wait  .  .  .  this  idea,  or  character  as  the 
case  may  be,  which  my  kindred  soul  and  I  have  developed 
with  such  sensitivity,  such  co-ordination  of  feeling,  is 
making  his  way  down  the  wrong  paths  of  life,  blissfully 
ignoring  the  plans  I  have  made  for  him.  I  finish  the  book 
with  a  feeling  of  discord.  The  writer  is  no  longer  my 
kindred  soul.  The  idea,  though,  that  is  the  idea  in  the 
raw,  before  he  completely  mangled  it,  is  still  mine,  but 
what  can  I  do  with  it? 

When  I  was  a  little  girl  I  had  less  difficulty.  I  would 
take  my  idea,  not  one  from  books,  but  from  people  and 
the  things  the}'  said  or  maybe  from  the  movies,  and  with 
a  large  and  seemingly  heavy  box  I  would  crawl  under 
the  piano  and  into  another  world.  The  box  held  my 
china  dolls.  Sometimes  there  were  dozens  of  them,  some- 
times I  needed  only  a  few.  These  dolls  were  the  center 
of  my  whole  life.  Each  new,  each  new  experience  which 
found  its  way  into  my  eager  mind  was  expressed  by  the 
movement  and  conversation  of  my  china  dolls. 

I  never  liked  big  dolls,  the  kind  that  you  could  dress 
and  undress,  though  I  possessed  quite  a  number  of  them 
and  took  proper  pride  in  their  wardrobes.  Other  little 
girls  would  tell  me  of  the  fun  they  had  in  supposing  their 
doll  a  real  life  baby  and  they  the  mother.  They  would 
bathe  it,  dress  it,  feed  it,  change  it,  all  according  to  a  pre- 
scribed schedule.  They  seemed  to  get  a  great  deal  of 
satisfaction  from  it.  I  liked  the  idea,  so  I  tried  it.  I 
bathed  my  doll,  I  dressed  it,  I  let  it  sleep,  I  even  rolled 
it  in  a  carriage  to  the  corner  and  back  though  it  cost  me 
a  great  deal  of  self-respect.  By  the  end  of  two  days  I 
was  so  thoroughly  sick  of  it  all  that  I  dressed  my  doll  in 
her  Sunday  best  and  placed  her  on  my  bed  with  a  stuffed 
elephant  and  a  rabbit's  hair  cat  as  merely  another  orna- 
ment. Dressing  and  mothering  dolls  might  be  a  very 
satisfying  game  for  some  one  who  likes  the  placid  feeling 
that  conies  from  the  continuous  doing  of  the  same  things 
over  and  over,  or  for  some  one  who  is  very  generously 
supplied  with  the  maternal  instinct,  but  it  was  in  my 
mind  a  very  boring  routine.  One  baby,  who  has  no 
thoughts,  at  least  none  that  I  could  understand,  and  who 
is  entirely  incapable  of  any  kind  of  action  of  its  own,  is 
a  very  dull   center  around  which  to  build  a  life.     Two 


babies  are  twice  as  bad.  Mothers  who  live  only  for  their 
children  must  be  so  far  down  in  their  rut  that  they  are 
unaware  of  the  excitement  that  can  be  found  in  people, 
lots  of  people,  and  the  things  that  they  do. 

My  china  dolls  were  lots  of  people.  There  was  a  cow- 
boy named  Joe  who  was  probably  the  m'ost  versatile 
young  man  imaginable.  He  was  a  kind  of  combination 
of  Clark  Gable,  Tom  Mix,  and  the  male  half  of  the  Bob- 
sey  Twins,  and  whichever  side  of  his  character  that  I  had 
need  of  in  a  certain  game  would  predominate.  He  was 
mj'  hero.  My  heroine  was  a  Spanish  senorita,  Maida, 
complete  with  shawls  and  a  mantilla.  I'm  afraid  she  had 
very  little  character,  but  I  arranged  her  parts  so  that 
she  didn't  need  much,  and  she  and  Joe  were  nearly  always 
united,  though  the  procedure  was  very  complicated. 
There  were  different  villains  for  every  occasion,  the  type 
to  be  used  depending  upon  the  amount  of  trouble  I  in- 
tended to  cause  Joe.  I  was  more  attached  to  the  dolls 
which  I  had  had  the  longest.  They  came  in  boxes  of  ten 
at  the  Dime  Store,  arranged  like  rows  of  ice  cubes,  each 
doll  in  its  own  cubicle.  It  was  only  after  they  had  lived 
and  learned,  climbed  the  bookcase,  and  been  beaten  by 
Joe  that  thejr  were  no  longer  considered  outsiders. 

Though  my  ideas  were  taken  from  life  around  me,  they 
were  usually  as  different  from  the  life  I  knew  as  I  could 
make  them.  For  example,  one  of  my  favorite  stories  was 
that  of  letting  the  children  have  no  father  or  mother. 
They  were  usually  in  some  very  dangerous  place  and 
faced  such  difficulties  as  climbing  mountains  and  doing 
without  food.  I  was  not  beyond  letting  them  fall  from 
the  top  of  the  bookcase  and  smatter  to  bits  if  it  would  add 
to  the  reality  of  the  story.  It  was  never  Joe,  however, 
who  fell,  and  it  was  never  Maida.  They  did  not  pass  up 
any  of  the  adventures  or  perils,  but  they  also  did  not 
smash  to  bits. 

It  was  on  this  question  that  I  clashed  with  my  little 
friends.  When  I  would  allow  some  one  to  play  with 
me,  which  was  seldom,  and  she  used  half  of  the  dolls,  1 
would  usually  like  to  watch  her  play  because  at  the  time 
I  was  quite  surprised  and  curious  to  find  that  other  people 
had  ideas  and  stories  too.  I  would  like  her  idea.  1  would 
watch  her,  excited,  until  I  suddenly  came  face  to  f^ce 
with  the  fact  that  she  wasn't  going  to  let  Joe  influence 
that  mob  of  men.  She  was  going  to  let  them  laugh  at  him 
and  tie  him  up,  and  then  Rex,  who  shouldn't  even  have 
been  in  on  it,  would  ride  by  on  Joe's  horse,  swing  Maida 
up  beside  him,  and  gallop  away.  I  was  miserable.  Joe's 
ego  would  probably  never  be  the  same  again,  but  worse 
than  that,  I  was  furious  that  any  one  could  be  so  dull,  so 
insensible,  so  torpid.  I  was  intensely  unhappy  until  ] 
could  rule  all  of  their  actions  again.  1  did  not  urge  this 
playmate  to  come  again.  She  didn't  know  how  to  "play 
right." 

Everything  I  saw  I  was  eager  to  re-enact  with  my 
dolls.  Nothing  else  seemed  quite  so  real  or  quite  so  im- 
portant to  me.  The  things  they  did  were  of  more  signifi- 
cance than  the  things  I  did  for  the  simple  reason  that 
they  were  more  interesting.     It  was  like  having  every- 
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thing  in  life  turn  out  right,  not  .with  a  dull  and  monot- 
onous rightness,  but  in  a  way  which  was  exciting  and 
satisfying. 

Eventually  the  time  came  when  I  could  no  longer  either 
respectfully  play  with  my  china  dolls  or  comfortably 
crawl  under  the  piano.  I  turned  to  books  gladly,  for  1 
had  always  been  fascinated  by  the  sight  of  people  en- 
grossed in  printed  stories.  I  would  take  down  the  books 
from  their  shelves  even  before  I  could  read  and  look  at 
the  words,  pretending  that  I  was  master  of  them,  that 
I  knew  what  they  said.  When  the  time  came  1  read  and 
>  read,  but  though  1  enjoyed  them  I  was  never  satisfied. 

If  this  excitement  and  satisfaction  is  not  to  be  found 
now  in  books  then  where  is  it  to  be  found  ?  I  can.  read 
the  books  which  are  written  by  my  dull  friends  who 
grew  up  to  be  dull  writers,  but  I  can't  expect  them  to  fill 
the  place  in  my  life  which  the  china  dolls  left.  The 
trouble  with  books  is  that  they  are  written.  Some  one 
else  has  planned  them,  and  though  I  can  read,  it  isn't  in 
my  power  to  mold  the  characters  or  govern  the  plot. 

Some  day  I  shall  write  a  book.  Some  day  I  shall  show 
how  it  ought  to  be.  The  hero  will  win,  the  heroine  will 
be  won,  the  villain,  well  the  villain  is  the  author  who 
insists  that  the  happy  ending  is  unreal,  and  you  can  guess 
what  I  will  do  to  him  ! 

77;  is  essay  won  first  place  in  the  Sigma  Lambda-E.  A.  P. 
literary  societies'  annual  contest. 


On  Carrying  Books 

By  Annettk  Fulton,  '45 

Carrying  books  has  always  been  one  of  my  major  prob- 

'  lems.    The  trouble  began  in  the  third  grade,  when  mother 

came  home  beaming  triumphantly,  a  package  under  her 

arm.     "Here's  a  present  for  you,"  she  announced.     "It's 

something  you  can  really  use." 

I  pounced  on  it  breathlessly,  eagerly  pulled  off  the 
string,  ripped  off  the  paper,  and  opened  the  box.  Then 
my  spirits  and  my  face  fell.  There  inside  was — a  book- 
bag  !  After  an  awkward  pause,  Mother  asked  anxiously, 
"Well,  dear,  how  do  you  like  it?" 

Trying  to  hide  my  disappointment,  I  muttered,  "Oh, 
it's  all  right."  In  my  mind,  book-bags  were  connected 
with  stuffy  little  children  who  carried  violin  cases  and 
wore  horn-rimmed  glasses.  I  determined  to  hide  the 
shameful  secret  that  I  had  a  book-bag.  The  hated  object 
went  behind  some  boxes  in  the  storeroom,  and  the  next 
morning  I  escaped  safely  without  any  one  noticing  my 
guilty  appearance. 

Such  luck  could  not  last,  however.  When  I  returned 
that  afternoon,  mother  was  industriously  cleaning  the 
storeroom.  Before  the  bag  could  be  removed  to  a  more 
secure  hiding  place,  it.  was  unearthed.  Every  morning 
for  the  next  week  the  same  scene  took  place.  I  would 
start  out  of  the  house.    Then : 

"Aren't  you  going  to  carry  your  book-bag,  dear?" 

"I  don't  know  where  it  is." 

"I'm  sure  I  saw  it  around  here  somewhere." 

"I'm  late  now.    Good-bye." 

But  before  I  could  make  my  retreat,  mother  would  pro- 
duce it  triumphantly  from  behind  a  chair  or  under  a  pil- 


low. "Oh,  here  it.  is.  I  can't  see  why  you  don't  like  it. 
Now  put  your  books  in  and  hurry." 

No  matter  where  I  concealed  my  disgrace,  it  always 
turned  up.  Every  day  I  would  go  mournfully  down  the 
street,  despising  the  world  in  general.  At  school  the  boys 
made  fun  of  the  book-bag,  the  girls  sympathized  with 
me;  every-  one  made  me  miserable.  Friday  afternoon  the 
book-bag  and  I  parted  company  forever.  It  took  up  resi- 
dence in  a  hole  in  a  vacant  lot  while  I  ran  home  feeling 
as  if  an  enemy  had  died.  Mother  bought  other  book-bags, 
but  for  some  reason  they  all  vanished. 

In  high  school  the  load  grew  heavier,  but  people  seemed 
to  turn  the  problem  of  carrying  books  into  an  advantage. 
Some  people  carried  books  to  look  studious.  Other  girls 
carried  books  just  so  some  one  would  offer  to  help  them. 

I  never  knew  what  carrying  books  really  meant  till  I 
came  to  Saint  Mary's.  For  a  while  I  tried  taking  home 
only  the  books  I  needed  that  night.  The  essential  book 
was  always  the  one  I  forgot.  So  much  precious  gas  was 
used  covering  the  distance  from  my  front  door  to  my 
locker  that  I  had  to  abandon  that  practice.  Next  I  began 
to  leave  all  heavy  books  at  home.  Since  this  included 
almost  all  Saint  Mary's  books,  all  my  classroom  time  was 
spent  leaning  over  my  neighbor's  shoulder,  trying  to  see 
her  textbook. 

Now  I  carry  the  books  back  and  forth  each  day.  "First 
Principles  of  Economies,"  4  pounds ;  "Shakespeare's  Com- 
plete Works,"  5  pounds,  and  "Eleven  British  Writers,"  6 
pounds,  2  ounces,  all  have  given  me  such  a  sag  in  the  left 
shoulder  that  T  have  been  honored  with  an  invitation  to 
the  Monday  afternoon  posture  class. 

This  essay  icon  second  place  in  the  Sigma  Lambda-E.  A.  P. 
literary  societies'  annual  contest. 


TO  BE  OR  NOT  TO  BE 

(With  all  due  deference  to  Willie  Shakespeare) 

By  Lo<;an  Vaught,  '47 

I  wish  I  were  a  little  rat, 

A-sitting  in  a  hole  ; 
I  wish  I  were  a  little  eat, 

Or  else  a  fuzzy  mole. 

I  wish  I  were  a  squshy  worm, 

A-erawling  on  the  plants. 
Where  I  could  wriggle,  twist  and  squirm, 

And  flirt  with  all  the  ants. 

I'd  like  to  be  a  pretty  jar. 

Put  high  upon  a  shelf ; 
I'd  like  to  be  a  "twinklin'  star," 

But  never  just  myself. 

A  schoolgirl  hardly  ever  lives, 

(I  work  and  slave  all  day;) 
Ther're  only  two  alternatives, 

Have  fun  or  make  an  "A !" 

All  this  must  seem  to  you  to  be 

A  lot  of  words  and  "rot," 
It  just  means  that  I'd  like  to  be 

Just  anything  I'm  not. 


13 


Saint  Mary's  School 


First  Love 


Nina  loved  Jim  and  Jim  loved  Nina,  but  there  was  one 
chasm  between  them  that  even  love  could  not  bridge. 

By  Ann  Cutts,  '45 


The  room  was  stuffy  and  hot  when  Nina  awoke.  The 
shades  flapped  in  and  out,  blown  by  the  hot  breeze.  It 
must  have  been  the  telephone  which  woke  her,  for  she 
heard  her  mother  talking.  She  rolled  over,  pushing  a  pil- 
low to  the  floor,  and  sprawled  out,  feeling  for  a  cool  spot 
on  the  sheet.  Downstairs  the  clock  struck  ten.  Nina  set- 
tled farther  down  in  the  bed  and  was  soon  asleep  again. 

Several  hours  later  she  was  awakened  by  her  mother. 
"Nina,  dear,  it's  time  to  get  up." 

"What  for?"  she  murmured  hoarsely. 

"For  lunch.  You  must  be  awfully  hungry.  It's  almost 
one." 

Nina  stretched  and  slowly  sat  up.    "I'm  not ;  not  at  all." 

"Viola  has  fixed  cucumber  sandwiches  just  for  you  and 
we  have  some  watermelon  pickles.  Daddy  will  be  home 
any  minute  now ;  so  get  up.    "We  have  to  hurry." 

Without  a  word,  Nina  got  up.  feeling  around  beside  the 
bed  for  her  slippers. 

"What  do  you  want  to  wear  today?"  asked  her  mother. 

"Oh,  it  doesn't  make  any  difference." 

"What  about  your  waffle  pique  or  the  black  and  white 
stripe?" 

"T  really  don't  care,  Mother." 

"Well,  here,  I  guess  the  striped  one  is  all  right." 

Nina  walked  slowly  to  the  dresser  and  stopped  about  a 
foot  from  it.  Running  her  hand  down  the  front,  she 
stopped  at  the  second  drawer  and  opened  it.  "I  want  my 
white  slip." 

"It's  the  first  one  in  the  last  pile  on  the  right.  That's 
it."  answered  her  mother  as  Nina  held  the  slip  up.  "Here's 
your  dress  on  the  bed." 

"Mother,  is  my  chambray  ironed?" 

"Yes,  Viola  did  it  yesterday." 

"Well,  I  think  I'd  rather  wear  that." 

Gathering  the  striped  dress  up  from  the  bed,  her  mother 
asked,  "Nina,  why  didn't  you  say  that  at  first  ?  It  would 
have  saved  time." 

"I'm  sorry,  Mother.  I  just  thought — "  her  voice  broke 
and  she  stopped. 

"Darling,  that's  all  right.  I  was  only  teasing.  Tt's  a 
woman's  privilege  to  change  her  mind.  And  Daddy  likes 
it  so  much.    Here,  slip-  it  on." 

While  Nina  fumbled  with  the  zipper,  her  mother  took 
the  comb  and  parted  Nina's  long,  dark  hair  on  the  side. 
She  walked  around  her  brushing  it  and  curling  the  ends 
a  little  with  her  finger.  "You  should  have  put  it  up  last 
night.     It's  not  very  curly." 

"[  didn't  want  to  bother  with  it." 

"Nina,  you  must.  You  have  to  keep  attractive.  You're 
a  very  lovely  girl  when  you  try." 

"I  know,  but — well,  Mother,  it's  so  hard.  I  can't  ever 
part  it  right,  and  I  lose  the  bobby  pins.  And  it's  no  use 
anyway.  No  one's  going  to  look  at  me  now.  They  don't 
care   whether  my  hair  looks   good   or    not.      They   don't 


notice  anything  except  how  I'll  eat  and  can  I  make  the 
stairs." 

"Nina,  that's  not—" 

"They  don't  really  like  me  or  care  about  me  any  more." 

"Hush,  now.  Betsy  comes  over  almost  every  day  and 
Tom  came  a  lot  until  you  were  so  mean  to  him." 

"They  just  feel  sorry  for  me.  They're  not  like  real 
friends  any  more.  We  have  nothing  in  common.  I  can't 
play  bridge  with  them  or  tennis,  or  golf.  I  can't  dance 
with  Tom.  They  talk  about  books  and  articles  that  I 
can't  even  read.  Oh,  Mother — "  Nina  buried  her  head 
in  her  hands,  sobbing. 

"Stop  it,  dear.    Let's  go  eat." 

"I  don't  want  to.     Yo  go  on  down." 

"But,  Nina—" 

"Go  on,  Mother.    I'll  be  down  in  a  minute." 

"Well,  all  right."  Softly  her  mother  closed  the  door. 
Nina  went  to  the  window  and  stood  there  in  the  hot  sun- 
light, listening.  The  buzz  of  insects  came  in,  a  halting 
rhythm  mingled  with  the  sound  of  the  lawn  mower  next 
door.  On  the  sidewalk  just  below  her  were  light  footsteps 
and  a  girl's  voice. 

"Is  Nina  here,  Mrs.  Mason?" 

"Why,  yes,  Betsy.     She's  upstairs.     I'll  get  her." 

"No,  that's  all  right.  I'll  go  on  up.  It's  awfully  hot, 
isn't  it?" 

Nina  turned  from  the  window  and  felt  her  way  rapidly 
past  the  bookcase  and  dresser  over  to  the  armchair.  At 
the  end  of  a  small  table  was  a  radio-phonograph  and  a 
pile  of  records.  She  fumbled  with  the  buttons  until  she 
found  the  right  ones  and  adjusted  them.  Then  she  picked 
up  the  top  record  and  put  it  on,  feeling  for  the  little  peg 
with  her  fingers.  Curling  her  legs  under  her,  she  leaned 
back.  Just  then  Betsy  entered.  "Hey,  what  are  you 
doing?" 

"Listening  to  records.     Sit  down.     Know  any  news?" 

"Uh-huh.  Jim  Holmes  is  arriving  tonight,  at  8  :30.  Did 
you  know  it?" 

"Tonight?"  Nina  leaned  forward.  "Betsy,  are  you 
sure  ?" 

"Yes.  T  thought  you'd  know.  When  was  the.  last  time 
you  heard  from  him?" 

"About  three  months  ago.  I  haven't  written  him  since 
my  accident." 

"I'm  glad  he's  back.     He"s  darling,  isn't  he?" 

"Yes,  he  is,"  Nina  answered. 

"He  was  always  so  nice  to  me  that  I  decided  to  meet 
him  tonight.  Goodness,  I've  got  to  run.  I'm  going  to 
Julie's  to  play  bridge.    Be  good.    'Bye." 

"Betsy—" 

"Huh  ?" 

"Nothing.    Good-bye." 

Nina  sat  still  for  several  minutes,  then  turned  the  but- 
ton again  and  leaned  back  in  her  chair  listening  to  "Night 
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and  Day."     Over  and  over  she  played  it,  bringing  b*-K 

the  memory  of  Jim's  last  night  with  her  almost  a  ye"-'  aS°- 

He'd  asked  her  to  wait  for  him.   She'd  have  w?'ted  even 

[if  he'd  never  mentioned  it.     But.  he  had — a-"'d  so  many 

other  things.     And  tonight  he'd  be  here.     I'onight.     And 

tonight.  Betsy  would  meet  him.     She'd  tell  him  all  that 

Mi  Nina  had  never  dared  to.     He   wou'J  know  about  her. 

I  Fiercely  she  snapped  the  button  off. 

The  room  was  stifling.  Not  a  leaf  stirred  on  the  tree 
outside  the  window.  The  cracied  voice  of  a  locust  rose 
on  waves  of  heat.  Prom  next  door  jazz  music  blared 
forth.  The  back  of  the  chair  was  unbearably  hot.  She 
moved,  haltingly,  over  to  the  bed  and  sank  back  into  the 
pillow.  With  her  handkerchief  she  mopped  the  perspira- 
tion from  her  forehead.  Slowly  she  kicked  her  shoes  off, 
letting  them  drop  to  the  floor  one  by  one.  Then  she  lifted 
her  long  hair  and  fanned  the  back  of  her  neck.  Again 
she  wiped  her  forehead.  The  shade  flopped  once  and  was 
still.  She  sat  limp,  as  the  hot  minutes  went  on  and  on. 
The  clock  struck  four.  Only  four.  Nina  slid  down  and 
soon  sank  into  a  heavy,  hot  sleep. 

When  she  awoke  it  was  cooler.  She  heard  her  mother 
stirring  in  the  kitchen  as  she  got  up.  Opening  the  closet 
door,  she  ran  her  hand  over  the  tops  of  the  dresses  hang- 
■  ing  there.  Twice  she  ran  through,  fingering  the  sleeves, 
then  stopped  and  took  one  out — a  soft,  silk  with  cool, 
smooth  buttons  down  the  front.  When  she  was  dressed 
she  went  to  her  dresser  and  sat  down.  Using  one  hand 
to  guide  the  comb,  she  parted  her  hair  on  the  side.  It 
wasn't  right ;  so  she  did  it  again.  Still  it  felt  crooked, 
again  and  again.  At  last  she  put  the  silver  barrette  in, 
left  the  room,  and  went  downstairs,  guiding  herself  by 
the  banisters. 

After  supper  she  went  back  to  her  room  and  sat  in  the 
chair  by  the  window.  The  clock  struck  nine.  Still  she 
sat.  The  phone  rang  and  she  held  her  breath.  In  a  mo- 
ment her  mother  came  in.  "Darling,  it  was  Betsy,  and 
she  and  Jim  are  coming  by  right  away." 

"Oh,  Mother ;  quick.  Help  me  put  on  my  lipstick.  Is 
my  hair  all  right?" 

"Yes,  you  look  lovely.     Really.     I  knew  he'd  come  by. 

.  You  did  a  good  job  on  your  part.     Oh,  here  are  your 

sleeping  pills.     Daddy  felt  terrible ;  so  I  gave  him  one. 

They're  on  the  table  here.     There's  a  car  stopping.     It's 

Jim,  darling.    Hurry." 

The  screen  door  slammed  shut  and  Jim  and  Betsy  went 
into  the  living  room.  Her  mother  came  back.  "He  looks 
wonderful.     Hurry  down.     I'm  going  to  sit  with  Daddy." 

Nina  went  softly,  pausing  halfway  at  the  sound  of  Jim's 
voice.     "I  don't  care,  Betsy.    I  love  her." 

"Of  course  you  do.  But  you  loved  me,  once,  too.  And 
you  can't  devote  your  whole  life  to  looking  after  her." 

"Why?" 

"Because  you're  home  from  the  war  and  a  hard  time 
and  you  deserve  to  have  fun,  Jim.  You  only  live  once, 
you  know." 

"Yes.    And  so  will  she,  Betsy." 

Nina  stood  for  a  moment,  then  turned  and  went  slowly 
back  to  her  room.  She  sat  on  the  bed  for  several  minutes, 
then  reached  out,  groping  for  the  small  bottle  with  the 
glass  of  water  beside  it.  She  poured  twelve  pills  into  the 
palm  of  her  hand  and  took  them  one  b}r  one. 


Then  she  went  rapidly  downstairs  and  into  the  living- 
room.    "Nina,  darling,"  Jim  said. 

"Jim."  Her  voice  was  soft  and  low.  "Jim,  how  are 
you?"  She  sat  down  in  the  nearest  chair,  leaning  for- 
ward, listening  intently. 

"You  look  grand,  Nina." 

"Thank  you." 

There  was  a  long,  heavy  silence,  then  Jim  said,  "Betsy 
has  to  go  home  now.     Gome  with  me  to  take  her." 

"I'd  love  to,  but  I  don't  feel  very  well.  I've  been  in  bed. 
I  had  to  talk  to  you,  though.  I'm  so  awfully  glad  you're 
back." 

"I've  got  to  go,  Jim,"  Betsy  interrupted. 

"You'd  better  take  Betsy." 

"Well,  if  you  don't  feel  well,  I'll  go.  But  I'm  going  to 
be  bothering  you  tomorrow  early. 

"Good-night,  Nina,"  Betsy  called,  slamming  the  screen 
door. 

Jim  took  Nina's  hand  and  held  it  tight.  "I'm  so  glad 
to  be  back  with  you,  honey.  We  have  lots  to  talk  about, 
but  it  can  wait  till  tomorrow.  Good-night,  my  darling." 
His  arms  went  slowly  around  her  but  she  stepped  back. 

"Good-bye,  Jim.    I  love  you  very  much." 

"Sleep  well,  honey." 

"I  will,  Jim.  I  will."  She  closed  the  screen  door  and 
stood  listening  till  the  sound  of  the  car  died  away.  Then 
she  turned  and  went  back  upstairs. 

This  short  story  won  first  place  in  the  Sigma  Lambda- 
E.  A.  P.  literary  societies'  annual  contest. 


Essay  on  Faith 

By  Sue  Moore,  '45 

Grumbled,  broken  and  smoking,  swimming  in  the  life- 
blood,  heaving  ripples  of  shattered  hopes,  flitting  a  mud 
mesh  of  humbled  humanity  with  careless  and  tired  sigh, 
the  once  mighty  land  rumbles  and  struggles.  Soldier! 
Stand  upon  your  feet !  Wash  the  dirt  and  filth  from  you. 
Fill  your  grimy  hands  with  fresh  grass ;  bury  your  seared 
face  in  sweet  smelling,  loamy  and  pungent  earth.  Plunge 
your  scarred  soul  into  hope  and  faith  once  more.  Forget ! 
Forget !  Forget  past  plans.  Nothing  matters  except  YOU. 
You,  a  throb  of  divinity,  caressing  clay  earth  and  hating 
your  brother. 

And  why  do  you  smile  at  me?  Do  you  find  my  talk 
strange  ?  Weary  soldier,  murderer  of  your  brother,  throw 
those  cracked  boots  from  your  feet.  Feel  the  sun  upon 
your  naked  back ;  feel  the  goodness  and  strength  of  it. 
Pass  by  that  scorched  body  on  the  other  side  of  the  road. 
A  sad  mistake,  but  soon  forgotten.  Lift  your  head  and 
search  for  the  raven  in  the  sky  dimmed  with  battle 
smoke.  But  why  do  you  stare  at  me  with  such  unbelieving 
eyes?    I  speak  the  truth.    I  see  your  future.    Believe  me ! 

I  am  torn  and  bleeding.  Mocking  voice,  leave  me. 
Take  your  cheerful  talk  from  me.  1  am  ready  for  the 
grave.  My  dreams  are  squeezed  dry,  my  spirit  broken, 
and  the  mud  is  soft. 

This  prose  poem  won  first  place  in  the  Sigma  Lambda- 
E.  A.  P.  literary  societies'  annual  contest. 
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Saint  Mary's  School 


I'll  Show  Her 


School  girls  are  willing  to  share  almost  anything  with 
their  friends  .  .  .  that  is  almost  anything  exciot  a  MAN. 

By  Fabian  Wadsworth,  '46 


It  was  nine  o'clock  Monday  morning.  Kate  breezed 
into  the  day  students'  room.  "Hi,  everybody !"  she  greeted. 
"Has  the  bell  rung  ?" 

"Yes."  T  said,  "but  they  aren't  out  of  assembly  yet." 

Kate  is  one  of  my  best  friends.  She  is  of  about  medium 
height  with  a  good  figure.  She  has  long  dark  hair  and 
clean  cut,  almost  sharp  features.  She  is  considered  to  be 
a  very  attractive  girl.  I  was  glad  to  see  her  on  time.  She 
was  habitually  late  to  class  and  it  was  a  good  sign  for 
her  to  arrive  on  time  Monday  morning. 

"Well,  what  d'ya  know  ?"  she  exclaimed  as  she  flew 
past  to  her  locker.    "The  gods  are  with  me." 

Tn  five  minutes  assembly  was  out,  and  all  the  day  stu- 
dents had  scooted  off  to  their  classes  leaving  the  room  as 
quiet  as  a  circus  tent  right  after  the  last  performance. 
Mitzi  and  I  sat  at  the  table  in  the  middle  of  the  room 
comparing  notes  for  a  Spanish  quiz  next  period,  and  a 
little  freshman  was  sitting  on  the  window  seat  reading. 

Mitzi  is  another  one  of  my  best  friends.  She's  cute  and 
blond  and  knows  just  about  everything  about  all  the 
girls'  men  troubles.  She  has  a  natural  talent  for  such 
things,  and  when  I  see  her  off  in  a  corner  having  a  confi- 
dential talk  with  some  one,  I'm  usually  right  in  assuming 
that  she's  giving  advice  or  trying  to  mend  a  broken  heart. 

"Listen,  Lib,  I've  almost  memorized  this  last  paragraph 
on  amor,"  and  she  sighed  as  she  said  the  last  word.  "Don 
Jose  says  to  Carmen.  '0,  querida  mia  que  te  bese  una  vez 
mas.'  Isn't  that  beautiful  ?  'Oh.  my  love,  could  I  but  kiss 
you  once  more  V  "  She  spoke  dramatically,  gesturing 
with  her  hands  in  what  she  believed  the  typical  Spanish 
way. 

She  was  interrupted  by  the  banging  of  the  door  in  the 
locker  room.  The  locker  room  is  right  next  to  the  day 
students'  room  and  connects  it  with  the  main  hall  leading 
to  the  classrooms.  "We  looked  up  to  see  Sally  coming 
toward  us  in  her  blue  gym  suit.  She  completed  our  little 
group:  Kate.  Mitzi.  Sally,  and  I.  We  four  are  the  best 
of  friends.  We  do  everything  together  and  share  our 
most  precious  secrets  with  each  other. 

Sally  resembles  Kate  a  great  deal  as  to  height  and  color- 
ing, but  her  features  are  soft  where  Kate's  are  sharp,  and 
her  disposition  is  sweet  where  Kate's  often  tends  to  be 
hard.  As  she  came  forward  she  spoke  in  a  merry  tone. 
"Say.  you  study-bugs,  what  are  you  up  to?" 

"What  do  you  think?"  I  jeered,  and  pointed  down  to 
my  Spanish  book. 

"Sal,"  Mitzi  spoke  up,  "are  you  all  set  for  the  J.  S. 
this  week-end?"  J.  S.  stands  for  the  Junior-Senior  dance 
that  all  of  us  Juniors  were  so  terribly  excited  about. 

"Well.  T've  invited  Jerry  Freeman  and  two  stags,  but 
now  I  don't  know  what's  going  to  happen.  I've  spent  all 
my  allowance  for  the  next  two  weeks  and  I  don't  have 
enough  money  to  buy  my  bids."  She  looked  at  us  with 
troubled  frown. 


"Gosh,  honey,  I  wish  \  could  lend  it  to  you,"  Mitzi  ven- 
tured, "but  I'm  quite  financially  embarrassed  a}  the  mo- 
ment." 

Although  I  did  want  to  help  Sally  out,  I  was  forced  to 
admit  that  I  was  in  the  same  financial  straits  as  Mitzi. 
I  was  inviting  three  stags  to  the  dance  myself. 

"Oh,  heavenly  days,  don't  worry  about  that.    I  know 
I'll  be  able  to  get  Mother  to  give  me  some  extra  money," 
Sally  answered,  and  her  frown  melted  into  a  smilf .  "Look. 
What  I  came  in  here  for  was  to  borrow  a  tennis  racquet    | 
for  this  period.     I  left  mine  at  home." 

Mitzi  didn't  have  one,  so  I  told  her  to  look  in  my  locker. 
Then  I  remembered  that  some  one  had  already  borrowed 
mine. 

"Well,  get  Kate's,"  I  said.  "Her  locker  is  right  next  to 
mine. 

None  of  the  day  students  ever  bother  about  locking 
her  locker,  and  we  often  take  the  liberty  of  borrowing 
something  from  a  friend  when  she  isn't  around.  We 
heard  Sally  open  the  door  and  fumble  around  for  a  few 
minutes.  Then  the  door  banged  to  a  close  With  its  grat-  ; 
ing  metallic  sound. 

"Tell  her  I  got  it,  and  you  all  wait  for  me  at  lunch," 
she  threw  back  to  us  as  she  tripped  out  of  the  room. 

"Roger,"  Mitzi  and  I  murmured  unanimously. 

As  we  turned  back  to  our  work,  Mitzi  said  in  a  wry 
little  voice,  "Well,  I  know  Kate  wouldn't  lend  her  the 
money  if  she  could."  I  agreed,  for  there  was  one  thing 
that  Kate  and  Sal  could  never  be  on  good  terms  about, 
and  that  was  Jerry  Freeman.  Kate  used  to  go  steady 
with  Jerry  but  they  had  broken  up,  and,  according  to 
Mitzi,  it  was  all  Jerry's  doing.  Kate  certainly  still  car- 
ried the  torch  for  Jerry,  and  it  was  evident  that  she  was 
hurt  a  great  deal  by  the  fact  that  he  had  started  dating 
Sally  pretty  regularly.  Mitzi  and  I  shook  our  heads  in 
solemn  agreement.  We  both  knew  that  Kate  would  be 
only  too  glad  to  make  things  hard  for  Jerry  and  Sal. 

R-r-r-ring.    The  bell  signaled  dizzily  for  second  period    ' 
to  begin.     Mitzi  and  I  grabbed  our  books  and  dashed  out 
the  door,  both  intent  on  getting  away  before  the  between- 
classes  crowd  gathered.    As  we  rushed  down  the  hall,  we 
passed  Kate  who  shouted  over  to  us,  "Don't  be  late !" 

The  quiz  was  not  quite  so  bad  as  we  had  expected. 
When  third  period  came,  I  went  by  the  little  store  to  get 
some  Nabs.  I  was  just  making  a  little  headway  in  the 
mob  when  Kate  came  up  behind  and  grabbed  my  arm. 
"("mon,"  she  said  grimly.  "I've  got  to  see  you." 

I  protested,  but  rather  feebly,  for  T  could  tell  that  some- 
thing was  up  by  the  tone  of  her  voice. 

"Listen,  Lib,"  Kate  blurted  out,  "last  period  I  discov- 
ered that  five  dollars  was  missing  from  my  poeketbook. 
1  know  positively  that  it  was  in  there  this  morning  when 
I  came  to  school." 

Immediately  T  thought  of  what  had  happened  during 
first  period.      1  wondered  if  Kate  knew  about  that  yet. 
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I  hated  the  thought  of  telling  her  what  1  suspected.  I 
waited  for  her  to  continue. 

"I  have  been  talking  to  that  freshman  who  was  in  there 
with  you  all  first  period.  I  know  the  money  was  taken 
during  that  time  because  I  discovered  that  it  was  missing- 
right  afterwards.  She  told  me  everything  that  happened, 
and  I  know — and  you  do  too — that  it  couldn't  have  been 
any  one  but  Sally." 

I  looked  at  her  as  she  said  these  last  words.  Her  eyes 
seemed  to  have  acquired  a  grim,  angry  gleam  and  her 
fine  features  seemed  sharper  than  ever.  I  couldn't  deny 
what  she  had  just  said;  I  couldn't  say  anything.  Kate 
went  on  in  a  cold,  malicious  tone. 

"I'll  tell  you  what  she's  doing.  She  tried  to  steal  my 
man  and  now  she's  trying  to  steal  my  money  to  take  him 
{to  the  dance.  Well,  I'll  tell  you  one  thing.  She's  not 
going  to  get  away  with  it.  I'll  show  her !"  There  was  a 
look  of  utter  contempt  on  her  face  as  she  spat  out  these 
last  words. 

I  saw  Sally  again  at  lunch  period.  She  was  standing 
in  front  of  her  locker,  and  I  couldn't  tell  if  she  yet  knew 
that  she  was  suspected,  although  she  had  no  doubt  heard 
about  the  money's  being  stolen.  Our  usual  custom  at 
lunch  was  for  the  four  of  us  to  go  down  to  the  drug  store 
to  eat.  Kate  impatiently  called  for  Mitzi  and  me  to 
hurry,  and  then  suggested  that,  we  go  to  the  Toddle  House 
•for  lunch.  As  we  were  just  going  out  the  door,  Sally 
came  running^  up. 

"Wait  for  me,"  she  shouted  breathlessly.  As  we  stopped 
and  turned  around,  she  looked  over  at  Kate.  Still  seem- 
ingly unaware  of  her  predicament,  she  said,  "Kate,  I 
heard  that  some  one  stole  five  dollars  from  you  this  morn- 
■ing." 

Kate  looked  at  her,  fire  in  her  eyes.  "You  should 
know,"  she  shrieked,  then  wheeled  around  and  stamped 
her  foot.  We  three  walked  off  together,  leaving  Sally 
standing  there  hurt  and  bewildered.  Mitzi  and  I  were 
affected  somewhat  that  same  way  by  the  scene  which 
Kate  had  just  made,  but  there  was  nothing  Ave  could  do. 
We  felt  that  we  were  caught  in  a  web  of  wicked  circum- 
stance for  which  there  was  no  way  out.  It.  seemed  im- 
possible that  things  should  be  this  way  between  the  four 
of  us. 

Kate  started  in  the  very  next  day  making  Sally  miser- 
able. She  told  all  the  day  students  about  the  affair,  and 
that  was  all  they  could  talk  about.  Sally  could  never  go 
through  the  day  students'  room  that  she  wasn't  embar- 
rassed almost  to  tears  by  whispers  and  stares.  It  wasn't 
that  they  were  naturally  a  mean  group  of  girls,  but,  after 
all,  anybody  that  would  do  what  she  did — .  People  just 
didn't  do  things  like  that. 

All  the  girls  began  to  treat  her  coldly.  At  lunch,  Kate, 
Mitzi,  and  I  continued  to  eat  at  the  Toddle  House.  We 
often  saw  Sally  walking  down  to  the  drug  store  alone. 
She  was  too  proud  to  ask  some  one  to  eat  with  her  for 
fear  of  being  refused.  No  one  spoke  to  her  unless  she 
spoke  first,  and  then  she  received  a  short  answer. 

Tuesday  afternoon  several  of  us  were  sitting  around 
after  school.  We  were  carrying  on  in  our  usual  way  when 
we  saw  Sally  come  into  the  locker  room.  Kate  was  al- 
ways thinking  up  something  daring  to  do.  Now  she  sud- 
denly said : 


"Listen.  I've  been  wanting  to  smoke  a  cigarette  in 
here  for  a  long  time.    1  think  I'll  do  it  now." 

We  urged  her  on  and  she  started  getting  out  a  pack  of 
"Luckies."  "You  all  watch  the  doors  for  me  so  I'll  know 
if  some  one  is  coming.  Say,  there  better  not  be  any  honor 
bugs  in  here,"  she  said  with  a  pouting  little  grin  on  her 
face.  She  looked  over  to  one  of  the  girls  sitting  on  the 
window  seat. 

"You  aren't  an  honor  bug,  are  you,  Betty?"  she  asked. 

Betty  hastily  assured  her  that  she  wasn't.  At  the  same 
time  Mitzi  and  I  looked  at  each  other.  It  was  suddenly 
apparent  why  Kate  was  putting  on  this  little  show.  Sally 
was  a  member  of  the  Honor  Council,  and  this  was  for  her 
benefit.  Although  she  probably  wouldn't  have  reported 
it  anyway,  Kate  was  giving  her  a  subtle  hint  that  she'd 
better  not  if  she  knew  what  was  best  for  her. 

On  Wednesday  the  situation  grew  even  more  pathetic 
for  Sally.  We  had  begun  to  fill  out  our  cards  for  the 
Junior-Senior  dance.  The  custom  was  to  trade  dances 
with  your  friends,  but.  Sally's  friends  had  deserted  her. 
Nevertheless,  she  was  still  planning  to  go  to  the  dance, 
as  I  knew  from  a  conversation  overheard  in  the  hall  that 
afternoon. 

Sally  went  up  to  one  of  the  girls  and  asked  her  if  she 
had  filled  out.  her  card  .yet.  Of  course  it  was  much  too 
soon  for  one  to  have  her  whole  card  filled  out.  The  girl 
looked  down  and  then  answered  in  a  rather  guilty  voice : 

"Why — uh — yes,  Sally.  I'm  sorry,  but  mine  is  already 
filled  out." 

Sally  answered  in  a  crestfallen  voice,  "Oh,  that's  too 
bad,  Jean.  I  wanted  you  to  dance  with  my  date."  She 
was  putting  up  a  brave  front. 

By  Thursday  Sally  was  quite  wretched.  Kate  knew 
that  she  was  succeeding  well  in  showing  her.  I  had  never 
realized  before  that  she  could  be  so  heartless.  I  don't 
think  that  she  had  yet  come  right  out  and  talked  to  Sally 
about  it.  That  afternoon  as  Mitzi  and  I  were  walking 
home,  Sally  came  running  up  all  out  of  breath. 

"I  just  had  to  talk  to  you,"  she  gasped.  We  looked  at 
her  questioningly  and  she  continued,  "What  am  I  going 
to  do?  I  didn't  take  Kate's  money.  I  didn't  do  it,  but 
nobody  will  believe  me." 

She  was  almost  in  tears.  "I  just  don't  know  what  to 
do.     Everybody  treats  me  terribly." 

We  didn't  know  what  to  say.  Finally,  "Well,  T  don't, 
think  it's  as  bad  as  that,  Sally,"  from  Mitzi. 

"It's  true  and  you  know  it.  But  I  didn't  take  her 
money,"  Sally  retorted  in  a  weak,  quivering  voice.  Sud- 
denly she  turned  away  quickly,  crossed  the  street,  and 
went  into  the  drug  store. 

Mitzi  and  I  walked  along  in  silence  except  for  the 
shuffling  of  our  shoes  on  the  sidewalk  and  a  sudden  hard 
kick  from  Mitzi  against  a  little  stone  that  went  rolling 
down  the  street.  Both  of  us  had  begun  to  feel  that  the 
treatment  that  Sally  was  getting  was  pretty  raw. 

Friday  morning  Mitzi  and  I  were  in  the  day  students' 
room  studying  for  another  Spanish  quiz.  Kate  came  rush- 
ing in. 

"Am  I  late?"  she  gasped. 

"Yeah,  bell  just  rang,"  I  answered.  It  was  a  bad  sign 
for  Kate  to  be  late. 

At  lunch  a  crowd  of  us  were  gathered  around  talking 
about  our  cards  before  going  to  eat. 
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"I'm  going  to  see  how  many  dances  I've  got  to  fill  out 
yet,"  Kate  said,  and  began  rummaging  through  her  poek- 
etbook  looking  for  her  card. 

"Well,  what  d'ya  know  ?"  she  said.  "Here's  five  dollars 
that  I  didn't  know  I — "  She  stopped  suddenly,  a  funny 
sort  of  look  on  her  face.  But  we  knew  what  had  hap- 
pened. 

Mitzi  and  I  looked  at  each  other,  and  we  suddenly 
turned  and  went  out  the  door.  "Wait  a  minute,"  Kate 
said  desperately.  We  didn't  even  bother  to  look  back, 
but  started  running  down  to  the  drug  store. 

We  knew  that  Kate  would  apologize  eventually,  but 
right  now  we  had  a  lot  to  do.  We  had  reparations  to 
make  to  Sally ;  we  had  to  help  her  get  her  card  filled  out 
for  the  dance.  Kate  was  going  to  get  a  dose  of  her  own 
medicine  for  a  while.  Sally  was  going  to  show  her,  and 
we  were  going  to  help — just  as  we  helped  Kate. 

This  short  story  won  second  place  in  the  Sigma  Lambda- 
E.  A.  P.  literary  societies'  annual  contest. 


War  Casualty  No.  I 

By  Sibyl  Goerch,  '45 

I  am  a  whole  lot  of  people  combined  in  one — I  am  a 
college  girl,  a  career  girl,  a  housewife,  a  mother,  a  mem- 
ber of  Congress,  a  defense  worker,  and  a  WAC  or  WAVE  ; 
in  fact,  I  am  almost  every  woman  in  the  world. 

I  have  to  be  all  these  people  to  be  what  is  inside  of  their 
minds.  You  might  call  me  an  embodiment,  or  a  spirit,  or 
a  thought.    Whatever  my  name  might  be,  I  am  there. 

In  the  case  of  the  college  girl,  I  am  that  part  of  her  that 
is  confused  but  overjoyed.  She  has  just  received  a  letter 
from  the  Johnson  who  gave  her  his  fraternity  pin  a  year 
ago  last  May  and  said,  "We'll  wait  till  I  get  back  to  grab 
that  preacher.  But  it  won't  be  long."  He  has  finished 
his  missions  over  Germany  with  the  Eighth  Air  Force 
now,  and  he  gets  to  come  home  on  leave.  She  knows  he 
will  ask  her  to  marry  him  first  thing,  and  it  would  be  per- 
fect except  for  me.  I  am  there,  and  I  am  turning  over 
and  over  again  the  questions  that  this  college  girl  has  to 
answer : 

Will  she  still  love  this  Johnson  when  he  gets  back?  His 
leave  will  be  so  short  that  she  might  not  have  time  to  find 
out.  Could  he  have  much  of  a  future  planned  for  her  ? 
They  started  college  together,  but  he  had  to  leave  to  fight 
while  she  could  stay  on  to  be  graduated.  Suppose  he 
should  feel  inferior  because  of  this?  Would  he  resent  the 
fact  that  she  has  not  joined  the  Red  Cross  or  contributed 
in  some  tangible  way  as  he  has? 

Unless  this  college  girl  answers  me  and  smoothes  me 
nut,  she  will  have  to  put  up  with  me  as  a  part  of  her. 

As  a  housewife,  I  wind  myself  into  a  beautiful  dream  of 
tomorrow.  A  soldier  is  coming  home  from  overseas.  He 
has  been  in  three  major  invasions  and  has  been  across  for 
almost  two  years.  It  ought  to  be  a  wonderful  home- 
coming. But  I  have  to  step  in.  I  have  to  be  the  part  of 
that  housewife  who  wonders  if  her  husband  will  be  under 
great  emotional  strain.  Will  the  rattle  of  an  ice-tea  glass 
cause  him  to  jump  under  a  table?    Will  a  loud  noise  cause 


him  to  push  her  against  the  wall  out  of  an  imaginary 
danger?  How  can  she  live  normally  with  this  man  as 
his  wife  when  there  is  so  much  experience  between  them 
that  they  can  never  make  ivp  for? 

The  housewife  wants  to  cut  me  off  from  herself,  but 
she  knows  that  I  will  remain  until  she  is  confident  with- 
out me. 

I  am  a  WAVE.  I  am  a  feeling  that  a  WAVE  has  every 
now  and  then  about  her  position  in  regard  to  her  fiancee 
in  the  Merchant  Marines.  He  has  never  quite  approved 
of  her  joining  the  service.  But  he  hasn't  had  much  time 
to  consider  the  matter  thoroughly.  He  has  just  arrived 
in  port;  so  they  want  to  arrange  leaves  together.  What 
will  he  think  of  her  under  rules  and  regulations  just  as 
he  is?  Did  he  want  her  to  be  wearing  lace  and  ruffles 
when  he  came  home?  Will  he  continue  to  think  of  her 
as  the  girl  he  was  planning  to  protect  and  take  care  of  for 
the  rest  of  his  life?  Will  she  be  able  to  explain  to  him 
that  they  are  both  working  and  fighting  for  the  same 
thing  and  could  therefore  find  an  easier  footing  together. 

I  shall  continue  to  be  a  WAVE  until  I  receive  my  dis- 
charge papers. 

A  mother  in  Salt  Lake  City  has  almost  accepted  me  as 
a  permanent  part  of  her.  She  worries  about  her  son  in 
the  Pacific  constantly.  She  is  sure  that  he  was  killed  in 
each  invasion.  She  doesn't  see  a  chance  for  him  to  get 
back.  She  stays  at  home  and  meditates  with  me  when 
she  ought  to  be  out  rolling  bandages.  I  get  so  tired  of 
hearing  her  complain  that  I  wonder  if  she  will  ever  let 
me  go. 

In  the  case  of  the  defense  worker,  I  am  a  new  reason- 
ing that  she  has  had  to  develop.  I  am  an  emergency 
clause  that  she  has  had  to  face,  but  that  she  had  hoped 
to  avoid.  Her  boy  friend  has  just  come  home  from  a 
general  hospital.  He  was  injured  in  an  airplane  crash 
in  this  country,  and  he  has  lost  an  arm.  The  Army  lias 
done  its  best  for  him  in  the  hospital.  Now  it  is  up  to  his 
girl  and  his  friends  in  civilian  life.  Of  course  he  will  be 
self-conscious  and  awkward  at  first.  He  might  even  re- 
sent the  sympathy  that  is  showered  upon  him.  It  would 
be  easy  for  him  to  be  jealous  of  this  girl's  two  good  arms 
that  are  so  capable  in  the  defense  plant.  What  can  she 
do  to  show  him  that  she  still  respects  him?  How  can  she 
prove  to  him  that  she  does  not  pity  him? 

I  have  to  keep  asking  the  defense  worker  these  ques- 
tions in  the  hope  that  some  day  she  will  be  able  to  answer 
me  intelligently.    Until  that  day,  I  must  stay  with  her. 

I  don't  want  to  be  a  lot  of  people  combined  in  one.  And 
I  don't  have  to  be.  Although  I  can  bore  myself  into  being 
a  part  of  a  person,  I  can  be  destroyed  in  that  person.  It 
will  take  time  and  reasoning  and  co-operation,  but  it  can 
be  done. 

As  soon  as  the  college  girl,  the  career  girl,  the  house- 
wife, the  mother,  the  member  of  Congress,  the  defense 
worker,  the  WAC  or  WAVE,  and  all  the  rest  recognize 
me  as  the  doubt  and  misunderstanding  which  is  a  part  of 
them,  they  can  begin  their  demobilization  plans  to  make 
a  speedy  wind-up  of  me.  Then  I  won't  have  to  be  a  lot  of 
people  combined  in  one.  I  will  be  the  individual  War 
Casualty  No.  I. 

This  essay  won  third  place  in  the  Sigma-Lambda-E.  A.  I', 
literary  societies'  annual  contest. 
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The  Closed  Door 


Jack's  courage  and  Alfreda's  gentleness  win  the  heart 
of  a  lonely  old  woman,  but  not  without  a  struggle. 

By  Annette  Thackwell  Fulton,  '45 


"Alfreda !"  leaning  forward  in  her  invalid  chair,  her 
mother  spoke  sharply.  "You  are  reading  listlessly.  In 
my  day  no  one  was  considered  cultured  who  was  not 
conversant  with  Carlisle." 

The  girl  pushed  her  curls  back  from  her  smooth  brow, 
and  the  slight  gesture  seemed  to  give  her  courage. 

"He  shows  off  too  much,"  she  faltered,  "and  besides  he 
bores  me.  Why  does  it  matter  what  people  used  to  think, 
Mother  ?" 

"Matter!"  Mrs.  Tuttle's  thin  lips  seemed  to  snap  open. 
"Imagine  the  horror  of  any  of  the  professors  who  used 
to  dine  with  your  father  and  me,  if  our  child  had  not 
immediately  understood  and  responded  to  a  quotation 
from  Carlisle  I" 

"But,"  Alfreda  nervously  smoothed  her  thin  green  dim- 
ity ruffles,  "they  are  all  dead  now.  And  no  one  else  comes 
to  see  us."  Her  lower  lip  shook.  The  sight  of  it  served 
as  a  further  irritant  to  her  mother. 

"As  I  have  told  you  many  times,  Alfreda,"  she  said 
sharply,  "during  the  long  childless  years  of  our  marriage 
your  father  and  I  many  times  discussed  the  education 
and  career  of  the  son  or  daughter  who,  we  never  ceased 
to  believe,  would  some  day  come  to  us,  and,  although  you 
were  only  five  when  your  father  died,  I  have  followed 
the  course  he  laid  out  for  you  in  toto.  He  had  contempt 
for  the  nouveau  riche  who  had  begun  coming  to  The 
Point  even  then.  He  would  not  have  permitted  you  to 
associate  with  them.  Therefore,  I  have  not  allowed  you 
to  know  them  or  to  clutter  up  your  mind  with  frivolity. 
When  I  die,  as  I  maj'  any  day  now,  I  wish  to  assure  your 
father  that  all  his  plans  have  been  respected  and  carried 
out.    Continue  the  reading !" 

"  'Pity  that  all  metaphysics  had  hitherto  proved  so  in- 
expressibly unproductive."  The  secret  of  Man's  Being  is 
still  like  the  Sphinx's  secret :  a  riddle  that  he  cannot  read 
and  for  ignorance  of  which  he  suffers  death,  the  .  .  . 
Oh,  mother!  It's  so  hot,  can't  I  go  for  a  walk  to  the 
beach?" 

"Walk  times  is  hours  away." 

"Well,  let  me  stop  long  enough  to  get  a  drink  of  water. 
My  throat  is  dry." 

"Bring  a  full  glass  back  with  you,"  her  mother  con- 
sented grudgingly,  "and  one  for  me,  on  a  tray.  Don't 
spill  it  on  the  wa}'  upstairs." 

Alfreda  walked  slowly  down  the  long  steep  staircase. 
"Why  could  it  not  have  been  wide  and  winding?"  she 
asked  herself  plaintively,  "But  no,  even  their  stairs  had 
to  be  straight  and  narrow  like  their  lives." 

She  passed  through  the  huge  drawing-room  with  its 
massive  furniture,  its  heavily  draped  windows  and  its 
portraits  of  stern-lipped  ancestors. 

"Repulsive  creatures,"  she  shook  her  finger  at  them. 
"How  I  dislike  you!   Kill-joys!" 


As  she  entered  the  dining-room  she  was  still  talking 
to  herself.  "Handsome  wallpaper,  mother  calls  it.  Why 
does  it  wear  forever?  Those  gloomy  castles  gave  me  my 
first  nightmare.  Such  swarms  of  ornaments,  dust-catchers  ! 
With  only  one  maid  you  might  think  some  of  them  could 
be  put  away.  But  no,  I  have  to  dust  them  every  day.  I 
hate  that  Spode ;  why  can't  some  of  it  break?" 

She  turned  on  the  kitchen  faucette  and  let  the  water 
run  until  it  was  fairly  cool.  Mother  did  not  like  and  had 
never  permitted  the  purchase  of  a  refrigerator.  The  ice 
box  she  had  when  married  still  received  the  family  left- 
overs. 

"If  I'm  ever  mistress  here,  I'll  put  ice  cubes  even  into 
my  soup !"  she  muttered.  "I'll — "  she  almost  dropped  the 
tray  at  the  loud  jangle  of  the  ancient  door  bell. 

Who  on  earth?  she  wondered,  surely  Jack  wouldn't 
dare  to  come  ?    Oh,  no ;  surely  .  .  . 

She  put  the  tray  on  the  hall  console  table  and  ran  to 
the  front  door.  It  was  heavy  and  stiff,  hard  to  open.  It 
creaked  on  its  hinges.  Oh,  it  was  ...  it  reallj"  was  Jack 
standing  there  smiling,  patently  expecting  to  be  asked  in. 

How  tall  and  lean  and  handsome  he  was !  How  square 
his  lower  jaw,  how  determined  he  looked  .  .  .  but  he  could 
not,  he  must  not  come  in !  Son  of  one  of  the  nouveau 
riche ;  why,  his  grandfather  had  been  the  university  jani- 
tor.   What  would  mother  say? 

She  motioned  him  back,  and  as  she  stepped  outside,  the 
massive  old  door  swung  to  and  closed  with  a  creaking 
groan. 

Her  brown  eyes  were  wide  with  alarm  as  she  looked 
up  at  him. 

"Oh,  Jack,"  she  whispered,  "Why  did  von  come  here? 
What'llI  tell  Mother?" 

"I  had  to  see  3'ou,  Freda,"  he  answered,  slipping  an  arm 
around  her.  "You  haven't  been  at  the  beach  for  three 
nights.     I  was  afraid  something  had  happened  to  you." 

"Nothing  but  Mother !"  Her  frightened  mouth  turned 
upwards  in  a  smile.'  "She's  been  watching  me  closer  than 
ever.  I've  read  until  I  began  seeing  things.  You  know 
what  she  is  like !" 

"Yes,  a  jailor.  Why  on  earth  don't  you  spunk  up  and 
tell  her  to  let  you  lead  your  own  life?  She  has  you 
cowed.    Why?"  he  demanded,  raising  his  voice. 

"For  heaven's  sake  be  quiet,  or  else  go  away,"  she 
begged. 

"Very  well.  I'm  going.  I  suppose  you  won't  bother  to 
come  out  tonight?" 

"Yes,  yes.  I'll  manage  it  somehow."  She  could  not  let 
him  leave  despising  her.  If  he  had  the  courage  to  come, 
she  must  have  courage  to  go.  "I'll  be  there,"  she  prom- 
ised. 

The  frown  on  the  broad  sunburned  forehead  relaxed. 
"At  nine  then,"  he  said.    "I  can  really  count  on  you?" 

His  probing  glance  must  have  been  satisfied,  for  his 
voice  was  tender  as  he  added,  "Promise?"    But  it  was 
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more  a  statement  of  fact  than  a  question,  and  he  smiled 
as  he  turned  to  go. 

Alfreda  watched  him  stride  rapidly  down  the  flag-stone 
path  to  the  distant  gate.  Janitor?  What  of  it?  He  was 
himself. 

"I'll  bet  he  was  a  decent  janitor,"  she  muttered  as  she 
took  up  the  tray  and  climbed  the  stairs. 

"You've  been  long  enough  getting  the  water,"  objected 
her  mother  as  she  entered  the  room.  "And  didn't  I  hear 
the  door  bell?     Who  was  it?" 

Alfreda  put  the  tray  on  the  table  near  her  mother  whose 
chair  was  always  placed  opposite  the  portrait  of  her  hus- 
band that  stared  forever  grimly  at  the  wife  who  left  the 
stiffly  furnished  room  only  for  her  meals.  "Sarter  Resar- 
tus"  lay  upon  the  prime  horse-hair  sofa  that  had  stood, 
ever  since  Alfreda  could  remember,  between  the  two  long- 
windows  that  gave  on  the  back  garden.  How  stiff  was 
the  brocade  that  draped  them,  handsome  but  formal.  One 
felt  like  bowing  to  them,  thought  Freda. 

"Why  can't  we  have  ruffled  curtains,  Mother?"  she 
asked. 

"Ruffled  curtains !  You  have  no  sense  of  fitness,  Al- 
freda. Your  father  helped  me  choose  these.  One  cannot 
buy  such  material  these  days.  Ruffled  curtains  are  ap- 
propriate for  the  insignificant  houses  of  insignificant  peo- 
ple. Jeremiah  Tuttle  helped  make  the  laws  of  Massachu- 
setts. He  also  laid  the  foundations  of  this  house  and 
planned  it.  Dotted  Swiss,  indeed!  Where  do  you  get 
your  ideas?" 

"There  are  pretty  cottages  on  the  road  to  the  beach," 
said  Alfreda.  "They  look  cozy  and  merry.  They  all  have 
ruffled  curtains." 

"Merry !  Cheap,  you  should  say.  But,"  suspiciously, 
"you  haven't  answered  mv  question.  Who  rang  that  door 
bell?" 

"Door  bell?      Oh,  a  salesman.     I  sent  him  away." 

"What  was  he  selling.'" 

"  'Bleeding  Hearts  and  Love  in  a  Mist.'  I  thought  we 
had  plenty  of  those  in  the  garden  already." 

"Did  5*011  know  him?" 

"He  said  he  lived  in  one  of  the  summer  places  facing 
the  beach.     The  grand  ones." 

"Humph  !  Probably  the  gardener's  son  trying  to  make 
a  little  money  on  the  side.  It  is  well  that  you  sent  him 
away." 

"Would  you  like  me  to  pick  you  some  flowers?"  asked 
Alfreda. 

"Flowers?  Now?  With  the  chapter  not  finished?  Of 
course  not.  Uncross  your  knees,  Alfreda.  Where  do  you 
pick  up  such  vulgar  postures?  Straighten  your  shoul- 
ders at  once.  I'd  be  ashamed  to  have  any  one  see  a 
daughter  of  mine  slouching  in  such  a  repellant  manner." 

Alfreda  straightened  her  shoulders  and  uncrossed  her 
knees.  Her  eyes  smoldered  curiously  as  she  turned  them 
on  the  old  lady,  sitting  so  stiffly  in  her  chair. 

"\'o  line  knows  how  I  stand  or  sit,"  she  said.  "No  one. 
And  no  one  comes  here  because  we  are  considered  queer. 
You  may  live  for  the  past,  Mother,  but  it  is  dead  to  me. 
I  want  life." 

"Life?  There  is  no  life  except  that  of  the  mind,  and  we 
do  not  live  fur  the  past  but  for  an  ideal." 

"Ideal  death,"  muttered  Alfreda. 

"Alfreda!"    The  word  cracked  like  a  whip. 


And  Alfreda  came  to  heel  at  the  tone  as  she  had  done 
since  babyhood.    Visibly  she  wilted. 

"I'm  sorry,  Mother,"  she  stammered. 

"We  shall  continue  the  reading,"  Mrs.  Tuttle  ordered. 

Alfreda  began  to  read  in  a  shaky  voice  that  gradually 
steadied. 

Subconsciously  the  girl  became  aware  that  the  shadows 
of  the  elm  trees  were  lengthening  across  the  grass  out- 
side. The  room  grew  dim  and  her  voice  sounded  like  the 
drone  of  a  distant  bumble  bee.  She  read  mechanically, 
her  thoughts  elsewhere.  The  beach — Jack.  What  would 
he  say?    What  should  she  answer? 

The  grandfather  clock  in  the  hall  solemnly  tolled  six. 
At  the  last  stroke,  Lizzie  Snow,  their  maid-of-all  work, 
rang  the  dinner  bell. 

Alfreda  helped  her  mother  rise  stiffly  from  her  chair 
and  led  her  to  the  stairway.  Once  there,  Mrs.  Tuttle  left 
her  support,  and,  clutching  the  balustrade  with  one  hand 
and  a  cane  with  the  other,  made  a  slow  descent  alone. 

"Poor  mother,"  faltered  Alfreda.  "You  used  to  be  so 
active.  To  think  that  rheumatism  should  cripple  you 
so !" 

Her  mother  tossed  her  head  and  thumped  the  last  step 
determinedly.  "I'll  get  the  better  of  it  yet,"  she  declared. 
"I  can  get  downstairs  alone.  That  would  not  have  been 
possible  two  3'ears  ago.  Thanks,  don't  touch  me.  I  can 
make  it  to  the  table  by  myself." 

Dinner  had  always  been  formal  in  the  Tuttle  home, 
and,  lame  or  not,  its  mistress  insisted  upon  its  continuing 
to  be  so. 

A  lace  doily,  silver  and  china  were  carefully  arranged 
at  each  end  of  the  long,  polished  table.  The  centerpiece 
was  a  gay  bowl  of  nasturtiums  arranged  by  Alfreda  that 
morning.  Except  for  a  prim  blessing,  the  entire  meal  was 
eaten  in  silence. 

At  six-thirty  Mrs.  Tuttle  rose,  stumped  heavily  to  the 
stairs,  and  began  the  long,  painful  ascent  to  her  room. 

"Now  a  little  sewing  before  we  return  to  Carlisle,"  she 
said  after  she  had,  with  painful  dignity,  settled  herself 
in  her  chair. 

"My  eyes  hurt,"  objected  Alfreda.  "This  reading  and 
sewing  all  day  will  end  by  blinding  me." 

Her  mother  looked  startled.  "Very  well,  if  a  little  fine 
needlework  distresses  you,  you  can  knit  for  a  while.  You 
can  do  that  practically  without  looking  at  it.  I  wonder 
whether  you  are  not  pretending,  Alfreda.  All  morning 
you  work  in  the  garden.  It  is  good  for  you  and  gives 
you  all  the  fresh  air  and  exercise  you  need.  Surely  it  is 
not  too  much  to  ask  a  healthy  young  girl  to  read  to  an 
invalid  mother,  especially  as  all  the  reading  is  for  your 
benefit.  And  no  woman  can  claim  to  be  a  lady  unless 
she  is  an  accomplished  seamstress." 

"It's  the  same  routine  every  day,  Mother,"  Alfreda 
burst  out.  "It  is  so  monotonous.  I'm  nineteen.  Nineteen 
without  a  friend  of  my  own  age.  Mother,  it  .  .  .  it  isn't 
fair."    Tears  welled  into  her  eyes. 

"In  a  few  years  you  will  be  alone  in  the  world,  Alfreda. 
Such  late-born  children  as  you  cannot  hope  to  keep  their 
mothers  forever ;  especially  when  those  mothers  are  crip- 
pled with  rheumatism.  1  am  training  your  mind  so  that 
you  can  take  care  of  yourself  when  you  have  to — later." 

"It  will  be  too  late,"  choked  Alfreda. 
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"Are  you  so  anxious  then  to  get  rid  of  your  mother?" 
asked  Mrs.  Tuttle,  looking  astonishingly  helpless. 

Alfreda  melted  at  once. 

"No,  Mother,  of  course  not,"  she  faltered.  "I'll  get 
Carlisle." 

She  read  until  half-past  eight.  And  even  as  she  read, 
her  mind  raced  on.  "Was  her  mother  really  so  ill  ?  Would- 
n't she  live  twenty — even  thirty  years  more  ?  A  grand- 
parent had  lived  to  be  a  hundred.  A  hundred !  And  by 
that  time  she  herself  would  be  fifty  or  sixty  and  who 
wanted  a  woman  of  that  age,  a  woman  who  had  never 
lived,  who  had  been  ordered  around  all  her  life." 

She  closed  the  book  and  rose. 

"My  voice  is  so  tired  it  will  crack  if  I  don't  stop  for  a 
while.     I  am  going  for  a  walk  .  .  .  before  it  is  too  late." 

There  was  such  determination  in  her  voice  that  her 
mother  could  only  ask  sourly. 

"And  where  do  you  plan  to  go,  if  I  may  ask?" 

"To  the  break-water.  Perhaps  the  breeze  will  blow 
the  cobwebs  out  of  my  mind." 

"Very  well.  But  do  not  linger  over  long.  I  am  going 
:   to  bed  shortly,  and  you  must  prepare  my  medicine." 

The  girl  took  her  coat  from  the  closet  and  hurried  to 
I  the  door,  fearful  every  instant  lest  she  should  be  called 
back. 

The  swaying  boughs  of  the  elms,  the  dark  night,  and 
the  cool  evening  breeze  that  fanned  her  cheek  seemed 
alive  and  understanding. 

Feeling  oddly  protected  by  these  inanimate  things,  she 

opened  the  gate,  crossed  the  road,   and  made   her  way 

!    through  a  field  to  the  beach.     She  thrilled  at  the  sound 

of  the  waves  dashing  against  the  shore  and  scattering 

fine  spray  high  into  the  air.     How  free  they  sounded ! 

A  dark  figure  separated  itself  from  the  shadows  and 
embraced  her. 

"Freda,"  said  Jack,  "My  darling.  I  came  early  in  case 
i  you  might  be  able  to  escape  before  nine.  Let's  sit  down. 
I've  things  to  say  to  you." 

They  sank  down  on  the  hard  sand  and  leaned  against 
i    a  great  rock. 

"She  let  me  go  quite  easily  tonight,  but  I  am  sure  she 
is  growing  suspicious,"  Alfreda  whispered.  "What  shall 
we  do?" 

"She. is  wrecking  your  life,  and  it  is  your  own  fault," 
he  answered  sternly.  "Why  don't  you  fight  for  your 
right  to  live  ?  If  you  stand  up  to  her,  you'd  grow  yourself 
some  courage.  She  is  jealous  of  your  youth.  There  is  no 
,  reason  why  we,  who  have  known  each  other  since  we 
were  children  should  have  to  meet  in  secret.  It  is  de- 
grading !"    His  voice  rose  sharply. 

"What  do  you  want  me  to  do?"  she  faltered,  a  trifle 
indignantly. 

"To  be  adult,  Freda.  Leave  her.  I  am  asking  you  to 
run  away.  Do  you  understand?  I  am  asking  you  to 
marry  me,  at  once." 

Her  face  grew  radiant,  then  shadowed  once  more.  "I, 
I  can't,"  she  murmured.  "Oh,  Jack,  she  is  so  dependent 
upon  me.  She  could  not  live  without  some  one  to  take 
,    care  of  her." 

"Take  care  of  her!"  he  snorted.  "You  mean  she  needs 
:  some  one  whom  she  can  bully  and  terrorize.  Freda,  face 
!    facts.     This  is  your  chance  to  escape  from  her.     If  you 


don't  take  it,  you  may  be  buried  in  that  funeral  urn  for- 
ever." 

She  gazed  into  his  face  as  if  gathering  courage  for  a. 
great  undertaking. 

"I  shall  go,"  she  said  slowly. 

He  knew  she  meant  it,  at  least.  "We  can  catch  the 
midnight  train,"  he  planned  rapidly.  "That  will  give  us 
over  two  hours.  I'll  go  and  tell  my  uncle  right  away. 
He  won't  mind  my  cutting  my  vacation  short,  not  when 
he  knows  what  this  means  to  me.  I'll  take  you  straight 
to  Mother  and  Dad  in  New  York.  They  loved  you  when 
you  were  a  little  thing.  They'll  welcome  you.  Hurry 
now !  get  the  old  dragon  to  bed." 

"Jack  !"  she  interrupted,  "She  is  my  mother." 

"Well,  put  your  mother  to  bed,  and  pack  your  things. 
You  can  easily  slip  out  after  she  is  asleep.  I'll  be  waiting 
outside  the  hedge  at  eleven-thirty.  This  is  your  chance 
for  life.     Freda,  hurry  !" 

A  hasty  kiss  and  they  separated.  Jack  half  running 
down  the  beach,  and  Freda  making  her  way  through  the 
field. 

On  the  flagstone  path  again,  she  looked  up  at  the  dark 
mass  that  had  been  both  home  and  jail  with  a  mixture  of 
sensations,  fear,  defiance,  sadness,  and  a  tingling,  excited 
jubilation. 

She  felt  her  way  through  the  dark  hall  to  the  stairs, 
climbed  them  with  a  pounding  heart,  and  opened  the 
door  of  her  mother's  bedroom,  where  Mrs.  Tuttle,  braid- 
ing her  long  grey  hair,  sat  awaiting  her  coming. 

"Why  are  you  so  breathless?"  asked  her  mother  dis- 
approvingly.    "You  are  to  frail  to  run." 

"It  did  me  good,"  Alfreda  answered. 

Taking  the  medicine  from  the  cabinet  she  mixed  it  with 
the  proper  amount  of  water  from  the  bedside  stand. 

"If  there  is  nothing  more  I  can  do  for  you,  I  shall  say 
good-night,"  she  said,  handing  the  glass  to  her  mother. 

"Well,  have  a  good  night's  sleep."  Her  mother's  voice 
was  surprisingly  mild. 

Once  in  her  own  room  Alfreda  pulled  out  her  dresser 
drawers,  whispering  to  herself  as  was  her  lonely  habit, 
"So  much  to  do,  must  change  clothes  .  .  .  the  brown  suit 
would  be  best,  and  the  brown  and  green  hat.  Where  are 
the  suit-cases?  Oh,  yes,  in  the  hall  closet.  Haven't  been 
used  for  ages,  but  they'll  do  .  .  .  have  to." 

Softly  she  opened  the  hall  closet.  Her  mother's  light 
was  out.  She  fumbled  about  until  she  found  a  couple  of 
dusty  suit-cases.  These  she  carried  gingerly  to  her  room, 
dusted  them,  and  began  to  pack.  She  was  nearly  finished 
when  she  heard  the  ominous  thump,  thump,  of  her  moth- 
er's cane,  and,  whirling  around,  found  Mrs.  Tuttle  stand- 
ing like  an  avenging  angel,  one  hand  on  the  back  of  a 
chair,  the  other  grasping  the  cane. 

"Alfreda !  What  are  you  doing?"  demanded  her  mother 
in  the  tone  that  had  so  often  chilled  Alfreda's  heart.  It 
began  its  old  heavy,  terror-stricken  beating,  and  then  it 
steadied.  What  had  Jack  said?  Her  chance  for  life! 
Her  one  chance !    She  would  not  let  it  go. 

Clenching  her  fists,  the  girl  met  the  older  woman  on 
her  own  ground. 

"I'm  leaving,  Mother,"  she  said  in  level  tones.  "I'm 
going  away  because  I  want  to  be  part  of  the  world,  a 
woman,  not  a  freak.  I  am  going  to  marry  Jack  Wilson, 
and  you  are  not  going  to  stop  me." 
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Her  face  ashen,  Mrs.  Tuttle  dropped  into  the  chair  she 
had  been  clutching.  "No,  I  am  not  going  to  stop  you," 
she  said.  "Go — become  part  of  the  great,  heartless  world, 
and  I  shall  die  here  alone  and  uncared  for."  Her  voice 
died  away  and  her  head  drooped  against  the  chair. 

Alfreda  watched  her  mother  crumble  with  dazed 
amazement.  It  seemed  impossible  that  she,  always  so 
domineering,  could  so  lose  control  of  herself  or  the  situ- 
ation. Could  she  desert  her  now  when  she  saw  her  help- 
less? Again  she  seemed  to  hear  Jack  saying,  "Be  adult, 
Freda !" 

"You  can  hire  more  servants,"  she  told  her  mother.  "I 
was  a  good  one,  but  I  was  unpaid,"  and  walking  reso- 
lutely to  the  bed,  she  shut  the  suit-cases  and  picked  up 
her  purse.  "See  how  thin  it  is,"  she  said ;  then  added 
gently,  "I'm  sorry  to  have  to  leave  you,  Mother.  But  you 
have  driven  me  to  it.  If  you  had  ever  loved  me,  things 
might  have  been  different.  But  now  that  I  have  found 
love,  you  are  not  going  to  rob  me  of  it." 

Mrs.  Tuttle  raised  her  head  and  looked  her  daughter 
full  in  the  face  ;  for  the  first  time  it  was  woman  to  woman. 

"Alfreda,"  she  said,  "we  two  have  never  truly  known 
each  other.  I  have  always  thought  of  you  as  a  cringing 
weakling,  and  I  see  that  you  have  considered  me  a  vicious 
tyrant.  We  were  both  wrong.  But,  if  I  used  the  wrong 
method,  I  have  at  least  succeeded  in  doing  what  I  aimed 


to,  to  make  you  a  fine,  self-reliant  woman.  I  thought  it 
would  be  after  my  death;  but  it  seems  you  are  one  now. 
Go  to  your  world  and  your  Wilson  boy,  and  don't  worry 
about  me.    I  can,  as  you  say,  hire  another  servant." 

"Thank  you,  Mother,"  and  Alfreda  impulsively  kissed 
her. 

In  a  sudden,  amazing  gesture,  her  mother's  arms  came 
up  around  her.  "I'll  not  keep  you,  Alfreda,"  she  said, 
"But  .  .  .  don't  go  this  way.  Go  downstairs  and  invite 
Jack  in.  I  want  to  have  you  married  from  this  old  house. 
And  then,  when  you  leave,  you  will  feel  free  to  come 
back,  both  of  you,  and  visit.  We've  been  strangers  for 
so  long.  Let  us  be  friends  now,  Alfreda.  I  ...  I  always 
wanted  a  son.  Won't  you  bring  him  in?  Those  suit- 
cases are  too  heavy  for  you  to  carry  alone.  Perhaps  he'll 
wait  a  day  or  two  and  carry  them  out  for  his  wife.  I 
mean  it,  Alfreda.  I'll  not  hinder  you  now.  See  if  I  do ! 
Bring  him  in  and  we'll  talk  over  our  plans  together." 

Alfreda  was  crying  and  laughing  as  she  opened  the 
door. 

"Jack,"  she  called  into  the  night,  "Come  on  in.  Mother 
says  she  has  always  wanted  a  son.  Hurry — you'll  have 
to  help  me  keep  this  heavy  door  open!" 

This  short  story  won  honorable  mention  in  the  Sigma 
Lambda-E.  A.  P.  literary  societies'  annual  contest. 


On  Slang 

By  Kitty  Quintakd,  '46 

"Slang  is  the  cant  of  beggars,  thieves,  gypsies,  etc." 
This  is  from  "Webster's  Collegiate  Dictionary,"  the  first 
definition  of  slang.  While  people  today  who  are  users  of 
slang  are  seldom  thieves  or  beggars  of  anything  material, 
they  are  guilty  of  thievery  of  another's  expressions,  and 
they  show  a  beggarly  lack  of  ambition  by  their  ready 
willingness  to  accept  and  use  slang. 

As  a  second  definition,  Webster  says:  ".  .  .  the  jargon 
of  a  particular  calling  or  class  of  society."  If  the  reader 
will  stop  to  consider  the  "classes  of  society"  who  use 
slang,  he  will  notice  that  in  all  cases  it  is  prevalent  among 
those  who  have  had  little  or  no  education.  Little  boys 
running  roughly  through  childhood  find  in  slang  a  tie 
by  which  they  can  imitate  their  gangster  heroes.  They 
feel  kindred  spirits  with  gunmen  in  the  use  of  harsh 
phrases. 

Prom  this  little-boy-growing-up  example  we  turn  to 
another  class  of  slang  users.  To  be  sure  their  style  is  a 
little  more  intricate  and  has  an  air  of  fascination  for 
those  initiated  to  its  secrets;  nevertheless,  it  is  the  same 
path,  even  if  paved  with  the  cobblestones  of  fad,  which 
leads  to  corrupt  English.  This  is  the  jargon  of  teen-age 
crowds  throughout  the  country.  Their  use  of  fantastic 
words  and  word  combinations  brings  the  same  feeling  of 
pride  to  the  user  as  a  finished  masterpiece  brings  to  its 
creator.  Like  the  little  boy,  however,  the  adolescent  usu- 
ally out  glows  the  slang  habit  after  his  first  year  in  college, 
when,  through  the  aid  of  English  papers  and  extensive 
reading  required  in  connection  with  his  courses,  he  learns 
to  use  and  appreciate  correct  English. 


These  two  classes,  then,  outgrow  their  slang  because  of 
higher  education.  But  what  of  those  who  are  not  fortu- 
nate enough  to  erase  their  bad  habit  with  these  means? 
This  is  the  class  of  society  who  is  hurt  most  by  slang,  be- 
cause they  haven't  the  means  of  outgrowing  it.  The  chil- 
dren of  these  people  are  brought  up  in  an  atmosphere  of 
poorly  spoken  English  and  have  to  accept  it  because  they 
have  no  alternative.  These  children  grow  up  using  a 
language ;  having  lost  any  semblance  of  style,  is  looked 
upon  as  what  it  is,  bad  language,  and  its  users  are  auto- 
matically classified  unfavorably  by  the  person  with  an 
education. 

So  we  see  the  general  classes  of  slang  users:  the  child, 
the  adolescent,  and  the  uneducated,  and  who  wants  to  go 
through  life  in  any  of  these  ? 

This  essay  won  honorable  mention  in  the  Sigma  Lambda- 
E.  A.  P.  literary  societies'  annual  contest. 


WAITING 


By  Sue  Tucker  Eason,  '47 
I  wait, 

Knowing   she   comes 
Shrouded   in    gray, 

Sensing    her    very   presence   near   me, 
Peeling   her   cold   breath   on   my   throat. 
I  feel  her  icy  fingers  close 
Around   my   wildly   beating   heart, 
I  know  that  she  has  come  for  me   at  last ; 
And   foolishly   I   had    hoped   and   dared   believe 
That  she  would  spare  me, 
But  she   spares  no  one ; 
She  is  death. 
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Two  Pink  Camellias 


The  pink  camellias  "ere  lovely,  and  of  course  Barbara 
would  wfar  them  with  the  white  dress,  but  they  would 
have  been  so  lovely  with  the  new  silver  dress. 

By  Charlotte  Hoffman,  '46 


Barbara  gave  her  damp  curly  hsir  a  toss  and  stretched 
out  on  the  green  lawn.  The  svnlight  rippled  down  in 
shining  waves  on  her  hair  and  flowed  warmly  over  her 
tanned  shoulders.  A  soft  sp'-y  scent  filled  the  air.  The 
girl  looked  up  into  the  pjak  and  white  mass  of  apple 
blossoms  over  her  head  ard  half  closed  her  eyes.  Lulled 
by  the  steady  hum  of  tees,  Barbara  remembered  a  day 
less  than  a  year  ago  when  she  had  been  sitting  here  just 
this  way.  Rachel,  her  black  arms  busy  in  the  morning 
sun,  shook  out  a  bright  cotton  breakfast  cloth  and  pinned 
it  firmly  on  the  c'othes  line.  Molly,  the  little  taffy-colored 
cocker,  lay  snoozing  contentedly  in  the  sunshine.  Yes, 
that  day  had  been  lovely,  and  warm,  and  friendly  just 
like  this  oiu,  but  her  mother,  an  odd  unhappy  expression 
on  her  face,  had  walked  down  to  her  from  the  house  that 
lovely  morning  and  taken  all  beauty  from  the  day  with 
news  of  Johnny's  death.  Barbara  traced  with  a  finger- 
nail the  gold  wings  on  her  silver  bracelet,  and  thought 
wistfully  of  the  things  they  used  to  do  together.  At 
thought  of  the  good  times  she  and  Johnny  would  never 
have  again,  Barbara's  green  eyes  slowly  filled  with  tears. 

"Miss  Barbara,  honey !  What  for  you  lookin'  so  sad 
about?    Is  you  thinkin'  'bout  Mr.  Johnny  again?" 

Putting  down  her  empty  clothes  basket,  the  colored 
woman  smoothed  the  girl's  dark  hair. 

"There  now,  Rachel  knows  how  you  miss  him,  honey. 
She  understands  all  'bout  it — just  give  yo'self  a  little 
time  an'  things  will  be  all  right." 

"But,  Rachel,  things  can't  ever  be  the  same  again !  I'll 
never  get  over  Johnny — I  just  can't  forget  him." 

The  two  had  not  noticed  footsteps  as  Barbara's  mother 
came  down  the  grassy  slope  toward  them. 

"Bobbie,  dear,  I  heard  what  you  just  said,  and  I  wish 
you  wouldn't  go  on  this  way.    You're  only  ..." 

"Why,  Mother  .  .  ."  The  girl's  eyes  were  wide  with 
surprise  at  her  mother's  reproving  tone. 

"I  know,  dear — we  all  do — that  Johnny's  death  was  a 
great  shock  to  you.  It  has  been  hard  adjusting  yourself 
to  the  fact  that  he's  not  coming  back,  but  you  must  try 
to  put  aside  your  grief  now.  Try  not  to  bother  other 
people  with  your  troubles." 

"But  I  don't  want  to  forget  him,  Mother,  and,"  she 
turned  to  Rachel,  "I  don't  bother  you,  do  I  Rachel?" 

There  was  a  tense  moment  in  the  little  group — Barbara 
co-dd  feel  its  pressure.  Suddenly  the  phone  began  to 
ring  impatiently  from  the  house. 

"I'li  get  it,  Mother,"  and  Barbara  quickly,  almost  too 
eagerly,  ran  up  the  back  steps  and  into  the  house. 

Just  as  she  thought  the  ringing  would  surely  stop,  Bar- 
bara grabbed  the  telephone  receiver  off  its  small  black 
pedestal  and  sank  onto  the  blue  window  seat. 

"Hello,"  breathlessly.  "Yes,  this  is  Barbara.  Oh,  hi, 
Dick !      How   are   you  ?      Yes.      I    have   been    running — all 


the  way  from  the  back  yard.  I  was  sitting  under  the 
apple  tree."  She  paused  a  moment  to  catch  her  breath. 
"What?  Reminiscing?"  There  was  a  small  silence,  and 
Barbara  hesitated.    "Well,  maybe  just  a  little." 

She  was  busy  examining  the  vivid  floral  pattern  of  a 
soft  plump  cushion  on  the  window  seat. 

"Tomorrow  night?  Why  no,  I  hadn't  planned  any- 
thing, but  .  .  .  well,  you  know,  Dick.  It's  the  same  old 
story.  I'd  just  rather  not  .  .  .  Yes,  I  know  it's  been  almost 
a  year  now,  still  .  .  ." 

Through  the  wide  bay  window  in  which  she  was  curled 
Barbara  saw  a  pretty  tiny  blond  and  a  tall  young  lieu- 
tenant holding  hands  and  walking  slowly  down  the 
street.  As  they  came  past  the  house,  Barbara  recognized 
the  gay  red  mouth  and  the  pert  tip-tilted  nose  of  Janet, 
and  wondered  vaguely  who  the  "new  fella"  was.  They 
were  having  such  fun  laughing  and  talking.  Barbara 
was  annoyed. 

"Saturday  night,"  the  voice  was  persuasive,  "is  the 
loneliest  night  in  the  week  .  .  ."  Some  one  had  left  the 
radio  playing  in  the  den !  She  pensively  played  with  one 
of  the  tiny  fuzzy  blue  balls  hanging  from  the  draperies. 

"What  did  you  say,  Dick?  The  new  show?  ...  It  does 
sound  like  a  good  one,  doesn't  it?" 

Barbara  paused  a  minute  as  she  heard  the  back  door 
open  and  then  the  sound  of  her  mother's  footsteps  in  the 
kitchen. 

"Well,  all  right  then,  Dick.  I'd  love  to  go.  What  time? 
Sure,  eight-thirty  is  fine.    I'll  be  expecting  you." 

The  music  from  the  radio  had  stopped  now.  A  news 
broadcast  was  in  progress.  Barbara  could  hear  the  com- 
mentator's voice,  hurried  yet  precise — "Today  our  at- 
tention is  focused  on  the  Pacific  theater  .  .  ." 

Barbara,  one  sandaled  foot  swinging  back  and  forth, 
sat  silently  in  the  blue  window  seat. 


"Good-night,  Dick."  Barbara  waited  until  he  turned 
into  the  street  and  then  snapped  off  the  front  porch  light. 
She  stood  in  the  cool  night  air  in  the  doorway  for  a  minute 
and  looked  at  the  stars — twinkling  gaily  as  if  they  knew 
a  thousand  secrets;  she  thought  of  the  movie  and  of  the 
soda  they  had  stopped  for  on  the  way  home.  Then,  hum- 
ming to  herself,  she  slipped  quietly  up  the  soft,  red-car- 
peted stairway  and  along  the  upper  hall  to  her  room.  She 
opened  the  door,  went  in,  and  closed  it  softly  behind  her. 

"Hello,  Bobbie,  dear.    Have  a  nice  time  with  Dick?" 

Barbara  jumped  and  turned  to  find  her  mother  sitting 
in  the  ruffly  pink  chair  by  the  window. 

"Oh,  Mother — you  startled  me.  What  are  you  doing 
waiting  \ir>  for  me?"  She  walked  over  to  the  dressing 
table,  its  organdy  skirt  stiff  and  prim,  then  sat  down  and 
began  to  fiddle  with  lior  hair. 
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"I  just  wanted  to  hear  how  things  went  tonight.  Did 
you  enjoy  yourself,  dear?" 

"Yes,  I  suppose  so — the  new  movie  at  the  'Center'  is 
very  good.  And  Dick  is  really  such  a  nice  boy."  Barbara 
slipped  off  her  tiny  sling  pumps  and  thrust  her  feet  into 
a  pair  of  white  satin  "mules."  "We  saw  Don  and  Sally 
at  the  drug  store,  and  they  were  talking  about  the  June 
Dance.  The  plans  for  it  sound  even  nicer  than  last  year's." 

"Oh,  really,  dear?  How  nice.  When  are  they  planning 
to  have  the  dance  this  year?" 

"On  the  twenty-first.  Mother."  Barbara  was  a  little 
irritated.  "Don't  you  remember?  They've  always  had 
if  on  the  twenty-first  every  year." 

"Of  course,  I  remember  now.  Has  Dick  asked  you  to 
go  with  him  ?" 

Looking  in  the  dressing  table  mirror  and  brushing  her 
black  hair.  Barbara  apparently  had  been  too  preoccupied 
to  hear  her  mother's  last  remark. 

"I  remember  last  year — there  was  a  full  moon  on  the 
twenty-first.     Johnny  .  .  ." 

She  abruptly  lowered  her  eyes  and  put  the  brush  down 
with  a  sharp  click  on  the  glass  top  of  the  dressing  table. 
Getting  up,  Barbara  went  over  to  the  bedside  table,  picked 
up  a  tiny  clock,  and  slowly  began  to  wind  it.  She  put 
the  clock  back  and  stood  gazing  at  a  picture  beside  it  on 
the  table.  Light  from  the  bedside  lamp  caught  on  her 
bracelet  and  reflected  on  the  picture  just  where  a  pair 
of  gold  wings  was  pinned  on  the  smiling  boy's  uniform. 

Barbara's  mother  stirred  and  got  up  from  the  chair. 
"It's  getting  late,  dear,  and  you're  probably  tired.  Why 
don't  you  go  to  bed  now?"  She  kissed  the  girl  softly  and 
turned  to  leave.    She  opened  the  door  .  .  . 

"Oh,  Mother,  I  didn't  tell  you.  Dick  asked  me  to  go 
to  the  June  Dance  with  him." 

"Pine,  darling,  I'm  so  glad."  She  smiled.  "But  we'll 
talk  more  about  it  tomorrow.     Good-night." 

"Good-night,  Mother." 

Barbara  slipped  into  bed  and  reached  out  to  turn  off 
the  light.  She  paused,  however,  and  her  eyes  lingered 
on  the  picture  at  her  side.  It  was  strange  how  remote 
Johnny  suddenly  seemed.  She  had  been  used  to  counting 
on  this  picture  to  come  to;  it  was  all  she  had  left  of  his 
laughing  gray  eyes,  the  funny  grin,  but  tonight  a  week 
before  the  dance  .  .  . 

A  tiny  firm  click  from  the  lamp  switch,  and  moonlight 
filtered  softly  in  through  the  white  organdy  curtains. 


The  twenty-first  of  June,  a  bright,  clear  day,  found 
Barbara  hurrying  out  the  back  door,  the  car  keys  tinkling 
in  her  hand  as  she  ran  lightly  down  the  steps  to  the  car. 

"Barbara."  her  mother  called  from  an  upstairs  win- 
dow, "don't  forget  to  stop  for  the  ice  cream  on  your  way 
home." 

"All  right,  Mother;  I  won't." 

A  flicker  of  bright  high-heeled  red  shoes  as  Barbara 
slid  into  the  driver's  seat,  and  then  was  on  her  way,  swing- 
ing the  shining  maroon  coupe  out  of  the  driveway  and 
toward  town. 

Barbara  guided  the  car  neatly  into  the  last  parking 
space  in  front  of  Frankling's  dress  shop,  and  pulled  on 
the  brake.  She  got  out  and  crossed  the  sidewalk,  already 
hot  in  the  sun,  and  pushed  open  tl><-  Heavy  door.     It  closed 


with  a  muffled  "swoosh"  behind  her.  The  slender  girl 
*ood  still  for  a  minute,  feeling  the  liquid  coolness  of  the 
aK--eonditioniug'  envelop  her,  and  then,  her  heels  sinking 
quftstly  into  the\deep  rug,  she  walked  over  to  a  clerk. 

"Yes,  Miss  Manning,  your  dress  is  ready.  Just  come 
with  me,  won't  yVti?  I'd  like  to  have  you  see  the  dress 
before  it's  wrapped." 

Barbara  followed^  the  woman  to  the  back  of  the'  shop 
where  she  saw  a  beautiful  silver  dress  hanging  by  itself 
on  one  of  the  racks.  \ts  misty  folds,  sprinkled  with  tiny 
silver  threads,  float?d\down  in  shimmering  clouds  of 
chiffon. 

"We  just  finished  putting  the  sequin  spray  on  the  skirt, 
Miss  Manning,  and  we  wanted  you  to  see  how  beautifully 
done  it  is.  Our  seamstress  6A,d  quite  a  nice  job  on  it, 
don't  you  think?"  | 

"Yes,  she  did.    The  dress  is  lov-dy." 

Barbara  walked  around  the  clrei^  looking  at  it  from 
all  sides,  admiring  its  slim  lines. 

It  was  sophisticated  ;\t  was  glamorous), she  knew  it  would 
please  Did-.    Did-  I  iked  sophistication  and 'glamour. 

She  looked  at  the  low-cut  back. 

Johnny  would  never  hare  liked  a  dress  like  ikis — not  for 
her.  No.  she  never  coxdd  have  worn  this  sparlding  silver 
creation  with  Johnny.  Tier  simple  white  tulle  was  his  dress.  < 
She  remembered  how,  at  the  dance  last  year,  he  had  made  her  - 
promise  faithfully,  no  matter  what,  to  wear  the  same  white 
dress  again  this  year.  They  had  heen  in  such  a  gay,  silly 
mood  that  evening. 

The  hands  of  her  watch  were  nearing  11 :00,  and  Bar- 
bara made  a  move  to  go.     A  few  minutes  later  she  hur- 
ried out  with  a  long  gray  box  under  her  arm,  got  into    . 
the  car,  and  drove  away. 

Now,  as  she  sat  waiting  in  the  drug  store  for  her  quart 
of  ice  cream,  Barbara  plunked  the  box  down  on  a  red 
leather  stool  next  to  hers  and  impatiently  tapped  her  foot 
on  the  shiny  foot-rail  at  the  soda  fountain. 

"Hey,  Bobbie!  Whateha  doing?  Getting  a  coke?"  A 
voice  from  behind  her. 

Barbara  raised  her  green  eyes  and  saw  Janet  reflected 
in  the  long  mirror  behind  the  fountain. 

"Well,  hi,  Janet.  No,  I'm  just  waiting  for  some  ice 
cream  Mother  wanted  me  to  bring  home  for  lunch.  How 
are  you?" 

"Oh,  just  dandy.  I'm  so  excited  about  the  dance  to- 
night!  Aren't  you?" 

"It  ought  to  be  a  nice  dance.  Every  one  seems  to  be 
going."  Barbara  nervously  twisted  the  key  chain  around 
her  fingers. 

"What's  the  matter,  Bobbie?  You're  still  going  with 
Dick  to  the  dance,  aren't  you?" 

"Oh,  yes  .  .  .  here,  let  me  move  that  box  so  you  can  sit 
down,  Janet." 

Janet's  eyes  rested  on  the  box. 

"Is  that  your  dress  for  tonight."  Barbara  nodded  and 
remained  silent.  "I  know  it  must  be  lovely.  Why,  jz  it's 
half  as  pretty  as  the  one  you  wore  last  year,  you'll'  he  a 
dream.  That  white  dress  was  the  most  becoming  dress 
you've  ever  worn.  Bobbie!"  Janet  chattered  on.  "Do  you 
remember  bow  perfect  Johnny's  pink  camellias  looked 
against  the  white?    Why  .  .  ." 

"['lease,  Janet.  I'd  rather  not  talk  about  the  white  dress. 
I've  definitely  decided  to  wear  the  new  one  tonight." 
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The  iee  cream  was  ready  now,  and  Barbara  fumbled 
for  some  change  and  hurriedly  slid  it  onto  the  counter. 
"G'bye,  Janet.  I  have  to  dash.  See  you  tonight."  She 
hastily  grabbed  the  evening  dress  and  hurried  out  of  the 
drug  store.  The  little  bell  over  the  door  tinkled  and  then 
was  silent. 

Barbara  rolled  the  ear  into  the  garage  and  got  out, 
slamming  the  door.  At  the  sound,  Molly,  her  great  tawny 
ears  napping,  bounced  gaily  across  the  grass  toward  the 
girl,  and,  frisking  and  wriggling  all  over  with  excite- 
ment, accompanied  her  to  the  front  door. 

Barbara  opened  the  screen  door  and  stepped  into  the 
long  cool  hall.  She  glanced  into  the  hall  mirror  as  she 
.went  by  and  started  to  mount  the  stairs.  She  stopped. 
There  on  the  hall  table  lay  a  florist's  box. 

"Oh,  they  must  be  from  Dick.  Flowers  for  tonight. 
How  sweet!"  Her  face  flushed,  she  took  off  the  top  and 
folded  back  the  light  waxy  paper.  Barbara  gasped. 
There  lay  two  pink  camellias  in  pale  tinted  beauty.  Trem- 
bling, her  hands  found  the  card,  hidden  in  the  folds  of 
.paper,  and — yes,  there  it  was,  "Always  with  you — Johnny." 
She  leaned  against  the  table,  shocked,  confused. 

"How  could  this  be  happening?  Johnny  was  dead;  the 
flowers  couldn't  be  from  him.  But  there  was  the  card, 
just  like  last  year's  .  .  .  just  like  .  .  .  Oh,  of  course !"  She 
breathed  a  sigh  of  relief.  "A  standing  order,  that's  it. 
Johnny  must  have  left  a  standing  order  in  San  Francisco 
before  he  shipped.     That  explains  it." 

Barbara  looked  at  herself  in  the  mirror  and  laughed. 
"Look  at  you,  white  as  a  ghost !  Don't  be  so  silly,  Bobbie 
Manning,"  she  whispered.  "Go  put  the  flowers  in  the 
refrigerator.  They'll  die  while  you  stand  here  acting- 
like  a  goon !"  She  swept  the  box  from  the  table,  and 
when  she  did  a  telegram  fluttered  to  the  floor. 

"This  must  be  Mother's,"  she  thought,  and  picked  it 
up  from  her  feet.     "I  wonder  if  she  knows  it's  here  .  .  ." 

"Mother,"  she  called,  "there's  a  tel — a —  Her  voice 
faded  as  she  looked  closely  at  the  telegram  and  saw  that 
it  was  addressed  to  Miss  Barbara  Manning.  With  a 
;funny  tightening  around  her  heart,  she  slowly  and  then 
quickly  tore  open  the  envelope  and  unfolded  the  message. 

She  stared  dully. 

"It  had  all  been  an  awful  mistake — Johnny  wasn't  dead ! 
{He  was  alive,  on  a  train  somewhere  this  very  minute 
speeding  home  to  her.  The  two  pink  camellias — he  had 
sent  them.  They  were  Johnny's  way  of  letting  her  know 
he'd  be  here  tonight  to  take  her  to  the  dance." 

Barbara's  thoughts  rushed  upstairs  to  the  floating 
clouds  of  white  tulle  waiting  expectantly  in  her  closet. 
kHer  fingers  touched  the  fragile,  shell-pink  flowers  and 
•then  moved  slowly  away.  A  tiny  frown  wrinkled  be- 
tween her  beautiful  green  eyes — 

"They  would  have  been  so  lovely  with  the  new  silver 
dress." 


Impressions 

By  Sue  Moore,  '45 

She  laughed  quietly  at  the  calm,  cow-like  expressions 
of  the  country  people  sitting  across  from  her.  Their 
bodies  swayed  easily  with  the  train,  and  only  during  the 
steep  climbs  would  the  man  stiffen  and  blink  his  eyes. 
The  woman  .  .  .  her  eyes  were  closed  and  her  plumpness 
and  relaxation  smoothed  her  into  a  limp  bag.  She  would 
look  at  them  and  then  despair  at  their  dullness.  She 
would  gaze  at  the  country  side  and  tire  of  rocks  and 
small  patches  of  parched  grass.  She  even  laughed  at  her 
own  boredom.    And.  then  she  began  to  dream. 

Cool  water  poured  over  her  body  and  she  felt  as  if  she 
were  sliding  into  damp  quicksand. 

The  smell  of  baking  bread  clutched  at  her  and  she 
wanted  to  fill  her  mouth  with  erunehy  pieces. 

She  turned  and  saw  a  little  boy  pushing  a  multi-colored 
beetle  toward  her  .  .  .  the  beetle  was  pretty  and  the  child 
squealed  with  the  newness  of  his  discovery. 

A  train  whistle  pierced  her  reverie  and  she  shook  her- 
self into  a  deeper  slumber. 

She  watched  a  student  slump  in  a  library  chair,  pol- 
ished and  straight  .  .  .  watched  her  yawn,  smile  at  a 
friend,  return  to  the  book  and  yawn  again. 

Hot  sun  seemed  to  bathe  her  and  she  drank  in  the  pure 
blueness  of  the  sky. 

Band  music  stirred  her  .  .  .  she  heard  a  saxophone  whin- 
ing and  the  sound  of  shuffling  feet. 

Something  touched  her  and  she  awoke. 

"We  are  here,"  said  the  woman. 

"Thank  you  for  waking  me." 

She  gathered  her  things  and  was  ready  to  leave.  The 
conductor  smiled,  and  she  felt  the  crinkle  of  a  smile  upon 
her  face. 


Did  You  Know 

That  Countess  Alexandra  Tolstoy,  daughter  and  private 
secretary  to  Count  Leo  Tolstoy,  Russia's  greatest  literary 
genius,  lectured  in  Saint  Mary's  Auditorium  on  Novem- 
ber 19,  1936? 


AMBITION 

By  Sue  Moore,  '45 

I  think  I  would  like  to  be 

A  banana  hanging  from  a  tree ! 

Swaying  in  the  sun,  bouncing  in  the  rain,  snoozing  in  the 

breeze 
I  would  play  the  whole  day  long. 
I  would  laugh  and  laugh  and  laugh.     Hee-haw. 
I'd  live  with  moles  and  itchy  ants, 
I'd  flirt  with  butterflies  and  wear  yellow  pants. 
I'd  sponge  with  cobwebs  and  smoke  terbaccy, 
I'd  wink  at  dewdrops,  and  have  a  flea  for  my  lackey. 
I'd  leave  this  world  with  a  fond  toodle-ooo ; 
I'd  skip  to  Banana  Heaven,  the  land  of  Piffle-Poo, 
And  there  I  would  wait,  my  darling,  just  for  you. 
I  know  I  want  to  be 
A  banana  hanging  from  a  tree ! 
Do  you  think  I  can  persuade  a  banana  to  change  places 

with  me? 

This  poem,  which  first  appeared  in  the  March  issue  of  the 
Bulletin,  won  third  place  in  the  Sigma  Lamhda-E .  A.  P. 
literary  societies'  annual  contest. 
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A  Fantasy 


The  unseen  playmate  plays  a  very  important  part  in  a 
child's  life — this  is  the  story  of  one. 

By  Ruth  Whalen,  '47 


The  child  was  standing  at  her  window  looking  out. 
She  saw  the  small  waves  spreading  themselves  slowly  and 
rhythmically  over  the  beach.  The  coppery  sun  was  rising 
from  behind  the  sound's  pale  waters,  waving  in  the  new 
day  as  though  he  alone  marshaled  its  whole  majestic 
parade.  The  world  lay  breathing  gently  in  light  slumber, 
waiting  for  the  heralds  of  the  sun.  Suddenly  their  vibrat- 
ing song  burst  forth,  and  each  cricket  seemed  to  strain 
to  make  his  own  tiny  music  resound  in  the  grass. 

The  child  turned  from  the  window,  feeling  the  cold 
floor  under  her  bare  toes.  She  reached  for  her  play  suit, 
which  was  lying  on  a  chair,  and  swayed  on  one  foot  as 
she  stepped  into  it.  She  buttoned  the  front  buttons  labori- 
ously, her  teeth  clutching  her  small  lower  lip. 

The  last  button  done,  the  child  pattered  out  of  the 
room,  over  the  porch  and  slipped  cautiously  through  the 
screen  door.  She  shivered  a  little  as  she  felt  the  dewy 
grass  move  beneath  her  bare  toes.  The  sun  was  up  now, 
and  his  magnetic  rays  seemed  to  be  drawing  forth  throb- 
bing song  from  the  grey  throat  of  a  mocking-bird.  The 
child  watched  her  modestly  attired  visitor  as  he  rocked 
on  the  limb  of  a  tree,  singing  with  the  careless  abandon 
of  one  to  whom  the  world  is  a  place  suffused  with  gold 
and  accented  by  rosy  dreams.  The  bird  saluted  her  gaily 
with  his  tail,  and  continued  his  song.  He  seemed  ready 
to  burst  with  pride  at  her  rapt  attention. 

At  her  back  the  child  heard  a  door  creak,  and  she  felt 
herself  lifted  and  swung  from  the  ground  into  her  fath- 
er's arms.  The  mocking-bird  waved  his  tail  sardonically, 
and  flew  off,  perhaps  in  search  of  a  more  attentive  audi- 
ence. 

The  child  came  to  breakfast  on  her  father's  shoulder, 
holding  frantically  to  his  ears  with  both  hands,  for  her 
father  was  a  tall  man,  and  the  child  did  not  enjoy  being 
six  feet  from  the  ground  with  nothing  to  grasp  in  case 
of  emergency.  Seated  at  the  table,  she  ate  with  some 
distraction. 

Daddy  and  Mother  talked  of  some  one  who  had  "ar- 
teriosclerosis." The  child  did  not  know  what  "arterio- 
sclerosis" was,  but  it  did  not  sound  in  the  least  nice.  She 
decided  that  she  had  rather  go  to  see  the  new  colt.  She 
left  Mother  and  Daddy  still  talking  about  "arteriosclero- 
sis" and  skipped  loudly  through  the  back  door  and  into 
the  garden.  Husky  brown  grasshoppers  were  jumping 
hilariously  from  one  cabbage  leaf  to  another,  accompany- 
ing the  lusty,  untiring  song  of  summer  insects. 

The  child,  standing  on  tiptoes,  lifted  the  latch  on  the 
pasture  gate  and  moved  with  caution  across  the  thick 
grass.  The  new  colt  wavered  on  spindly  legs  and  re- 
garded the  child  with  apprehension.  She  touched  his 
spongy  muzzle  with  a  stubby  forefinger,  and  left  him 
with  an  approving  pat  on  the  head.  The  sun  was  high 
now.  She  would  walk  down  to  the  mail  box  and  bring 
in  the  daily  paper. 


The  tiny  road  was  hot  and  dusty,  bordered  by  tall 
grasses  in  which  "Queen  Ann's  Lace"  was  mingled.  The 
child  picked  one  of  the  white  flowers  and  held  it  experi- 
mentally to  her  nose.  She  knew  from  sad  experience  that 
these  blossoms  had  no  smell,  but  perhaps  some  day  they 
would  change.    She  must  keep  trying. 

The  road  was  more  shady  now,  bordered  by  small  trees 
and  bushes.  A  tiny  brown  rabbit  hopped  cautiously 
across  the  road  some  distance  in  front  of  the  child,  re- 
garding her  with  inquisitive  eyes.  The  child  trudged  on. 
She  placed  her  tongue  longingly  into  a  vacancy  recently 
acquired  in  her  mouth,  where  she  hoped  that  a  tooth 
would  soon  appear.  She  had  examined  this  cavity  each 
morning  before  her  mirror  futilely  searching  for  the 
small  white  protrusion  which  must  come  soon.  She  sighed. 
Perhaps  tomorrow,  then. 

The  mailbox  was  reached.  She  strained  to  open  the 
small  tin  house  perched  on  a  stout  wooden  post.  The 
little  door  fell  open  with  a  buzzing  slang.  Yes,  there 
lay  Daddy's  paper,  and  two  letters.  Perhaps  one  was 
addressed  to  her.  She  must  hurry  home  in  case  it  was, 
and  get  Mother  to  read  it  to  her. 

She  turned  from  the  box,  the  mail  clutched  tightly  in 
both  grubby  fists.    Then  she  saw  the  boy. 

He  was  just  the  same — small,  lean,  freckled,  and  red- 
haired.  He  was  wearing  a  dusty  brown  suit,  and  his 
smile  disclosed  a  small  cavity  where  one  tooth  should 
have  been. 

"H'lo,"  said  the  child  rather  coolly.  "We've  got  a  new 
colt." 

"We've  got  a  dozen  pigs,"  countered  the  hoy  without 
hesitation. 

The  child  began  to  walk  slowly  homeward,  while  the 
boy  ran  ahead. 

"I'll  bet  you  can't  do  this,"  said  the  hoy,  standing  on 
his  head,  dangerously  near  a  mud  puddle. 

The  child  was  instantly  aroused.  "Bet  I  can,  too,"  she 
hissed,  assuming  all  the  dignity  of  which  her  snaggle- 
toothed  visage  was  capable. 

The  child  demonstrated  her  undoubted  ability  in  that 
direction,  after  placing  the  mail  carefully  in  the  middle 
of  the  road. 

The  boy  looked  crushed.  He  picked  up  the  mail  and 
walked  silently  until  they  came  to  a  bypath  leading  off 
the  road. 

"Good-bye,"  said  the  boy  dubiously. 

Her  point  carried,  the  child  was  inclined  to  gener- 
osity. "You  can  come  over  an'  see  our  colt  if  you  want 
to,"  she  said. 

The  boy  seemed  pleased.  He  relinquished  the  mail  and 
disappeared  down  the  path.  Even  after  his  departure, 
his  snaggle-toothed  grin  seemed  to  hang  in  the  air,  rather 
like  the  Cheshire  cat  that  mother  had  told  her  about  a 
few  days  ago. 
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The  child  trudged  on,  shuffling  her  bare  toes  in  the 
thick  sand  and  churning  up  clouds  of  cream-colored  dust 
at  her  heels.  A  blue-jay  flew  like  a  snapping  banner 
across  her  path,  filling  the  heavy  silence  with  his  vibrant 
cries.  The  sun  was  overhead  now,  beaming  warmly  on 
the  child's  shoulders  and  straight  brown  hair.  On  she 
walked.  Home  loomed  up  at  last,  cool  and  near.  She 
stumbled  up  the  steps  and  sat  down  heavily  on  the  floor 
of  the  front  porch.  A  breeze,  cooled  by  the  lapping 
waters  of  the  sound,  touched  her  hot  little  face  with  its 
gentle  currents. 

The  child  heard  footsteps,  then,  and  felt  a  tender  hand 
on  her  forehead.  "Where  have  you  been,  darling?"  said 
her  mother.  The  child  held  out  the  mail,  smeared  with 
mud  and  the  marks  of  dirty  fingers. 

"Why,  what  a  dependable  daughter  I  have,"  said  the 
child's  mother,  taking  the  soiled  letters  carefully.  The 
child  beamed  with  pride. 

"I'll  bet  I'm  the  most  dependable  person  in  the  world," 
she  said  slowly.  "I'll  bet  the  boy  never  brings  in  the  mail 
for  his  mother." 

No  one  seemed  to  realize  the  full  significance  of  the 
child's  last  remark.  Mother  had  gone  into  the  kitchen 
and  the  child  could  hear  Daddy  talking  to  Lucien,  the 
hired  man.  She  sighed,  oppressed  by  the  knowledge  that 
only  she  was  acquainted  with  the  boy. 

He  lived  on  a  little  island  out  in  the  sound,  and  the 
child  knew  that  he  was  not  good  as  she  was.  He  had  not 
been  helping  his  mother  this  morning.  He  was  looking 
for  squirrels'  nests  and  birds'  eggs.  How  funny  that 
Mother  and  Daddy  had  never  seen  the  boy.  Why,  once 
Daddy  had  even  sat  down  on  top  of  him  in  a  big  chair. 
The  child  had  been  afraid  that  the  boy  would  be  mashed, 
and  she  had  explained  to  Daddy.  Daddy  had  laughed 
and  apologized  to  the  boy,  but  the  boy  ran  home  and  did 
not  return  for  a  whole  day.  The  child  was  lonesome 
without  him,  and  Mother  and  Daddy  did  not  seem  to 
'  understand.  She  had  told  them  all  about  the  boy,  and 
they  had  not  even  noticed  that  he  had  recently  lost  a  front 
tooth,  just  as  she  had. 

But  there  was  no  denying  that  the  boy  was  bad.  He 
was  mischievous  and  carefree  and  always  happy.  He 
spent  lazy  mornings,  watching  the  smooth-backed  crabs 
as  they  scurried  over  the  bottom  of  the  sound,  and  long 
afternoons  climbing  trees  in  the  cool  woods  and  poking 
the  grey  hornet's  nest  with  an  experimental  stick.  The 
child  was  afraid  of  crabs  and  hornets,  but  the  boy  made 
them  exciting  in  his  tales  of  adventure.  Perhaps  he  would 
take  her  with  him  some  day. 

The  child  was  called  to  lunch.  She  ate  abstractedly, 
thinking  of  the  boy.  Yes,  he  would  like  the  new  colt. 
In  the  middle  of  dessert  she  heard  him  whistle.  It  came 
from  the  pasture,  as  thin  and  clear  as  the  tinkle  of  ice 
cubes  in  a  glass.     The  child  pushed  back  her  chair. 

"You  haven't  finished  your  cake,  dear,"  said  her  mother. 

The  child  put  the  last  bite  into  her  mouth  and  spoke 
thickly  through  it. 

"I'll  take  a  piece  for  the  boy.    He  likes  chocolate  cake." 

The  child  did  not  understand  the  amused  glances  which 
her  parents  exchanged.  She  heard  her  father's  rich  Irish 
laugh  as  she  ran  down  the  porch  steps. 

It  was  hard  to  open  the  pasture  gate  with  a  piece  of 
cake  in  one  hand,  but  the  child  was  determined.     She 


held  the  cake  carefully  as  she  crossed  the  pasture,  lines 
of  concentration  plowing  themselves  across  her  brow  and 
her  tongue  protruding  slightly  between  her  lips. 

The  boy  was  waiting.  He  admired  the  new  colt  and 
greeted  the  child's  gift  with  hungry  enthusiasm.  Be- 
tween bites  he  talked  of  a  new  path  through  the  woods. 
Would  she  like  to  explore  it  ?  The  child  demurred.  Mother 
would  not  know  where  she  was.  But  she  knew  that  the 
boy  was  a  master  in  the  art  of  persuasion.  In  a  few 
minutes  she  was  walking  beside  him  under  the  tall  pines. 
They  stopped,  and  the  boy  pointed  out  a  tall  dead  tree 
standing  like  an  unfinished  sentence  against  the  sky. 

"That's  where  the  hawk  lives,"  said  the  boy,  swagger- 
ing a  little.  "He  has  a  big  nest  in  the  top — see !  Here  he 
comes !"  The  child  saw  the  great  bird  moving  like  a  thick 
shadow  toward  his  nest. 

She  would  have  liked  to  watch  longer,  but  the  boy 
seized  her  hand  and  dragged  her  along.  They  followed 
a  little  stream  until  they  came  to  a  clearing,  green  with 
moss  and  hemmed  in  by  low  bushes.  Here  the  stream  • 
formed  a  small  pool,  and  the  child  lay  on  her  back  against 
the  soft  moss.  The  boy  amused  himself  with  a  slender 
twig,  poking  it  into  ant  holes  and  watching  excitedly  as 
the  small  insects  poured  forth.  The  child  did  not  like 
this,  but  she  knew  the  boy's  nature  and  decided  against 
argument. 

They  watched  a  snake  glide  from  beneath  the  roots  of 
a  tree.  He  made  a  curious  buzzing  sound  as  he  moved. 
The  child  watched  with  round  eyes,  but  the  snake  was 
apparently  paying  no  attention.  Suddenly  he  lunged 
behind  the  tree — a  sharp,  staccato  movement  like  a  sud- 
den chord  struck  on  a  piano.  The  snake  emerged,  con- 
vulsively swallowing  a  tiny  brown  field  mouse. 

"See !"  the  boy  was  triumphant,  "the  mouse  is  almost 
gone." 

The  child  was  suddenly  very  tired.  She  wanted  to  go 
home.  They  followed  the  little  stream  again  to  the  edge 
of  the  woods.  Suddenly  a  tall  figure  rose  ahead  of  the 
child,  and  a  voice  called  her  name. 

"Daddy,"  said  the  child.  She  felt  her  father's  strong 
arms  close  about  her.  His  embrace  loosened  her  tongue. 
"Daddy,  we  went  for  a  walk.  We  saw  a  hawk's  nest. 
He—" ' 

"We?"  questioned  her  father,  looking  about.  "Who 
went  with  you,  darling?"  he  asked  gently. 

"The  boy,  Daddy.  Here  he  is.  Daddy,  we  saw  a  snake. 
He  made  a  buzzing  noise  when  he  moved." 

The  child's  father  lifted  her  in  his  arms  and  started 
silently  across  the  pasture.  The  child  nodded  sleepily 
to  the  boy  who  was  running  ahead.  She  would  see  him 
tomorrow,  perhaps ;  tomorrow  was  a  long  way  off.  There. 
was  no  denying  that  the  boy  was  bad.  He  should  be 
going  home  now  to  his  mother  and  daddy. 

The  last  rays  of  the  sunset  hung  in  the  still  air  like  an 
unfinished  song  as  the  child  crossed  the  pasture  in  her 
father's  arms. 

She  was  bathed  and  put  to  bed  with  a  tall  glass  of  cool 
milk.  Her  mother  came  in  soon  and  opened  a  blue  book 
to  the  child's  favorite  story.  Mother  began  in  her  low, 
clear  voice,  "In  the  High  and  Far-off  times,  the  elephant, 
0  Best  Beloved,  had  no  trunk — " 

At  the  end  of  the  story,  Mother  put  out  the  light  and 
softly  closed  the  door. 
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The  child  gave  an  ecstatic  wriggle.  She  saw  the  moon 
making  a  silvery  pattern  on  the  sleepy  water,  and  heard 
the  night  wind  moving  the  pines  with  its  tender  caress. 
The  child  slept. 


Ready  Room 

By  Roberta  Boyd  Bryant,  '45 

— at  temporary  advanced  fighter  bases  where 
pilots  spend  a  thousand  years  in  a  few  hours, 
where  pilots  stay  between  life  and  death 
".  .  .  for  housing  it  depends  on  what  is  found 
at  the  site  .  .  ." 

The  room  was  smoke-filled.  The  haze  hovered  over  the 
dark  round  tables  that  were  littered  with  assorted  bottles 
and  glasses  standing  in  little  puddles  of  melted  ice.  The 
low  ceiling  was  supported  by  dark  brown  posts  whose 
sides  were  dotted  with  little  silver  pegs.  Under  each  one 
was  a  silver  plaque  bearing  a  great  man's  name.  Not  a 
man  great  in  the  world  of  history,  but  a  man  great  in  the 
world  that  passed  under  the  ceiling  that  the  posts  them- 
selves supported.  Most  of  the  pegs  were  bare.  Prom 
time  to  time  a  person  would  pass  by  or  look  up  from  his 
seat  and  gaze  quietly  at  the  little  silver  emblems.  Then 
usually  he  would  glance  at  the  empty  spaces  on  the  posts 
not  yet  filled. 

There  was  a  quiet  hubbub  of  low  conversation  and  oc- 
casional tinkling  of  glasses  and  ice.  Men  wandered  aim- 
lessly about  the  room  from  table  to  table.  There  was  a 
game  of  bridge  being  played  in  a  corner;  there  were  men 
reading  and  showing  parts  of  letters  and  pictures,  or 
making  swoops  and  dives  with  their  hands.  Some  men 
were  just  smoking  or  drinking  and  staring  into  space. 

A  slim,  dark  girl  came  through  the  door  and  down  the 
steps.  Without  stopping,  she  walked  slowly  to  the  piano. 
With  her  back  to  the  room,  she  sat  down  on  the  bench 
and  began  to  play  a  medley  with  two  fingers.  No  one 
paid  much  attention  to  the  silent  girl  or  the  soft  notes 
coming  from  the  piano. 

Presently  a  blond  pilot  opened  the  door.  He  carried 
his  crumpled  hat  and  handkerchief  in  his  hand.  His 
brown  leather  jacket  was  open  and  his  white  jersey  scarf 
was  loose.  Signs  of  fatigue  were  written  in  the  lines  of 
his  face.  He  tossed  his  head  and  waved  his  hand  at  the 
men  who  greeted  him.  Then  lie  went  to  the  piano  and 
put  his  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  the  dark  girl.  She 
reached  up  and  covered  his  hand  with  hers  for  a  moment. 
After  a  while  she  continued  playing  the  medley  with  two 
fingers.  He  sat  down  beside  her  and  struck  several  chords 
of  the  piano  with  his  left  hand,  blending  the  tones  in  with 
the  two-fingered  medley. 

The  girl  looked  up  at  him. 

"We've  another  day." 

"No,  1  go  out  tonight." 

"After  just  having  patrol.'" 

"The  guys  back  from  today's  missions  need  rest  more 
than  I  do," 

The  girl  frowned  down  at  the  keyboard. 
"Leaving  soon  .'" 
"In   an   hour." 
"There's  a  fog." 


"I  know." 

Suddenly  she  stopped  playing. 

"Want  some  coffee?" 

"I  need  it." 

He  struck  the  deep  bass  chords  of  the  piano  and  got 
up.  Walking  across  the  room,  he  fell  down  on  the  leather 
couch  near  the  fire.  In  a  minute  he  was  asleep.  The  girl 
stood  on  the  hearth  and  stared  at  him  while  she  smoked 
a  cigarette.  Throwing  the  end  of  the  cigarette  in  the 
fire,  she  walked  toward  the  kitchen. 

When  she  returned,  she  had  a  large  brown  mug  of 
coffee.  She  stopped  at  the  end  of  the  bar  and  put  in  a 
teaspoon  of  sugar.  She  went  toward  the  couch  where 
the  sleeping  pilot  lay.     She  shook  him  gently. 

"You  haven't  much  time." 

She  set  the  brown  mug  on  a  table  and  went  to  the  fire- 
place. She  threw  a  small  log  on  the  fire.  The  new  flames 
licked  around  the  log  toward  the  black  bricks.  The  room 
was  almost  deserted  except  for  a  few  men  at  a  distant 
table. 

The  pilot  sat  up  and  stared  at  the  flames.  The  girl 
went  toward  him  and  picked  up  the  brown  mug. 

"Here's  your  coffee." 

"Oh,  thanks." 

She  sat  down  beside  him. 

"The  fog  has  cleared." 

"Pine." 

He  stirred  the  coffee,  then  put  the  spoon  on  the  table. 
He  turned  the  brown  mug  slowly  in  his  hands. 

"What  did  you  do  today?" 

"I  helped  the  charwoman  clean." 

He  took  a  sip  of  the  black  coffee.  She  leaned  closer  to 
him. 

"I  saw  the  picture  in  your  room." 

He  took  another  sip  of  the  coffee.  She  leaned  closer 
and  looked  up  into  his  face. 

"Why  didn't  you  tell  me  about  her?" 

He  turned  the  brown  mug  slowly  in  his  hands,  then  he 
looked  down  at  her. 

"She  belongs  to  another  world." 

They  looked  into  each  other's  eyes.  Finally  she  dropped 
her  head  and  stared  at  her  fingers  in  her  lap. 

"Yes,  I  see." 

A  sharp  whistle  pierced  the  quiet,     fie  drank  the  rest 
of  the  coffee  and  got  up.    He  tied  his  scarf  and  zipped  his 
jacket.     Then  he  went  to  the  piano  and  picked  up  his  hat 
and  his  handkerchief.     He  started  up  the  steps  and  she    ;i 
caught  his  leather  sleeve.    He  looked  down  at  her. 

"Good  luck  .  .  ." 

He  smiled  and  tossed  his  head. 

".  .  .  and  be  careful." 

"Sure  thing." 

Then  he  was  gone. 

She  heard  the  roar  of  many  engines.  Going  to  the  door, 
she  elosed  it  behind  her  and  stood  on  the  broad,  damp 
steps.  His  plane  was  the  last  one  to  leave.  She  watched 
it  until  its  tiny  light  disappeared  into  the  eastern  sky. 


Did  You  Know 

That  Saint  Mary's  had  four  sororities  between  the  years 
1897  and  1902,  Alpha  Kappa  Psi,  Gamma  Beta  Sigma, 
Kappa  Delta,  and  Phi  Mu? 
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Spring 


Spring  took  on  a  different  meaning  when  Sonny  wasn't 
there,  and  to  think  that  I  had  been  the  cause  of  it  all. 


By  Mary  Elizabeth  Peirson,  '47 


It  all  began  nearly  eleven  years  ago,  the  first  time  I  saw 
Sonny.  He  was  the  ugliest  baby  in  the  hospital,  but 
that  didn't  change  my  feeling  toward  him.  From  the 
moment  I  saw  him  I  have  had  a  feeling  that  I  have  never 
felt  toward  any  one  else.  And,  as  the  years  have  passed 
on,  this  feeling  that  I  have  had  for  him  has  grown  deeper 
and  stronger  in  my  heart. 

I  always  had  a  feeling  of  responsibility  toward  him 
and  tried  my  best  to  make  him  do  right,  and  I  helped 
Mm  with  his  school  work  and  played  with  him  while  he 
was  sick.  Anything  that  he  wanted  I  was  always  there 
to  get  for  him,  and  this  went  on  until  I  went  away  to 
school  two  years  ago. 

It  was  a  sad  moment  when  he  told  me  good-bye,  because 
there  were  tears  in  his  eyes  and  he  was  trying  his  best 
to  be  brave  and  grown-up,  not  letting  the  others  see  him 
cry. 

The  first  month  I  was  away  I  received  a  letter  from 
him  saying : 
Dear  Buber, 

I  am  sure  glad  that  you  are  doing  good  in  your  lessons. 
I  made  B  on  reading  this  month. 

Mr.  Mann  took  me  and  Robert  hunting  and  I  killed  two 
squrels  (squirrels).     You  ought  to  be  proud  of  me. 

Mr.  Whitaker  gave  me  a  canoe  and  Daddy  and  me 
went  to  the  lake. 

Dollie  was  in  a  play  yesterday.    She  did  real  good. 

I  broke  the  chain  on  the  bike  and  Mom  had  to  take  me 
'round  in  the  car  to  take  the  papers. 

I  have  made  $16  carrying  papers.  Beans  has  grown 
so  big — he's  so  funny  when  he  sits  on  one  hip  and  falls 
over. 

Well,  I  got  to  go  play  ball. 

Love, 

Sonny  P. 

And  that  was  all.  He  had  taken  time  out  from  playing 
ball  to  write  me,  and  tears  came  into  my  eyes  as  I  read 
it  over.  This  reminded  me  of  the  first  time  that  he  had 
been  away  from  home — to  camp  at  Morehead.  He  had 
written  me  a  card  which  read,  "They're  having  a  sail- 
boat race.    I'm  in  it.     I've  got  three  boils." 

And  so  it  was,  mailed  without  any  signature,  but  there 
was  no  other  person  as  I  could  think  of  that  could  have 
sent  it. 

It  had  probably  taken  him  an  hour  just  composing 
those  three  lines  as  he  was  not  doing  so  well  in  reading 
or  writing.  How  I  cherished  these  cards  and  letters  which 
he  had  probably  spent  many  hours  of  labor  and  pain 
over.  No  one  will  ever  know  the  real  feeling  that  I  had 
for  him  because  it  was  too  hard  to  explain  with  words. 

Sonny  had  never  been  smart  in  reading  or  writing,  and 
I  never  thought  that  he  would  be.  As  we  all  know,  boys 
don't  care  whether  they  are  able  to  read  or  write  well 
or  not,  just  so  they  get  by.  It  doesn't  make  a  particle 
of  difference  to  them. 


He  started  to  kindergarten  when  he  was  three  and  con- 
tinued until  he  started  to  school  at  six,  but  it  did  him  no 
good.  He  didn't  know  his  A  B  C's,  and  I  tried  in  vain 
to  teach  them  to  him.  He  would  start  by  saying  A-B- 
C-D — H,  and  I  thought  he  would  never  learn  those  that 
were  continuously  left  out.  One  day  you  could  have 
knocked  me  over  with  a  straw  when  he  stood  up  and  said 
the  alphabet  through  without  omitting  one  letter.  Then 
there  was  the  question  of  how  I  would  attempt  to  help 
him  with  his  reading.  After  he  had  taken  his  bath  and 
was  ready  for  bed,  I  would  make  him  read  for  me.  He 
began  by  memorizing  the  lessons,  but  finally,  he  could 
read  very  well,  and  I  continued  to  hear  his  lessons  until 
I  left  for  school. 

During  the  first  year  that  I  was  away,  Daddy  had  the 
house  in  the  country  remodeled  and  all  the  land  was  cul- 
tivated and  planted.  Horses,  mules,  cattle,  and  pigs  were 
bought.  Everything  that  made  it  seem  more  like  country 
was  secured. 

I  could  hardly  wait  for  the  day  to  come  when  1  would 
be  home  to  see  all  of  the  improvements  and  see  how  I 
liked  country  life  compared  to  that  of  the  city.  Then  the 
day  came.  Every  one  could  see  that  1  was  too  excited 
to  think. 

In  less  than  three  hours  I  would  be  home ;  it  was  all 
that  I  could  do  to  wait.  Then  I  was  there;  it  was  like  a 
dream.  Every  one  wanted  to  show  me  everything  at 
once,  but  it  was  too  late  to  go  out ;  so  I  went  to  bed  early 
and  set  the  alarm  clock  for  five  so  that  Sonny  and  I 
might  take  a  walk  over  the  estate  before  breakfast. 

I  was  sleeping  so  soundly  after  the  trip  that  when  1 
heard  the  "r-r-r-r-r-r"  of  the  alarm  clock  I  couldn't  imag- 
ine what  it  was.  Then  I  remembered  that  I  had  set  the 
alarm  clock  and,  as  I  reached  to  turn  it  off,  fell  out  of 
bed.  Dressing  hurriedly,  I  rushed  downstairs  to  find 
Sonny  standing  there  waiting  for  me. 

Then  we  were  on  our  way ;  the  air,  cool  and  fresh,  made 
you  happy  that  you  were  alive.     It  was  spring! 

We  began  our  tour  by  exploring  the  path  that  led  to 
the  duck  pond.  It  was  bordered  by  ferns  and  flowers, 
with  tall  elm  trees  on  either  side.  The  pond  was  bordered 
by  rushes,  and  water  lilies  floated  out  near  the  center. 
All  was  quiet  except  for  the  shrill  whistles  of  the  mock- 
ing-birds and  the  humming  of  the  bees. 

The  red-flamed  sun  had  just  arisen  and  started  on  its 
way.    All  around  us  was  filled  with  gaiety. 

"Buber,  look  at  the  redbird !"  he  said,  tugging  at  my 
skirt.     "Over  there  by  the  willow  trees.     See  it?" 

Yes,  I  saw  it,  sitting  on  a  limb  looking  around  as  if  he 
were  a  king  reviewing  his  kingdom  from  the  highest  hill. 

"Come  on,"  he  said  anxiously.  "Don't  be  such  a  slow- 
poke !  I  can't  wait  to  show  you  the  best  horses  in  the 
world.  They  are  smart,  too !  Daddy's  going  to  give  you 
a  sorrel  mare  and  me  a  black  pony.  Now  we  can  go 
riding  together.    Won't  that  be  fun !" 
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I  was  excited,  because  I  liked  horses  and  hadn't  been 
able  to  ride  at  school.  And  at  that  moment  I  saw  the 
dark,  curly-haired,  pug-nosed  Sonny,  never  still  a  minute, 
always  anxious  to  be  on  the  go.  His  scattered  freckles 
on  his  nose  stood  out  more  prominently  now,  and  his  big 
blue  eyes  were  like  saucers — all  these  things  were  what 
I  loved  about  my  brother,  and  all  these  would  I  remember. 

And  then  we  were  on  our  way  to  the  barn  where  we 
saw  the  horses,  cattle,  and  in  a  pen  a  few  feet  away  a  big 
white  and  black  sow  wallowing  with  her  litter  of  little 
white  and  black  piglets. 

On  the  way  back  we  could  see  the  planted  fields  and 
tenants  scattered  here  and  there  chopping  tobacco  and 
peanuts.  They  were  never  idle.  The  green  clover  looked 
like  a  green  clear-water  river,  and  the  wheat  on  either 
side  looked  like  sand.  There — right  in  front  of  the  house — 
we  had  a  river  with  a  shore  of  fine  sand  on  either  side. 
It  was  wonderful  to  stand  there  with  Sonny  at  my  side 
and  imagine  these  things. 

Soon  we  had  covered  the  estate,  and  we  were  ready 
for  breakfast. 

The  summer  passed  too  rapidly.  It  seemed  as  if  Sonny 
and  I  had  been  together  only  a  few  days;  then,-  I  was 
back  at  school  with  all  my  lessons. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  days  would  not  go  half  fast  enough 
to  get  back  and  see  Sonny,  but  soon  it  was  Christmas  and 
I  was  home  for  two  weeks,  which  seemed  like  two  days. 
Then  Spring  vacation  was  nearing;  every  one  was  ex- 
cited, because  he  was  going  home.  March  tenth  came, 
and  I  was  home  once  again.  Sonny  and  I  took  walks 
together  every  morning  before  breakfast.  It  was  spring 
once  more. 

I  had  got  up  early  one  morning  to  go  to  school  with 
him,  and  after  breakfast,  we  ran  down  the  road  to  catch 
the  bus.  When  we  arrived  at  school  I  heard  Sonny  call- 
ing me,  and  he  ran  to  me  saying,  "Please  lend  me  a  dime. 
I  want  to  go  to  the  tournament  game  this  afternoon. 
Please  do." 

I  replied  hesitatingly,  "Does  Mother  know  you're  going 
to  stay?" 

"No,  I  forgot  it,  but  I  know  she  would  let  me.  You 
can  tell  her  when  you  get  home.  I'll  be  home  before 
dark." 

So  I  gave  him  the  money,  and  he  stayed  for  the  game. 
It  had  never  entered  my  mind  that  what  happened  could 
have  happened  to  my  only  brother.  It  was  too  horrible 
to  think  about,  but  it  was  true.  We  found  it  out  when 
we  were  called  to  identify  a  mangle  of  bones.  They 
called  us  because  there  was  his  name  in  a  reader.  At 
first  we  thought  maybe  some  poor  little  boy  had  borrowed 
the  book,  but  when  I  saw  a  piece  of  brown  corduroy  I 
was  sure  that  it  was  Sonny.  He  had  worn  corduroy 
knickers  to  school  ever  since  he  started. 

When  I  saw  this,  I  cried  and  remembered  nothing  until 
the  next  day.  Then,  there  was  the  funeral.  I  didn't 
open  my  mouth  to  speak  a  word  nor  shed  a  tear — just 
stared  into  space  remembering  all  the  good  times  that 
we  had  had  together. 

Today  the  air  is  cool  and  fresh,  the  sun  has  already 
started  on  its  way.  I  arose  early  to  take  my  usual  morn- 
ing walk  before  breakfast. 

It  is  very  nice  out  of  doors  today  so  early  in  the  morn- 
ing.    The  sun  is   shining  all   around,   making   scattered 


dewdrops  look  like  diamonds ;  birds  are  singing  and  flut- 
tering on  their  way.    It  is  spring. 

I  like  Spring  because  that  was  the  time  my  brother 
and  I  enjoyed  our  early  morning  walks  the  most.  Every 
morning  when  the  sun  was  shining  we  would  walk  down 
the  tree-bordered  path  to  the  duck  pond  and  pick  the 
flowers  which  bordered  it. 

It  was  great  fun  roaming  over  the  estate  exploring  new 
places  and  watching  the  animals  at  their  early  morning 
chores. 

This  morning  Sonny  is  not  with  me  and  everything 
seems  as  quiet  as  a  tomb.    Not  even  a  breeze  is  stirring. 


In  Every  Port 

By  Kitty  Qtjintakd,  '46 

Soft  brown  hands,  glistening  black  hair,  the  fragrance 
of  tropical  flowers  heavy  in  the  weight  of  the  air  of  an 
eternally-summer  climate  ...  A  laugh,  white  teeth  re- 
flecting the  cream-colored  moon  .  .  .  Weird  rhythms,  ori- 
ental inflections  and  an  "aloha"  beneath  the  stiff  rustling 
of  palm  leaves  on  a  beach  of  coral  sand. 

White  wing-like  cap  smothering  moon-colored  hair  that 
frames  a  cheerful  round  of  face  .  .  .  Small  teeth  gleaming 
from  between  rosebud  lips,  violet  eyes  smiling  from  be- 
neath a  blond  fringe  .  .  .  The  flung  spray  of  ice  as  silver 
skates  scrape  about  in  graceful  figures,  an  orange  and 
blue  fire,  sweet  chocolate,  and  Auf  wiederachen. 

Hot,  dark  eyes,  flashing  and  reflecting  beneath  rough 
black  bangs  .  .  .  Olive  skin  stretched  across  fine  bones  .  .  . 
Lips,  firm  and  quick  to  express  burning  rage  and  fervent 
prayer,  freely  given  .  .  .  Gayly  lighted  cabarets,  bright 
colors  .  .  .  Fashionable,  brittle  people  who  laugh  and 
dance  to  sophisticated  music  in  floating  garments  and 
tight  shoes  .  .  .  Spicy  food  and  crimson  wine  .  .  .  Au  revoir 
upon  a  river  bank  beneath  a  leaden  sky.  .  .  . 

Slim  legs  in  bright-colored  sandals  and  full  peasant 
skirts  ...  A  quick  tightening  of  strong,  slender  hands 
with  cherry-colored  finger  tips  and  lips  to  match,  by 
Revlon  ...  A  friendly  grip  in  the  darkness  of  a  movie  .  .  . 
Green  bows  stuck  jauntily  in  warm  chestnut  hair  .  .  . 
Laughing  eyes,  understanding,  sympathizing,  welcom- 
ing .  ,  .  Skating  rinks,  bowling  alleys,  merry-go-rounds, 
pop-corn,  boogie  from  gaudy  juke  boxes  .  .  .  "Hi,  chum," 
from  behind  a  white  screen  door. 


OUR  CHAPEL 


By  Kate  Broaiifoot,  '45 

I 

Our  chapel  .  .  . 

Reverence,  peace,  solemnity; 

Hushed  voices,  organ  harmonies ; 

And  beams  of  sunlight  through  the  painted  glass. 

II 
Our  chapel  .  .  . 
Guidance,  hope,  inspiration; 
Joyful  voices,  prayerful  hearts 
And  holy  stillness  prevailing  throughout. 
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The  Message 

The  letter  was  stamped  MISSING  IN  ACTION,  but  the 
letter  wasn't  Baba's— the  postman  had  just  dropped  it. 

By  Kitty  Quintard,  '46 


Baba  went  into  the  dining  room.  It  was  cool  in  there. 
Mrs.  Allen  pulled  the  blinds  closed  early  in  the  morning 
when  it  was  still  cool,  and  the  rooms  stayed  cool  all  day, 
even  in  the  middle  of  July  heat. 

Outside  the  heat  shimmered  off  the  pavement.  The 
Allen's  shiny  black  cocker  dug  a  retreat  for  himself  m 
the  moist  soil  of  the  petunia  bed.  Water  sprinklers 
swung  around  lazily,  up  and  down  the  block  while  chil- 
dren in  scanty  sunsuits  slipped  through  the  rambowed 

spray.  „  . 

The  dark-haired  girl  fixed  a  tall  glass  of  iced  tea,  com- 
plete with  lemon  and  a  sprig  of  mint,  then  she  repaired 
to  the  glider  on  the  vine-covered  front  porch.  She  picked 
up  a  magazine  and  flipped  casually  through  the  pages, 
not  thinking  of  the  printed  words  and  colorful  pictures 
of  food  and  hands  and  kisses  in  the  moonlight.  I 

The  mailman  had  brought  a  letter  that  morning  which 
had  been  on  Baba's  mind  all  day.  On  it  was  an  overseas 
address  in  curly  feminine  handwriting.  The  envelope 
was  stamped  in  blood-like  purple  ink:  Missing  in  action. 
The  words  had  stabbed  something  inside  of  Baba,  some- 
thing she  sensed  rather  than  felt.  She  had  stood  there 
on  the  porch,  tearless,  and  unable  to  move  for  a  moment. 
Her  mother  came  out  on  the  porch  and  saw  her  stahding 
there,  insensible.  \ 

"Why,  Baba,  whatever  is  it?    Has  anything  happened 
to  Ted«"  asked  Mrs.  Allen  in  a  worried  voice. 

"No,  Mother,  it's  nothing,  only  that  the  postmait  made 
a  mistake."  , 

For  the  letter  was  to  a  person  whose  name  she  d  never 
heard  and  the  return  address  was  equally  unfamiliar  to 
her  Still,  the  shock  had  been  just  what  it  would  be  if 
the  envelope  had  been  addressed  in  her  own  neat  vritmg. 
Somewhere  in  this  little  town  of  neat  streets  anc  white 
houses  and  generous  trees  some  one  was  waiting  for  a 
letter  that  wouldn't  come.  When  it  did  eome  it  Would 
be  this  one  in  Baba's  hand  with  its  heart-sickenmi  mes- 
sage. 

Now  as  Baba  sat  swinging  back  and  forth,  back  and 
forth,  she  felt  the  same  twist  of  fear  within  her  She 
knew  that  if  that  message  were  ever  to  come  to  h«r  she 
could  never  bear  it  the  way  others  had  done.  It  s.mply 
was  not  in  her. 

All  her  life  she  had  been  guarded  from  grief  and  un- 
happiness  as  well  as  her  parents  could  guard  her,  and 
now  if  any  real  grief  should  come  she  would  be  unpre- 
pared For  a  minute  Baba  almost  hated  her  parents  for 
their  sheltering  attitude.  No  one  had  the  right  to  deprive 
another  of  experience,  no  matter  how  much  it  hurts  or 
how  much  you  love  him.  •  It  would  be  twice  as  hard  now 
for  Baba  ever  to  be  independent  after  eighteen  years  of 
coddling.  Others  had  always  taken  what  was  coming 
to  them,  starting  with  kindergarten  and  going  through 
life. 


Six  months  ago  had  been  Baba's  first  real  sadness  and 
it  had  hit  her  hard.  That  was  when  Ted  had  gone  over- 
seas. He  had  wanted  to  marry  her  then,  before  he  left. 
But  Baba  had  said  no  because  she  was  afraid,  afraid  of 
doing  anything  on  her  own,  afraid  of  taking  on  the  re- 
sponsibility of  such  an  important  decision  without  her 
parents  consent. 

Now,  for  the  first  time,  Baba  realized  that  perhaps  that 
would  be  the  only  chance  she  was  ever  to  have  to  marry 
Ted,  and  she  had  hesitated  until  it  was  too  late.  She 
shuddered  and  tried  to  shake  off  the  thought.  All  be- 
cause of  a  letter  belonging  to  some  one  she  didn't  know, 
she  was  making  herself  wretched. 

Baba  finished  the  last  of  the  tea.  The  ice  bumped 
agiinst  her  nose  as  she  tilted  the  glass  up  to  get  the  last 
sweet  drops  of  tea.  She  set  the  glass  on  the  floor  beside 
the  glider.  As  she  bent  down,  her  eye  was  caught  by  a 
small  square  of  white  paper,  peeping  from  beneath  the 
grass  mat.  She  looked  at  it,  barely  seeing  the  three  red 
word*  and  her  writing  on  the  envelope ;  then  slowly,  me- 
chanically she  reached  out  to  pick  up  the  letter  the  post- 
man had'  dropped  unnoticed  that  morning. 


THE  LOSS 

By  Sally  Ann  Elliott,  '46 

We  sat  together  in  the  darkness 

My  friend  and  I, 
And  looked  out  on  the  water 
And  talked,  then  lapsed  into  a  silence 
Closer  than  any  words. 

He  had  been  killed 
The  day  before, 

The  boy  I  loved, 
And  she  was  kind  to  me. 
She  did  not  speak  of  him 
For  fear  that  she  would  make  me  sad. 

The  others,  scattered  down  the  beach, 
Cast  shadows  by  the  moon's  reflection, 

Shadows  all  in  pairs, 
And  the  ripples  of  the  water  brought  back  their  whispers, 

Soft,  excited. 
Looking  at  my  friend 
I  saw  a  tear  in  her  eye, 

And  I  cried. 

She  comforted  me  and  never  knew 

That  I  had  understood. 

"We  cried,  not  for  the  love  that 

I  had  lost, 
But  for  the  love  that 

^he  had  never  known. 
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The  Silver  Lady 

Sylvia  was  smart,  but  West  was  even  smarter.  He  took 
her  for  what  she  was  worth,  and  he  was  a  good  judge  of 
people,  too. 

By  Maky  Bull  Pinckney,  '46 


The  humid  night  air  swam  on  the  smoke-filled  patio. 
There  was  no  breeze  to  even  carry  the  smoke  away.  There 
were  jungle  sounds — wild  birds  and  the  calls  of  strange 
insects — ringing  through  the  air.  There  was  distant  soft 
music  muffled  inside  the  temporary  building  and  many 
people  on  the  patio. 

An  Air  Corps  officer  and  a  tall  girl  pushed  their  way 
from  a  corner  to  the  small  space  serving  as  a  dance  floor. 
They  were  strangely  silent,  especially  the  officer.  Prom 
his  countenance  he  could  have  been  miles  away,  com- 
pletely unattached  to  the  girl.  She,  in  turn,  seemed  to  be 
thinking  of  something  particular  she  had  to  say.  Severs,! 
times  she  opened  her  mouth,  only  to  sigh  and  close  her 
lips  quickly.  He  was  entirely  unaware,  or  pretended  to 
be  unaware,  of  those  sighs.  Finally  she  said,  "What's 
the  matter  between  us  tonight?  Won't  you  believe  me 
when  I  say  I  love  you,  West  1" 

"You  lie,"  he  said  coldly,  matter-of-factly,  not  even 
looking  down  at  her. 

She  lifted  her  head  and  looked  up  at  his  eyes.  "Why 
do  you  say  that,  West?" 

"Because  you  are  as  cold  as  the  winter  sea,  Sylvia,  You 
don't  even  possess  that  small  bit  of  pride  I  attributed  to 
you.    And  you  know  damn  well  what  I  mean." 

"Come  over  here.  West." 

Sylvia  took  his  arm  and  pulled  him  toward  their  table 
in  the  corner.  They  sat  down  on  the  matted  cbairs  and 
West  picked  up  the  Chesterfields  from  the  table.  He 
leaned  over  to  light  her  cigarette  and  their  eyes  met  above 
the  flame.  Her's  were  a  little  puzzled,  and  yet  they 
seemed  to  mock  him.  His  were  filled  with  a  hard  con- 
tempt. 

"I  don't  know  exactly  what  you  want  me  to  say,"  she 
said  slowly,  while  he  motioned  a  waiter  and  ordered  two 
drinks. 

"Not  a  damn  thing.  God,  but  it's  hot !  If  these  mos- 
quitoes and  those  other  elephantine  insects  don't  leave 
me  alone,  I'll  put  in  a  request  for  Alaska," 

"That's  the  tropics  for  you,  West.  Transporting  planes 
to  the  Pacific  is  a  far  cry  from  flying  them  to  Europe. 
But  tell  me,  what  is  this  all  about?" 

"Sylvia,  there  is  no  sense  in  your  playing  dumb.  You're 
a  woman.  You're  no  high  school  girl  who  can  get  away 
with  pretended  innocence.  And  besides,  you  know  it  will 
never  work  with  me." 

"But,  West,  what's  happened?     I  .  .  ." 

"After  last  night  you  ask  me  that."  Pie  threw  back  his1 
head  and  laughed.  "Lord,  no.  Sylvia.  For  a  while,  yes, 
you  had  me  fooled.  I  grant  you  that  much.  Yes,  yoil 
really  pulled  the  wool  over  the  major's  eyes.  But  n/> 
more." 

She  drew  back  in  her  chair  and  looked  at  him.  te 
couldn't  help  admiring  her  in  an  odd  way.  Evidently /he 
war  had  not  scratched  her  surface.     He  thought  to  /im- 


self,  "How  many  women  are  there  like  this,  with  eye- 
brows pointed  too  high  and  dresses  cut  too  low?" 

"Too  many,"  he  said  aloud. 

"What?" 

"Just  too  many.     I  was  answering  my  own  question. 

"West,  how  much  do  you  know  about  it?" 

"So  now  you're  submissive.  Well,  practically  as  much 
as  you  do.  At  least,  as  much  as  I  need  to  know  plus  a 
few  extra  details  to  make  the  story  interesting  and  hu- 
man and  very  disgusting  to  me.  Maybe  I  did  love  you, 
Sylvia,  or  maybe  I  just  thought  I  did."  He  paused  and 
then  added,  "I  wonder,  Sylvia,  what  kind  of  a  person  you 
will  finally  marry.  He  will  certainly  have  to  be  some  one 
exactly  like  you." 

"I  doubt  that  I'll  marry.  I  can't  ever  remember  loving 
any  one  enough.  Except  you  and  you're  my  kind  of  per- 
son, West." 

"In  a  way,  I'm  slightly  inclined  to  agree  with  you.  And 
then  again,  no.  Yeah,  I'm  out  for  a  good  time.  Just  as 
you  are.  We're  both  out  for  a  hell  of  a  big  time.  If  I 
weren't,  I  wouldn't  be  a  major  at  twenty-nine.  But 
there's  too  many  other  things  that  matter  in  life,  and 
that's  where  we're  different.  You're  all  wrong,  all  washed 
up,  Sylvia." 

"Could  I  explain  then.  West?" 

"You  could.     Personally,  I'd  find  it  rather  boring." 

"Yon  sound  childish.  West.  Are  you  sure  you  aren't 
trying  to  talk  yourself  out  of  being  in  love  with  me?" 

"Maybe.  Oh,  I've  told  you  there's  some  sort  of  so-called 
'spark'  between  us.  There  will  always  be  a  bond  such  as 
that  among  all  the'  thousands  of  our  kind  of  people.  That 
doesn't '  matter  one  way  or  the  other.  Xone  of  it  does 
now,  in)  fact." 

"Yoifre  tired  of  tne,  then?" 

"I  ddubt  it,  Sylvia." 

"Yoif're  not  only  jbrutally  frank  about  another's  emo- 
tions,'') she  said  sarcastically,  "but  about  your  own." 

"Frankness  never  hurt  any  one." 

"Thlt's  beside  the  point,  West.  Did  it  ever  occur  to 
you  th|it  I  might  really  be  in  love  with  you  ?" 

"SyTvia,  you  actually  amaze  me.    Want  another  drink?" 

"I  don't  care.  You've  got  to  listen  to  me,  West.  Last 
night/ doesn't  matter.  I  really  love  you.  Please  believe 
me,  darling." 

"Now  look  here.  That's  over.  You  know  damn  good 
and  well  you're  only  for  Sylvia.  You've  never  loved  any 
one  but  yourself.  And  even  if  you  are  really  in  love  with 
me.  after  what  has  happened,  do  you  think  I'd  believe 
you1?" 

"Then  take  me  home,  please,  West." 

At  dawn  the  next  day  Sylvia  awoke  to  the  roar  of 
mqtors  of  planes  overhead.  She  got  out  of  bed  and  opened 
the  French  doors  to  the  porch.  Above,  fifty  silver-winged 
bombers  flew  out  to  sea.     She  recognized  the  name  on 
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one,  the  name  that  had  not  yet  been  changed.  The  "Silver 
Lady" ;  West's  plane. 

"He's  gone,"  she  thought,"  gone  without  understanding, 
and  now  he'll  never  know  that  I  really  loved  him.  Good- 
bye, West.     I'm  sorry  you  couldn't  understand." 

Aloud  she  called,  "They're  the  transports  going  back 
to  the  States,  Charles." 


Eri 


ric 

Eric  liked  blue,  and  Criss  took  advantage  of  it,  too; 
but  it  failed  to  bring  the  desired  effect. 

By  Maria  Gregory,  '45 

Criss  Greer  shook  out  her  ashen  hair,  and  then  ran  a 
silver-backed  comb  through  to  arrange  the  meticulous 
lights  that  fell  upon  it  into  flattering  softness.  She  tossed 
her  head  and  admired,  as  others  often  did,  the  reflection  ■ 
she  saw  in  the  mirror.  Of  course,  it  was  not  perfect ;  bat 
she  saw  nothing  a  little  lipstick  and  a  smile  would  not  hide. 
She  was  satisfied,  momentarily,  but  she  looked  through 
the  mirror  and  back  into  the  room  at  several  dresses 
thrown  carelessly  over  the  chintzy  print  of  her  cj«ise 
lounge,  the  white  expanse  of  her  counterpaned  W3,  and 
the  graceful  backs  of  a  pair  of  antique  jwiple  chairs. 
There  was  a  slinky  black  crepe  accented  with  sequins— 
too  sophisticated ;  a  coral  wool — too  casual ;  a  low-cut 
chartreuse  dinner  dress — too  dramatic ;  a  floral  silk  too 
trite;  and  several  others— all  (^satisfactory  for  some 
flimsy  reason.  None  of  the"  suited  Criss,  and  she  had 
emptied  her  closets  of  all,  even  near-suitable  dresses.  She 
had  to  have  something  special— something  to  reflect  the 
"lorv  of  the  spring  d-l.V  and  the  lucid  beauty  of  a  wind- 
swept skv  to  refle-t  the  happiness  in  her  eyes ;  for  this 
was  the  day  th?'  Eric  was  coming  back  from  sea,  and 
she  had  not  s/^  '»m  f°r  two  years. 

Eric  NicNlson  was  coming  back  to  his  home.  He  was 
comino-  hick  with  the  campaign  ribbons  of  two  seas  and 
more  littles  and  the  two  gold  stripes  of  a  Navy  lieuten- 
ant, cle  would  get  back  and  his  mother  would  cry  a  little 
at  Ws  hardness  and  his  bronzeness,  and  he  would  smile 
tl>it  slow  easy  grin  to  reassure  her  and  the  world.  Of 
<6urse,  all  the  Nicholsons  would  be  there  to  meet  him, 
'but  he  would  not  go  home  first — he  would  come  to  the 
Greers,  for  the  ties  were  as  strong  there.  He  would  race 
up  the  front  walk,  open  the  door  and  look  up  the  grace- 
fully curving  stair  and  at  the  top  he  would  find  Criss ;  he 
would  see  her  for  the  first  time  after  the  heat  and  trial  of 
war,  for  the  first  time  since  she  had  really  grown  up ;  but 
what  would  -she  be  wearing?  That  was  the  question  of 
the  moment,  and  it  worried  Criss.  The  black,  the  coral, 
the  chartreuse,  the  white?  None!  She  would  have  to 
get  something  new. 

She  edged  her  convertible  out  of  the  drive  and  drove 
happily  towards  town  to  the  soothing  strains  of  a  radio 
version  of  "My  Heart  Sings."  Her  mother  approved  im- 
plicitly of  Eric,  and  had  given  her  a  carte  blanche  in 
selecting  the  right  dress  for  his  home-coming.  She  did 
not  have  long  before  the  stores  closed,  so  she  crossed  her 
fingers  and  prayed.  If  wishing  makes  things  so,  Criss 
wished ;  for  she  saw  the  dress.    It  was  blue,  and  perfect. 


Not  too  formal,  not  too  informal.  Becoming  and  Eric's 
favorite  color.  So  it  was  her  dress,  and  she  knew  that 
it  was  made  for  her. 


Criss  looked  at  the  sheet  of  paper  on  which  she  was 
writing.  The  "Eric,  my  darling,"  looked  lonely  on  the 
pale  blueness  of  it.  She  tried  to  think,  but  her  pen  still 
/remained  immobile.  She  stared  at  the  tiny  expanse  of 
/the  paper  and  then  at  the  matching  vastness  of  the  sky. 
Odd,  they  were  both  the  same  shade,  the  same  shade  as 
i  the  dress  she  had  bought  to  welcome  Eric  home  in,  the 
same  one  that  she  had  worn  when  she  told  him  good-bye. 
According  to  the  date  on  the  letter,  that  had  been  more 
than  a  month  ago.  That  week,  that  was  the  one  that 
was  going  to  be  so  perfect,  but  something  had  been  wrong. 
She  could  not  define  it ;  Eric  had  been  wonderful — he  was 
just  as  gay  as  ever.  He  had  told  her  that  it  was  girls  like 
her  that  men  wanted,  but  now  he  was  back  at  sea.  Criss 
stared  at  the  twilight  and  tried  to  be  practical,  tried  to 
analyze  her  feelings.  She  had  always  idolized  him.  Was 
it  love?  Could  she  really  love  him.  Then  decisively  she 
tore  the  pale  blue  sheet  of  paper;  she  had  sampled  the 
three  words  on  it  too  long;  she  had  been  caught  in  a  day- 
dream too  long.  She  took  another  sheet  of  paper,  started 
again,  and  told  Eric  that  it  had  rained  and  that  she  was 
going  to  play  golf  tomorrow  and  all  the  other  things  that 
she  should  write  her  brother-in-law.  She  told  him  every- 
thing Ellen  had  done  that  day.  She  sealed  the  envelope, 
wrote  her  sister's  husband's  name  on  it,  and  started  down- 
stairs to  find  a  stamp.  But  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  her 
dress  in  the  mirror.  She  was  wearing  the  blue  one  she 
had  bought  for  Eric.  She  squared  her  shoulders,  laughed, 
and  shook  her  ashen  hair. 

Some  day  she  knew  she  would  find  a  man  almost  as 
wonderful  as  Eric,  and  perhaps  he  would  like  blue  too. 

This  short  story  won  third  place  in  the  Sigma-Lambcla- 
E.  A.  P.  Literary  societies  annual  contest. 


CREATION  OF  NIGHT 

By  Clarice  Woolard,  '45 

As  happy-hearted  day  slips  away  to  take  a  rest 
And  lazy-loafing  darkness  creeps  in  from  her  nest. 
They  meet  and  stop  to  chat  of  each  one's  thoughts. 
'Tis   then   twilight ;   they  pass,   and   duskiness   waits   for 
night. 

Gaily  gliding  from  the  East  comes  the  glowing  moon 
Scattering  beams,  like  golden  streams,  to  light  the  dusky 

gloom. 
And  diamond-deck'd  stars  by  brightest  Venus  led 
Are  scattered  through  the  heavens,  and  over  all  the  earth 

are  spread. 

The  Dipper  and  the  North  Star,  the  Bear  and  Milky  Way, 
Each  one's  brilliance  uncompared,  make  night  bright  as 

day. 
Small  voices  from  the  woodlands  let  mystic  music  fall 
Upon  the  ears  of  mortals.   They  cease,  and  silence  covers 

all. 
And  now  the  work's  completed,  and  such  a  lovely  sight 
Is  the  disappearing  of  the  day  and  creation  of  the  night. 


33 


Saint  Maey's  School 


The  Name  Is  Joe 

Millie  told  Joe  and  meant  what  she  told  him. 

By  Akn  Cutts,  '45 


"So  I  just  came  right  out  and  told  him." 

"Told  him  what  V 

"That  I  couldn't  marry  a  man  for  his  money.  I  prom- 
ised Ma  that,  before  I  left  home.  Of  course,  it's  nice  to 
have  the  things  money  can  buy.  Hoofing  it  three  shows 
a  day  isn't  exactly  the  easiest  way  in  the  world  to  earn  a 
living,  but  it  could  be  worse." 

"Yeah,  it  could.    A  lot  worse." 

"That's  what  I  said,  'It  could  be  a  lot  worse.'  And 
then  I  said,  'Mr.  Holmes,  I  appreciate  that  gold  bracelet 
more  than  I  can  tell  you.  It's  not  every  girl  that  has  a 
gentleman  like  you  to  remember  her  birthday.  And  with 
such  a  beautiful  gift.    I  like  your  attitude,  too.'  " 

"You  said  that  to  him?" 

"Sure,  just  like  that.  'I  like  your  attitude,  Mr.  Holmes. 
I'm  glad  you  let  me  help  you  with  your  problems.  And. 
wasn't  I  right  about  the  divorce?  Aren't  you  much  hap- 
pier now  that  you're  free?  She  wasn't  good  enough  for 
you — selfish  and  overbearing  like  she  was.  And  your 
daughter  at  college  putting  on  those  airs.  I  knew  that 
was  the  only  thing  for  you  to  do.'  " 

"What'd  he  say?" 

"He  said,  'You  were  right,  Millie.  Absolutely.  You're 
a  smart  girl.'  " 

"Of  course  you're  a  smart  girl." 

"Well,  that's  what  he  said.  He  said,  'You're  a  smart 
girl  and  I'm  grateful  to  you.'  And  then  he  pulled  out 
this  little  white  box  and  handed  it  to  me.  Lord,  I  wish 
you  could  have  seen  it.  It  was  all  tied  up  with  silver 
ribbon  and  white  paper  and  had  the  prettiest  bow  on  the 
top — sort  of  fluffy-looking." 

"What  was  in  it?" 

"Well,  wait  a  minute.  The  box  was  from  Tiffany's — 
catch  that.  The  card  said  'To  the  cutest  blonde  in  New 
York,  with  all  love  from  Joe.'  And  then  he  came  over — " 

"Oh,  Milly,  for  heaven's  sake.     What  was  in  it?" 

"Well,  I'm  trying  to  tell  you.  He  came  over  and  helped 
me  undo  the  ribbon  (I  knew  he  spent  plenty  on  it  by  all 
that  fancy  ribbon)  and  when  I  opened  it — there  was  this 
diamond  ring.  I  swear  the  thing  was  so  big  it  looked 
like  an  ice  cube.  I  put  it  on  and  it  was  a  little  too  big, 
but  it  looked  gorgeous." 

"You  haven't  got  it  on  now." 

"No,  it's  at  the  jeweler's.  I  can't  wait  for  you  to  see  it. 
Honey,  it'll  knock  your  eyes  out.  Anyway,  I  said,  'Mr. 
Holmes,  it's  gorgeous.  Just  gorgeous.  But  you  shouldn't 
have  done  it.'  He  said,  'Listen,  Baby,  I've  got  enough  of 
this  Mr.  Holmes  business.  The  name  is  Joe.  And  why 
shouldn't  I  have  done-  it,  I'd  like  to  know?'  So  I  said, 
'Look,  Joe,  usually  when  a  man  gives  a  girl  a  diamond 
ring  it.  means — well,  it  means  he  wants  to  marry  her.' 
And  it  does,  too." 

"Sure." 

"That's  what  I  told  him.  So  he  says,  'Well,  Milly,  I've 
been  wanting  to  talk  to  you  about  that,  but  so  many 
things  have  been  doing  lately — '    Sure,  Joe,  I  said,  'but 


you  don't  have  to  say  a  thing.  We  can  run  right  down  to 
Blkton  tonight.  Mrs.  Joe  Holmes.  Say,  that  sounds  swell.'  " 

"Sure  does." 

"  'But,  Milly,'  he  says,  'that  doesn't  give  you  much  time 
to  get  ready.' " 

"  'Yes  it  does,  Joe,'  I  told  him.  'I  can  be  ready  in  two 
minutes.'  'Well,  how  about  your  mother?  Won't  she 
want  to  be  here?'  Joe's  real  thoughtful.  He's  always 
thinking  about  some  one  else.  Anyway  I  says,  'Joe,  I'm 
the  sentimental  type  and  I  believe  in  marrying  for  love, 
when  I'm  in  love.    None  of  this  showy  business  for  me.'  " 

"That's  right,  but—" 

"So,  we  rode  down  to  Blkton  in  his  swell  car  and  got 
married.     That's  how  it  all  happened." 

"Well,  I  swear.    It  sure  was  quick." 

"Yeah,  Joe's  kind  of  impulsive." 

"Where  you  living  now?" 

"We've  got  a  cute  little  flat.  Has  a  nice  living-room 
and  kitchenette-  I'm  trying  to  get  some  cute  pictures  to 
hang  aroui^l.    Why  don't  you  help  me?" 

"Where  is  iw" 

"It's  not  too  fa.  away  from  here.  I  can  come  see  you 
real  often." 

"What's  the  address  V 

"Gee,  I  don't  seem  to  rem^ber.    That's  brainy  of  me." 

"Well,  where  is  it?" 

"It's — well,  sort  of  over  on  th?  West  Side." 

"On  the  West  Side?" 

"Yeah,  but  it's  really  not  a  bad  action.  The  people 
look  real  nice." 

"Why  are  you  living  over  there  ?  If  tlu  gUV  gives  you 
diamonds  he  ought  to  park  you  on  RiverSrle  Drive  or 
Park  Avenue." 

"But  with  his  daughter's  education  and  all  the  alimony 
that  woman's  digging  out  of  him.  Well,  you  kno-v  how 
it  is." 

"Sure.    That's  tough,  honey." 

"Anyway,  I  always  promised  Ma  I  wouldn't  marry  t>.r 
money."  

IS  IT? 

By  Fabian  Wadsworth,  '46 

I  sometimes  think  how  hard  some  try 
To  live  with  man  and  do  their  best 
To  please  some  other  person,  lest 
He  feel  that  he  was  passed  by ; 
How  humbly  low  the}'  often  bow 
To  do  another's  selfish  will, 
As  loving  mothers  protect  still 
Her  erring  child  with  her  own  brow. 
For  priceless  natures  such  as  these 
What  gratitude  does  mankind  show? 
An  added  ease  in  living?    No, 
Just  a  few  pleasant  memories. 
And  then  I  wonder  in  my  spirit, 
If  e'en  for  God  it  can  be  worth  it. 
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Meet  Myrtle 


Myrtle  knew  more  about  Joseph  than  he  knew  about 
himself.   And  Myrtle  got  the  final  word,  too. 

By  Sarah  Stewart,  '45 


Myrtle  loved  Joseph,  and  Joseph  was  a  musician.  Per- 
haps that  explains  things  a  bit;  I  mean  perhaps  that 
explains  why  Joseph  was  a  bit  peculiar.  Oh,  I  don't 
mean  there  was  anything  really  wrong  with  Joseph ;  he 
was  really  lucky.  Joseph  knew  he  was  the  big  cheese 
in  the  symphony  orchestra,  and  Joseph  loved  his  violin 
a  little  too  much — just  a  little  more  than  he  loved  Myrtle. 

Joseph  was  rather  absent-minded  and  scatter-brained 
for  a  man  of  twenty-five.  You  could  tell  at  the  distance 
of  a  mile  that  Joseph  was  a  musician.  His  features 
seemed  to  accentuate  his  abilities,  but  I  doubt  if  Joseph 
realized  this  because  he  never  bothered  to  look  at  himself. 
Before  each  performance  it  was  Myrtle  who  reminded 
him  that  red  ties  weren't  suitable  for  symphony  concerts ; 
that  he'd  be  cross-eyed  before  the  year  was  up  if  he  didn't 
get  his  dark,  bushy  hair  out  of  his  eyes ;  that  it  was  dan- 
gerous for  a  man  to  go  out  without  a  belt  to  hold  his 
britches  up. 

Now  I'm  not  saying  that  Joseph  didn't  love  Myrtle.  I 
know  he  did,  but  he  just  didn't  know  it.  Myrtle  knew  it 
too,  but  there  wasn't  much  she  could  do  about  it.  The 
trouble  with  Myrtle  was  that  she  let  Joseph  take  advan- 
tage of  her.  He  knew  she  adored  him ;  and  he  knew  she 
would  be  the  girl  he'd  some  day"  marry,  but  Joseph  just 
didn't  have  the  time  nor  the  wits  about  him  to  go  tell 
the  priest  and  Myrtle's  old  man  that  he  wanted  to  marry 
her.  That  was  Joseph  for  you — he  was  forever  putting 
things  off.    Joseph  didn't  realize  his  luck,  but  Myrtle  did. 

She  was  going  to  marry  that  man  or  bust.  For  a  while 
it  looked  as  if  she'd  have  to  bust;  her  man  was  just  too 
exasperating  for  words.  And  then  one  day  it  happened ; 
Myrtle  had  a  plan ;  if  only  it  would  work.  Myrtle's  ideas 
had  a  sad  way  of  never  working  out,  but  it  was  well  worth 
a  try  anyway. 

One  night  Myrtle  was  waiting  for  Joseph  after  a  big 
concert  in  Boston.  She  never  missed  one,  but  she  was 
always  backstage  when  Joseph  walked  off  midst  wild 
applause  from  the  audience.  This  was  a  particular  night, 
Joseph's  first  appearance  was  in  Boston,  and  now,  five 
years  later,  he'd  come  back  to  show  the  people  that  he 
was  really  a  big  shot  now.  And  of  course  there  was 
Myrtle,  still  a  vital  part  of  Joseph's  equipment. 

That  night  Joseph  rushed  off  the  stage,  breathless  and 
perspiring.  He  looked  absently  around  for  Myrtle,  but 
I  don't  know  just  why  he  looked  for  her;  he  knew  per- 
fectly well  that  she  would  be  standing  there  as  usual — 
her  dark  little  face  flushed  with  excitement  and  love,  her 
black  eyes  following  Joseph's  every  move.  Joseph  had 
the  habit  of  calling  over  his  shoulder  to  her,  "Be  with 
you  in  a  second,  Baby.  Right  now  I  must  .  .  ."  Then  he'd 
trail  off  somewhere.  It  happened  every  time.  But  to- 
night was  different.  Joseph  rushed  up  to  her  and,  taking 
her  thin  little  face  in  his  hands,  said:  "Guess  what,  Baby! 
I'm  playing  in  New  York  tomorrow  for  some  Royalty. 
Want  to  come  along?"     Myrtle  didn't  have  to  answer — 


Joseph  knew  she  would  go — she  just  couldn't  help  it. 
She  was  radiant. 

The  same  night  found  Myrtle  and  Joseph  and  the  pre- 
cious, inevitable  violin  speeding  down  to  the  City.  And 
Myrtle  had  a  plan.  She  was  dressed  up  fit  to  kill,  and 
she  looked  just  like  a  big  doll  baby  with  that  tiny  hat  of 
flowers  over  one  eye  and  a  pair  of  those  spiked  shoes  on 
her  tiny  feet  and  a  coat  with  a  military  look  about  it 
thrown  over  her  shoulders.  But  Myrtle  had  something 
else.  In  her  pocket  she  had  slipped  a  couple  of  handfuls 
of  something  that  she  hoped  would  get  her  man.  .  .  . 

Joseph  and  Myrtle  were  settled  comfortably  in  the 
coach,  and  Myrtle  prayed  for  her  opportunity.  It  came. 
Joseph,  unsuspectingly,  suggested  that  they  go  back  to 
the  smoker.  They  made  their  way  carefully  down  the 
aisle  crowded  with  wide-awake  and  boisterous  service 
men  of  all  ranks  and  ages.  Suddenly  the  joking  and  laugh- 
ing stopped.  The  men  all  turned  and  grinned,  then  broke 
into  song.   "Here  comes  the  bride,  here  comes  the  bride !" 

Myrtle  was  breathlessly  uttering  a  silent  prayer.  They 
reached  the  end  of  the  coach  and  were  making  their  way 
across  the  platform  when  Joseph  suddenly  turned  and 
looked  at  her  as  if  he  were  seeing  her  for  the.  first  time. 
"Myrtle,"  he  said,  "Myrtle,  Baby,  they  think  we're  mar- 
ried !"  He  looked  confused  and  then  blurted  out,  "What 
you  say,  Baby.  Let's  get  the  priest  to  marry  us  before  the 
performance  tomorrow,  will  you?"  Myrtle  was  in  his 
arms,  and  she  turned  her  face  so  he  wouldn't  see  the  silly 
tears  running  down  her  face.  With  one  hand  she  smoothed 
Joseph's  hair,  and  with  the  other  she  reached  into  her 
pocket  and  took  out  the  last  bit  of  rice,  carefully  throw- 
ing it  out  of  the  train.  It  would  never,  never  do  for 
Joseph  to  find  out  that  she'd  deliberately  strewn  it  down 
the  aisle  of  the  coach  as  they  walked  between  all  those 
service  men. 


A  LIFE  WITH  THE  SEA 

By  Kitty  Quintard,  '46 

Twilight  and  fog  upon  the  sea, 

A  great  green  jellyfish ; 
A  fling  of  spray,  a  tang  of  salt 

Make  a  fisherman's  winter  day. 
A  driftwood  fire,  a  hearty  tale, 

What  better  has  any  man? 
He'll  live  to  see  a  white  old  age, 

And  never  leave  the  sea. 

But  when  the  time  shall  come,  to  him, 

When  man  must  part  from  sea, 
He'll  live  in  a  heaven  all  his  own, 

In  the  place  where  Neptune  reigns. 
A  voice  will  reach  his  mortal  ears 

And  call  him  on  to  life : 
"No  man  can  sin  nor  truer  be 

Then  he  who  hast  lived  of  the  sea." 
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By  Roberta  Boyd  Bryant,  '45 

I  am  up  on  clover  hill,  standing  where  we  were  a  thou- 
sand years  ago ;  perhaps  a  thousand,  it  does  not  matter, 
for  time  is  immeasurable.  The  past,  the  present,  the 
future  are  one.  Together  we  found  that  the  time  of  love 
is  paceless. 

I  am  here  and  you  are  here.  I  feel  your  presence  beside 
me — apart,  seeing  and  feeling  the  beauty  of  things  as 
you  alone  can  find  them.  In  having  you  near,  I  live  in 
completeness.  What  you  feel,  what  you  see  is  not  im- 
portant, for  that  is  yours.  It  is  a  gift  of  heaven  that  I 
shall  never  try  to  take  from  you.  The  winds  of  under- 
standing blow  between  us,  our  love  is  not  a  bond.  We 
are  free,  never  to  possess  or  be  possessed,  but  sufficient 
in  togetherness. 

The  hill  is  the  same.  The  clover  ripples  in  the  wind 
like  a  sea  of  deep  and  velvet  green.  The  wind  is  clean 
and  strong.  The  distant  hills  have  scattered  trees  as  they 
used  to,  and  little  puffs  of  clouds  sail  across  the  sky.  Yes- 
terday is  today,  and  you  are  here  beside  me.  We  have 
laughed  and  cried  and  talked  and  walked  together.  Now 
we  have  reached  our  destination  for  today.  We  have 
come  to  clover  hill,  our  most  beautiful  spot  on  earth. 
Here  I  can  send  you  into  war  and  uncertainty  without 
the  sorrow  of  selfishness.  Here  we  can  remember  the 
teachings  of  Gibran  that  we  have  learned  together. 

There  is  a  new  roar  in  the  wind,  and,  like  a  bird  hurry- 
ing home,  a  tiny  plane  glides  across  the  sky.  You  stand 
watching  it.  In  your  upturned  face  are  written  a  thou- 
sand things,  and  from  your  lips  escapes  a  single  word, 
"Airaeobra." 

But  there  is  no  sound  of  a  word  in  the  air,  the  plane 
has  disappeared  in  the  eastern  sky,  and  only  the  butter- 
flies soar  into  the  air  above  the  clover. 

The  tears  of  my  sorrow  have  washed  away  the  sands 
of  my  heart.  Through  you  I  have  known  great  sorrow, 
and  through  you  I  have  found  the  greatest  joy  of  my 
life.  In  the  sorrow  of  losing  you,  I  have  found  the  joy  of 
having  you.  Only  life  can  contain  our  hearts.  We  shall 
be  together  forever  in  the  silent  memory  of  God. 


LIEBESTRAUM 

By  Maria  Brown  Gregory,  '45 

Haunting,  compelling 

Driving  in   its  mystery; 

All  the  fear  and  passion, 

All  the  strength  and  weakness — 

Pale  fingers  of  moonlight, 

Hate  and  yearning, 

Emotions  of  all  history, 

Pity  and  compassion, 

Strength  of  loneliness — 

Moods  at  twilight 

Compelling  and  true — 

Music  in  distant  strains 

Earthly,  human  pains 

of  "I  Love  You." 


DIAGNOSIS 

By  Logan  Vaught,  '47 

If  you  feel  like  an  over-stuffed  chair, 
And  all  you  can  do  is  just  wheeze ; 

If  when  you  smell  roses  so  fair. 

All  the  rest  of  the  day  you  just  sneeze — 

If  when  taking  a  walk  in  the  spring, 
Of  the  goldenrod  you  get  a  whiff — 

Then  follows  a  sneeze  like  a  ring, 

Your  Kleenex  consumed  with  a  sniff; 

If  your  eyes  are  all  swollen  and  red, 
And  you  honestly  can't  see  a  thing ; 

If  your  ears  feel  like  buckets  of  lead, 
And  keep  echoing  with  a  loud  ring. 

If  a  dandelion  makes  you  shrink  back, 
If  when  all  spring  buds  are  in  bloom, 

You  sigh  "Well,  alas  and  alack," 

And  retire  with  a  drool  to  your  room — 

Then  you're  of  the  unhappiest  lot 
That  lives  in  this  huge  world  today ; 

And  I  might  as  well  tell  you  as  not, 

You're  possessed  of  a  fever  called  "hay !" 


HANDS 

By  Sibyl  Goekch,  '45 


Baby's  hands  are  dimpled — fat, 

And  only  God  can  make 
Such  tiny  chubby  ones  that  learn 

So  soon  to  patty-cake. 

Sister's  hands  are  white  and  vain ; 

They're  soft  and  not  so  strong. 
They  never  work ;  they're  just  for  show. 

Her  nails  are  much  too  long. 

Grandpa's  hands  are  always  shaking 

When  he's  playing  chess. 
Old  and  wrinkled  though  they  are, 

I  think  I  like  them  best. 

Johnny's  hands  are  sunburned  hands, 
They're  big  and  strong  and  fine. 

I  love  them  when  they're  gentle  hands, 
And  when  they're  holding  mine. 


FEMININITY 

By  Maria  Brown  Gregory,  '45 

Do  you  believe  that  women  never  grow  lonely- 
That  we  think  of  trivial  matters  only — 
Of  flower  arrangements  and  the  latest  books- 
Of  radio  programs  and  suggestive  looks? 
Really,  sir,  we  wonder  and  wait  and  cry — 
As  we  watch  the  dulling  days  go  by — 
Holding  together  a  heart  that  shatters, 
Keeping  a  dream  that  really  matters. 
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By  Peggy  Hoi-kins,  Alumnae  Secretary 


Across  My  Desk 


Flora  McDonald,  ex  '39,  has  taken  a 
summer  position  at  the  Trafton  Chalfonte 
Hotel  in  Virginia  Beach.  .  .  .  Page  Eat- 
man  Separk,  '39  (Bus.),  is  living  in  Ma- 
con, Ga.,  while  her  husband,  Sgt.  Whar- 
ton G.  Separk,  is  stationed  at  Camp 
Wheeler,  Ga.  .  .  .  Mallie  Ramsey  Zimmer- 
man, '40,  is  in  Lynchburg,  Va.,  waiting 
for  her  husband's  return  from  overseas. 
.  .  .  Isabelle  Badger,  '3  7,  visited  in  Ra- 
leigh in  early  March.  Her  home  is  in 
La  Grange,  Ga.  .  .  .  Cornelia  Tongue,  '43, 
is  on  the  Dean's  List  at  Woman's  Col- 
lege. .  .  .  Among  the  officers  at  the  U.  of 
N.  C.  School  of  Pharmacy  for  1945  is 
Nancy  Travis  Hunt,  '4  2,  who  is  repre- 
sentative to  the  Student  Legislature  and 
vice-president  of  the  Girls'  Athletic  As- 
sociation. .  .  .  Dot  Watt  Spencer,  ex  '40, 
is  a  Red  Cross  canteen  aide  and  does 
USO  work.  She  is  "patiently  waiting  for 
my  (jg)  to  come  home  after  21  months 
in  the  Pacific."  He  is  an  exec,  on  a  sup- 
ply ship.  .  .  .  Page  Gannaway  Carrington, 
ex  '41,  is  a  Nurse's  Aide  in  Lynchburg. 
She  spent  five  days  on  a  day  coach  some 
time  ago  going  to  see  her  husband  in 
San  Diego.  .  .  .  Isabell  Montgomery,  '41, 
is  working  at  Langley  Field  doing  per- 
sonnel work  for  the  National  Advisory 
Committee  of  Aeronautics.  .  .  .  Ihrie  Pou 
Carr,  ex  '42,  lives  at  15  Oak  Drive,  Dur- 
ham. Her  husband.  Major  George  Watts 
Carr,  Jr.,  is  at  Okinawa  with  Major  Gen- 
eral Lemuel  C.  Shepherd's  Sixth  Marine 
Division.  He  has  been  overseas  for  29 
months.  (Major  Carr  has  just  returned 
to  the  States.)  .  .  .  Sarah  Bell  Thomp- 
son, '40,  is  living  at  Parris  Island.  S.  C, 
where  her  husband,  Lt.  (jg)  Kearne 
Thompson,  is  stationed.  .  .  .  Eva  Black- 
mer,  ex  '45,  is  working  in  New  York  as  a 
model.  .  .  .  Katherine  Bernhardt  Foss. 
'37,  is  living  at  home  in  Salisbury  with 
her  mother  and  young  daughter  while 
her  husband,  Lt.  Henry  Foss,  is  stationed 
in  Sioux  City,  Iowa,  as  an  instructor.  .  .  . 
Eleanor  Holshouser,  ex  '40,  is  a  riding 
instructor  in  Salisbury.  .  .  .  Marjorie 
Dickens  Garrett,  ex  '37,  of  Enfield,  is  in 
Missouri  with  her  husband,  who  is  sta- 
tioned there.  .  .  .  Phyllis  Gatling-  Sand- 
vig,  '40,  wrote  several  weeks  ago  and 
said,  "The  Navy  life  is  really  wonderful 
now  that  my  husband  is  back  from  the 
South  Pacific  and  is  taking  flight  train- 
ing. We  were  at  the  Naval  Air  Station 
in  Ottumwa,  Iowa,  for  several  months 
and  there  I  ran  into  Marie  Watters  Col- 
ton,  ex  '41.  We  had  some  nice  long  chats 
about  Saint  Mary's  and  all  of  the  Belles. 
Now  we  have  a  darling  little  house  (for 
the  first  time  in  our  married  life).  We 
like  Pensacola  very  much,  especially  the 
climate,  but  I  haven't  run  into  any  Saint 
Mary's  girls  down  here."  (Warrington, 
Fla.)  .  .  .  Pauline  Bernhardt  Green,  '4  2, 
wrote,  "I  am  now  living  in  Boca  Raton, 
Fla.,  where  my  husband.  Lt.  Green,  has 
been  stationed  for  the  past  three  months. 
He    has    just    completed    an    Instructor's 
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course  in  radar,  and  we  expect  to  go  to 
Lincoln,  Nebraska,  from  this  field."  .  .  . 
Sassy  Warren,  '39,  visited  Saint  Mary's 
in  April  on  her  way  home  after  a  trip  to 
Greensboro  to  see  Patsy  Jones  Buffington, 
'3S.  .  .  .  Julia  Booker  Howard,  '40,  and 
her  husband  are  in  Tampa,  Fla.,  where 
he  is  stationed.  .  .  .  Helen  Montgomery 
Poole,  '39,  her  husband,  Jerry,  and  son, 
Billy,  are  living  in  Washington,  D.  C.  Lt. 
Poole  is  stationed  there  with  the  Navy. 
.  .  .  Virginia  Allison  Haywood,  '39,  is 
taking  a  hospital  staff  assistant's  course 
in  Richmond,  Va.  .  .  ,  Sue  Gant  Martin, 
ex  '42,  is  at  home  in  Raleigh  with  her 
young  son,  while  her  husband  is  stationed 
at  Fort  Lewis,  Washington.  .  .  .  Mary 
Jane  Yeatman,  '3S,  writes  from  Gadsden, 
Alabama,  where  she  is  a  Home  Service 
Worker  in  the  Etowah  County  Chapter  of 
the  American  Red  Cross,  "I've  communi- 
cated with  Peggy  Holmes  Stevens,  '  3  8 
(who  is  at  Ft.  McClellan  with  her  hus- 
band), but  so  far  we  haven't  seen  each 
other,  though  she's  only  3  0  miles  away. 
I  bumped  into  Julia  Edwards  Montgom- 
ery, '35,  quite  by  accident  in  the  drug 
store  with  her  two  young  'uns  and  had 
a  pleasant  time  visiting,  and  then  she 
dropped  in  to  see  me  day  before  yester- 
day." .  .  .  Vidette  Bass,  '44,  transferred 
from  Atlantic  Christian  College  to  Salem 
in  February  so  she  could  be  with  Anne 
Dysart.  .  .  .  Anna  Wood  Ragland,  '41, 
writes  from  Annapolis,  Md.,  "There's  not 


news  much  with  us,  just  school  and 
housekeeping  routine  broken  by  frequent 
wedding  announcements  and  invitations 
from  Saint  Mary's  girls.".  .  .  Lifoby  Sau- 
vain  Smart,  '39,  lives  in  Charlotte  on 
Hempstead  Place.  She  has  a  daughter 
ten  months  old.  .  .  .  Peggy  Parsley,  ex 
'40  (H.  S.).  is  in  New  York  studying  art 
at  Traphager.  She  writes,  "It's  such  a 
wonderful  place  to  study  art,  and  I'll 
have  to  admit  that  New  York  is  mar- 
velous (being  a  dyed-in-the-wool  south- 
erner, I  never  thought  I'd  admit  that 
Yankee  land  is  so  fascinating).  One  of 
the  first  girls  I  saw  here  was  Biz  Toeple- 
man!  She  was  a  welcome  sight,  believe 
me;  I'd  known  her  at  Saint  Mary's,  but 
she  left  New  York  soon  after  to  get  mar- 
ried." Peggy  is  living  at  the  Three  Arts 
Club,  340  West  S5th  St.  .  .  .  Josephine 
Peoples  Osgood's,  ex  '39,  latest  address 
is  Sec.  II,  Santa  Maria  AAB,  Santa  Maria, 
California.  .  .  .  Janet  James  Lindsay,  '4  0 
( H.  S. ) ,  writes  from  New  Haven,  Conn., 
"I  wish  you  could  see  this  big  son  of 
mine,  as  he  gets  cuter  each  day,  and  he 
really  does  keep  me  stepping.  He  is  try- 
ing his  best  to  crawl,  and  it  won't  be 
long  before  he  will  be  all  over  the  apart- 
ment. Time  flies  so  that  it  won't  be  many 
years  before  he  will  be  going  up  the 
steps  of  Smedes  for  his  Sunday  after- 
noon date.  We  plan  to  leave  New  Haven 
in  June,  that  is,  if  Mark  passes  his  Na- 
tional Medical  Boards  all  right.  He  gets 
nine  months  to  intern  before  the  Navy 
decides  his  future.  We  are  going  to  At- 
lanta in  June,  as  he  will  be  at  Grady 
Hospital.  It  will  be  nice  to  get  down  in 
Dixie  again,  and  I  hope  to  see  a  great 
deal  of  Kay  Roper,  '42,  and  Allie  Bell, 
'42,  who  are  in  Atlanta.  [Allie  Bell  is  in 
Raleigh  now.— P.  H.]  Olivia  Anne 
Smith,  '42,  came  up  from  New  York  to 
spend  a  week-end  not  very  long  ago.  She 
looks  like  her  job  with  the  Outdoor  Ad- 
vertising Company  is  agreeing  with  her." 
.  .  .  Lee  Stevens,  '42  (H.  S.),  has  been 
elected  president  of  next  year's  senior 
class  at  Sweet  Briar.  Anne  Dickson,  '43, 
was  president  of  the  Class  of  1945  at 
Sweet  Briar.  Shields  Jones,  '42  (H.  S.), 
will  be  president  of  the  Student  Drive 
Committee  at  Sweet  Briar  next  year.  At 
Converse  College  the  following  Saint 
Mary's  girls  will  hold  offices  next  year: 
Olive  Camp,  '44  (H.  S.).  sophomore  rep- 
resentative to  the  Student  Council;  Boh- 
sie  Compton,  ex  '44,  secretary  of  the 
senior  class;  Laurie  Lucas,  '43  ( H.  S. ) , 
president  of  Cudd  Dormitory;  and  Kitty 
Archer,  '43  (H.  S.),  recording  secretary 
of  the  Athletic  Association.  .  .  .  Jane 
Garrett  Baise,  ex  '43,  is  working  as  a 
laboratory  assistant  with  the  Soil  Test- 
ing Division  of  the  North  Carolina  De- 
partment of  Agriculture.  Her  husband, 
Captain  Wade  V.  Baise,  is  overseas  with 
the  Army  Airways  Communications  Sys- 
tem   stationed    in    the    Hawaiian    Islands. 

(Continued    on    Page    56) 
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MEETING  OF  THE  BOARD  OF  TRUSTEES 

A  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Trustees  was  held  on  the 
afternoon  of  June  4,  1945 — Commencement  Day. 

Attending  the  meeting  were  the  Rt.  Rev.  Edwin  A. 
Penick,  Diocese  of  North  Carolina ;  Rt.  Rev.  Thomas  C. 
Darst,  Diocese  of  East  Carolina ;  Rt.  Rev.  John  J.  Gravatt, 
Diocese  of  Upper  South  Carolina ;  and  Rt.  Rev.  Thomas 
N.  Carruthers,  Diocese  of  South  Carolina,  and  seventeen 
clerical  and  lay  trustees. 

The  meeting  was  devoted  exclusively  to  consideration 
of  plans  to  complete  the  centennial  campaign.  It  was 
reported  that  to  date  the  total  contributions  had  reached 
$157,000.  Realizing  that  the  amount  so  far  available 
would  not  provide  the  additional  buildings  to  relieve  the 
present  crowded  conditions  of  the  classrooms,  or  make 
available  adequate  dormitory  facilities,  the  board  decided, 
with  the  approval  of  the  bishops  present,  to  request  the 
Diocesan  Executive  Council  of  each  of  the  live  owning 
dioceses  to  accept  a  quota  of  $30,000  to  be  raised  in  any 
manner  deemed  most  effective  by  each  of  the  diocesan 
organizations,  the  solicitation  to  be  completed  before  com- 
mencement in  1948,  or  at  such  earlier  date  as  the  diocesan 
campaigns  can  be  successfully  concluded. 


MEETING  OF  THE   GENERAL  ALUMNAE 
ASSOCIATION 

The  Alumnae  Association  of  Saint  Mary's  School  held 
its  annual  business  meeting  in  the  Hut  at  3:15  p.  m.  on 
Saturday,  June  2,  1945. 

The  meeting  was  called  to  order  by  the  president,  Mrs. 
Joseph  B.  Cheshire,  and  opening  prayers  were  read  by  the 
Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding  Hughes. 

Hiss  Hebe  Shields  was  called  on  to  welcome  the  class 
of  1945  into  the  alumnae  association,  and  Margaret  Rod- 
well,  of  Warrenton,  made  the  response  for  the  class.  Mrs. 
Cruikshank  spoke  to  the  alumnae  and  congratulated  them 
on  the  part  they  have  taken  in  the  work  of  the  Saint 
Mary's  Centennial  Fund. 

Mrs.  T.  W.  M.  Long  of  Roanoke  Rapids  nominated  Mrs. 
Betsy  London  Cordon  for  president  of  the  alumnae  as- 
sociation to  succeed  Mrs.  Joseph  15.  Cheshire.  Mrs.  Cor- 
don was  unanimously  elected  to  serve   until  June.   1947. 

Mrs.  William  Person,  chairman  of  the  committee  for 
building  an  entrance  and  gateway  to  Saint  Mary's,  made 
a  brief  report  on  the  plans  and  cost  of  an  appropriate 
entrance,  and  stated  that  an  entrance  would  cost  between 
$500  and  $1,000.  Mrs.  Paul  Davis  then  moved  that  the 
general  alumnae  association  appropriate  $250  from  its 
treasury  to  add  to  the  $250  already  set  aside  by  the 
Raleigh  chapter  to  be  used  for  the  entrance  as  outlined 
by  the  school  architect,  Mr.  Gilette,  the  balance  of  the 
money  needed  for  the  gateway  to  be  raised  by  the  associa- 
tion. This  motion  was  passed,  and  with  its  passage  the 
alumnae  made  tin'  request  that  the  school  build  the  Avail 
around  the  grounds. 

Mr.  E.  F.  Stoughton,  business  manager,  made  a  short 
address  to  the  alumnae.  In  his  talk  he  emphasized  the 
value  of  an  active  alumnae  association  in  a  college  and 
urged  that  we  work  toward  a  stronger  organization.  He 
said  that  the  chapter  is  now  t lie  central  unit  of  the  alum- 


nae and  expressed  the  hope  that  as  time  goes  on,  class 
reunions  will  hold  an  important  place  in  our  annual  activi- 
ties. 

A  tribute  to  the  late  Mrs.  J.  V.  Higham  was  read  by 
Mrs.  Ashby  Baker.  This  tribute  was  written  by  Dr. 
Walter  Montgomery,  of  Raleigh. 

Mrs.  Cheshire  announced  that  the  school  has  received 
three  gifts  from  the  alumnae  this  spring:  a  clover  leaf 
mahogany  table  from  Mrs.  Edwin  Parham  and  her  daugh- 
ter, Peggy  Moran,  in  memory  of  Mrs.  Parham's  mother, 
Mrs.  Carrie  Ihrie  Pou ;  a  Viennese  crystal  chandelier  from 
Mrs.  Lawrence  Sprunt;  and  a  seven-piece  silver  service 
from  the  estate  of  Mrs.  Higham. 

Mrs.  Ashby  Baker  and  Mrs.  Frank  P.  Spruill,  Jr.,  were 
installed  as  new  council  members,  replacing  Mrs.  William 
B.  Harrison  and  Mrs.  R.  E.  Gribbin. 

The  secretary  read  her  annual  report  of  alumnae  work, 
and  Mrs.  Withers,  treasurer,  gave  the  financial  report. 
At  the  conclusion  of  her  report,  Mrs.  Withers  made  a 
motion  that  the  money  for  the  alumnae  scholarship,  which 
has  always  been  held  in  the  association  treasury,  be 
turned  over  to  the  school  business  office.  This  motion 
was  passed  unanimously. 

In  addition  to  Mrs.  Withers'  report,  Miss  Hopkins  an- 
nounced that  she  had  about  $500  in  the  bank,  exclusive 
of  the  Smedes  Memorial  Fund  and  parlor  fund,  which 
had  been  collected  in  dues,  and  from  the  sale  of  copies  of 
Life  at  Saint  Mary's,  and  Wedgwood  plates.  It  was  sug- 
gested that  the  association  use  some  of  this  money  and 
that  in  Mrs.  Withers'  fund  to  help  reimburse  the  business 
office  for  the  expense  it  had  borne  for  the  alumnae ;  how- 
ever, Mrs.  William  Carrawaj'  made  a  motion  that  we  re- 
tain our  present  status  another  year,  and  if  at  the  end  of 
that  time  we  find  that  we  are  able  to  pay  more  of  our 
expenses  we  will.    This  motion  was  passed. 

Miss  Hopkins  suggested  that  the  alumnae  dues  be  set 
at  a  minimum  of  $2  a  year,  rather  than  at  $1  for  dues  and 
$1  for  the  Bulletin,  as  they  have  been  in  in  the  past.  With 
the  payment  of  $2  dues,  an  alumna  will  receive  the  Bulle- 
tin. Mrs.  Paul  Davis  put  this  suggestion  into  a  motion 
and  it  was  passed  by  the  alumnae  present. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Montgomery  suggested  that  one  of  the 
buildings  which  will  be  erected  by  the  school  as  a  result 
of  the  Centennial  Fund  be  called  Cheshire  Memorial  Hall 
in  memory  of  Bishop  Cheshire.  This  was  agreed  to  by 
the  alumnae  and  a  request  to  this  effect  was  sent  to  the 
Board  of  Trustees. 

There  being  no  further  business,  the  meeting  was  ad- 
journed. 

Margaret  D.  Hopkins,  '39, 

Alumnae  Secretary. 


SPEECH  TO   THE  ALUMNAE  BY  MR.  STOUGHTON 
June  2,  1945 

It  is  always  a  pleasure  to  talk  about  Saint  Mary's  to 
any  group,  but  it  is  a  particular  privilege  to  discuss  this 
subject  with  members  of  the  alumnae.  1  like  to  think  of 
Saint  Mary's  as  a  sturdy  tree  with  the  roots  and  the  trunk 
representing  the  school  itself,  and  the  branches  and  the 
fruit  its  alumnae.  No  matter  how  firm  the  roots,  or 
sturdy  the  trunk,  it  would  not  be  a  good  specimen  with- 
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out  the  branches  and  the  fruit.     A  permanent  relation- 
ship is  necessary. 

This   relationship   is   a   dual    one.      To    the   individual 
alumna,  the  school  must  have  a  deep  and  personal  mean- 
ing, and  to  the  school  the  alumnae  are  of  immeasurable 
value.     It  seems  to  me  there  is  a  perfectly  good  reason 
for  this  relationship.     I  dare  say  that  most  of  you  when 
you  entered  Saint  Mary's  were  leaving  home  for  the  first 
time,  and  for  the  first  time  found  it  necessary  to  rely  upon 
your  own  resources.     You  probably  had  not   been  here 
long  before  you  experienced  the  very  unpleasant  feeling 
of  homesickness.     Later,  you  enjoyed  the  thrill  of  your 
first  formal  Saint  Mary's  party,  and  undoubtedly  you  had 
the  usual  amount  of  pleasure  from  joining  in  the  common 
complaint  against  strict  rules,  the  long  hours  of  studying, 
and  the  unfair  examinations.     These  experiences  seemed 
important  at  the  time,  but  as  the  years  have  passed  they 
have  lost  much  of  their  significance.     But  you  also  had 
other  experiences,  which  perhaps  at  the  time  did  not  seem 
important,  but  which,  through  your  busy  life,  have  really 
been  most  significant.     It  was  here  that  you  made  life- 
time friendships ;  it  was  here  that  you  shared  the  knowl- 
edge and  counsel  of  your  instructors;  it  was  here  also 
that  you  received  the  beginning  of  your  cultural  training, 
the  fundamentals  of  art,  literature,  and  music,  and  your 
early  religious  training.    I  am  sure  that  all  of  these  have 
been  of  lasting  benefit  to  you,  and  these  are  the  things 
which  are  perpetuated  in  your  children  and  grandchil- 
dren.   These,  then,  are  the  things  that  Saint  Mary's  has 
given  you.    To  the  school  the  alumnae  are  indispensable. 
It  is  your  individual  interest,  your  helpful  suggestions, 
your  occasional  visits  to  the  school,  and  your  loyalty  and 
pride  in  your  achievements  which  provide  the  inspiration 
to  those  of  us  responsible  for  the  conduct  of  the  school's 
affairs,  and  I  assure  you  that  this  is  very  necessary. 

But  with  this  relationship  there  is  also  a  dual  obliga- 
tion and  responsibility.     It  is  certainly  the  responsibility 
of  the  school  to  continue   to   maintain   and  improve  its 
scholastic   standards,  employ  the  best   available  faculty, 
to  continue  to  emphasize  the  moral  training,  and  to  pro- 
vide the  best  possible  facilities.     It  is  also  an  obligation 
of  the  school  to  encourage  the  activities  of  the  alumnae, 
organization,  to  keep  you  advised  of  the  achievements  of 
the  school,  to  see  that  you  are  provided  with  a  progressive 
alumnae  magazine,   and  to   welcome   you   to   the   school 
whenever  you  find  it  possible  to  return,  but  you  also  have 
an  obligation  to  the  school:  to  tell  other  people  about 
Saint  Mary's,  to  send  us  your  daughters  and  those  of  your 
friends,   to  join   the   alumnae   association,   and   take   an 
active  part  in  the  programs  of  the  chapter  and  class  or- 
ganizations, and  to  give  us  material  assistance  in  times 
of  stress.     In  this  connection,  may  I  point  out  that  this 
year  only  about  400  of  the  living  graduates  were  active 
members  of  the  alumnae  organization;  about  10  per  cent, 
less  than  one-third  contributed  to  the  Centennial  Fund, 
and  for  several  years  the  school  has  assumed  a  substan- 
tial part  of  the  expenses  of  the  alumnae  association.     I 
do  not  want  you  to  feel  that  in  mentioning  these  things 
I  am  in  any  way  attempting  to  be  critical.     As  a  matter 
of  fact,  the  membership  to  the  alumnae  organization  in- 
creased more  than  100  per  cent  during  this  school  year, 
reflecting  great  credit  on  your  officers  and  your  secretary. 
The  contributions  by  the  alumnae  to  the  Centennial  Fund 


exceeded  $50,000,  and  will  be  of  very  great  help  in  carry- 
ing out  our  postwar  plans.  There  are  other  needs  of  the 
school  for  which  the  funds  are  not  yet  in  sight.  I  feel 
that  a  great  deal  of  progress  has  been  made  in  the  alum- 
nae program  during  this  last  year. 

I  would  like  to  say  just  a  word  about  organization.  At 
the  present  time,  the  central  unit  of  the  organization  is 
the  chapter.  I  am  inclined  to  feel  that  the  class  organi- 
zations should  eventually  become  the  driving  force  in  the 
alumnae  organization.  The  chapters  certainly  have  a 
very  definite  and  important  place  in  such  an  organiza- 
tion, but  the  class  organization  reaches  every  member  of 
the  alumnae,  many  of  whom  are  beyond  the  scope  of  the 
chapter.  The  recent  graduating. classes  have  taken  steps 
in  that  direction,  and  I  feel  that  they  should  be  given  all 
the  encouragement  possible  by  the  general  association. 
In  speaking  of  organization,  1  am  not  unmindful  that 
Saint  Mary's  is  a  Junior  College,  and  that  quite  often  the 
alumnae  have  subsequent  affiliations.  However,  it  lias 
been  of  great  interest  to  me  to  note,  in  talking  to  many 
of  the  alumnae,  the  pride  with  which  they  tell  me  that 
they  are  Saint  Mary's  girls,  and  I  feel  sure  that  there 
exists  this  relationship  which  I  have  been  discussing. 
Otherwise,  how  can  we  account  for  the  large  percentage 
of  daughters  and  granddaughters  constituting  our  stu- 
dent body  each  year'  Last  year,  1943-44,  about  one-fifth 
of  the  entire  enrollment  was  so  constituted. 

At  some  future  time  I  should  like  to  tell  you  of  some 
of  the  plans  which  are  being  made,  but  I  do  not  think  that 
time  permits  this  afternoon.  It  certainly  has  been  a 
pleasure  to  meet  with  you  and  to  welcome  you  again  to 
Saint  Mary's. 


REPORT  OF  THE  ALUMNAE  SECRETARY  FOR 
THE  YEAR  1944-45 

One  very  fortunate  outcome  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Cen- 
tennial Fund  has  been  the  drawing  together  of  our  alum- 
nae. When  the  drive  was  organized  last  year  a  special 
effort  was  made  to  correct  the  names  and  addresses  of  all 
of  our  alumnae.  This  was  fairly  completely  done  last 
spring,  and  since  that  time  the  Alumnae  Office  has  tried 
to  keep  in  touch  with  as  many  alumnae  as  possible.  This 
has  been  done  in  two  ways:  through  chapter  meetings 
and  through  urging  our  former  students  to  subscribe  to 
the  new  Bulletin.  The  new  Bulletin  is  larger  than  the  old 
one  and  there  is  a  special  emphasis  on  alumnae  news. 

The  first  issue  was  published  in  December  and  was 
mailed  to  over  1,200  alumnae  in  an  effort  to  obtain  sub- 
scriptions. The  second  Bulletin  was  published  in  March, 
and  was  mailed  to  all  subscribers  and  distributed  at  chap- 
ter meetings.  Approximately  700  alumnae  received  the 
second  issue.  As  a  result  of  this  distribution  the  Alumnae 
Office  has  obtained  322  subscriptions  this  year.  This  num- 
ber seems  small  when  one  thinks  of  our  4,300  alumnae, 
but  heretofore  we  have  never  had  more  than  150  subscrip- 
tions, and  for  several  years,  many  less  than  that;  so  we 
definitely  feel  that  we  are  "off  to  a  new  and  good  start" 
this  year. 

Chapter  meetings  were  held  in  Charlotte,  Durham, 
Bdenton,  Elizabeth  City,  Lynchburg,  Va.,  Norfolk,  Va., 
Raleigh,  Richmond,  Va.,  Rocky  Mount,  and  Wilson.  Hills- 
boro  and  Roanoke  Rapids  did  not  find  it  convenient  to 
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hold  meetings,  but  did  send  in  chapter  dues  for  the  year. 
All  of  the  chapters  that  met  had  good  attendance  and 
satisfactory  meetings.  At  these  meetings  a  message  was 
read  from  Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire,  a  report  was  made 
on  alumnae  participation  in  the  campaign,  and  the  present 
activities  and  plans  for  the  development  of  Saint  Mary's 
were  discussed.  The  following  suggestions  were  made  at 
the  chapter  meetings  and  requested  to  be  discussed  at 
the  meeting  of  the  general  association:  1.  that  Saint 
Mary's  provide  a  social  office  and  a  receptionist  to  greet 
alumnae  and  friends  who  visit  the  school,  2.  that  chapters 
be  allowed  to  retain  part  of  the  annual  dues  in  their  own 
treasuries  in  order  to  pay  the  expenses  of  meetings  and 
turn  the  rest  over  to  the  general  association,  rather  than 
turn  it  all  over  to  the  general  association  as  has  been  the 
custom. 

Through  chapter  meetings  and  letters  sent  to  alumnae 
the  Alumnae  Office  has  received  $713.95  during  the  year: 
$365.45  of  this  amount  for  dues,  $310  for  Bulletin  sub- 
scriptions and  $39.50  for  Belles  subscriptions.  The  office 
expenses  amounted  to  $-17.91.  The  office  also  received 
$24.50  from  the  sale  of  copies  of  Life  at  Saint  Mary's  and 
$6.00  from  the  sale  of  the  few  remaining  Wedgwood 
plates. 

There  were  no  meetings  of  the  Alumnae  Council  this 
year ;  however,  each  council  member  was  written  in  Oc- 
tober and  asked  to  nominate  two  alumnae  to  replace  Mrs. 
William  B.  Harrison  and  Mrs.  R.  E.  Gribbin,  Jr.,  whose 
terms  have  expired.  The  nominees  were  Mrs.  Ashby 
Baker,  Mrs.  J.  W.  S.  Wise,  Mrs.  Frank  P.  Spruill,  Jr.,  ail 
of  Raleigh,  and  Mrs.  A.  C.  Phillips  and  Miss  Sallie  Foard 
MacNider  of  Chapel  Hill.  Of  these  nominees.  Mrs.  Baker 
and  Mrs.  Spruill  were  elected  to  serve  on  the  council. 

Katherine  Royall  of  Goldsboro  has  held  the  alumnae 
scholarship  this  year  and  will  hold  it  again  next  year. 
She  is  the  daughter  of  Katherine  Waddell  Royall. 

There  are  57  members  of  the  Granddaughters'  Club  this 
year.  They  have  received  from  the  student  body  almost 
$300  in  pledges  and  contributions  to  add  to  the  Centennial 
Fund. 

Again  this  year  the  Alumnae  Office  has  handled  school 
publicity;  and  as  announcements  have  been  made  of  the 
marriage  of  our  former  students,  lithographs  of  the 
school  have  been  sent  to  them. 

On  behalf  of  the  alumnae  1  wish  to  thank  Mrs.  Joseph 
B.  Cheshire  for  the  interest  and  co-operation  she  has 
given  us  as  President  of  the  Alumnae  Association,  Mrs. 
Louis  V.  Sutton  for  the  time  and  energy  she  lias  devoted 
to  Saint  Mary's  for  the  past  fifteen  months  as  chairman 
of  the  Alumnae  Committee  for  the  Centennial  Fund,  and 
our  chapter  presidents  who  have  worked  with  us  this 
year  to  help  bring  Saint  Mary's  closer  to  the  lives  of  her 
many  daughters.  Let  us  hope  that  through  chapter  meet- 
ings and  our  new  Bulletin,  Saint  Mary's  will  play  an 
active  part  in  the  lives  of  many  more  of  her  alumnae  in 
tl'e  future.  Margaret  D.  Hopkins.   '39, 

Alumnae  Secretary. 


ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION 

Report  of  Cash  Receipts  and  Disbursements 
1944-45  Session 

Report  of  Treasurer — Mrs.  W.  A.  Withers 

Tash  on  hand  June  1.  1044 v$    5S4.9S 

Receipts  : 

Dues,   1943-44  $    210.00 

Dues,  1944-45  : 19S.45 

Interest    on   investments 132.50         540.95 

Total $1,125.90 

Disbursements  : 

Telephone   $      78.33 

Scholarship   132.50         210.S3 

Balance  on  hand  5/31/45 $    915.0T     $    915.07 

Report  of  Secretary — Miss  Hopkins 

Cash  on  hand  June  1.  1944 if    639.S3 

Dues  received,  1944-45 $  327.45 

Dues  received,  1943-44 102.00 

Subscriptions  to  Bulletin 310.00 

Subscriptions  to  Belles 39.50 

Sale— "Life  at  Saint  Mary's" 30.50 

Sale— Memorial  Plates  22.00 

Other— Mise 14.20          S45.65 

Total $1,485.48 

Disbursements  : 

Dues,  43-44.  to  Treasurer $  187.00 

Dues,  44-45,  to  Treasurer 161.45 

Bulletin— To   school    310.00 

Belles— To  school   39.50 

Purchase— Plates  12.50 

office   Expense  47.91  ■       758.36 

Cash  on  hand  5/31/45 $    727.12  727.12 

Total  cash  on  band—  Ti'eas.  and  Secry $1,642.19A 

Expenses  Paid  By  School 

Three-fourths  Salary  and  Subsistence $   953.77 

Secretary.  Travel  Expense 46.44 

Stationery   25.30 

Total   Expense  not   reimbursed $1,025.51 

.1  Includes  following  amounts  specifically  allocated: 

.Memorial  Entrance   Fund $  500.00 

Smedes   Memorial    177.25 

Parlor   Fund    24.00 

$    701.25 


Did  You  Know 

That  Spring  Vacation  was  inaugurated  in  1920,  and  the 
first  regular  week-ends  were  given  in  1931  to  "students 
whose  conduct  and  academic  work  obtain  the  approval  of 
the  Dean  and  Academic  head?" 


SAINT  MARY'S  CENTENNIAL  FUND  REPORT 
June  11,  1945 

Alumnae  Chapters 

No.  of 
Xo.  of  Members  Amount 

Chapter  Members     Coiitribittinf/     Contributed 

Asheville  39  8  $       279.25 

Augusta.  Ga 17                      2  20.00 

Chapel  Hill  49                      30  1,298.50 

Charleston,    S.   C 37                     16  192.50 

Charlotte    117                    29  1,391.00 

Columbia,  S.  C 35                     6  189.75 

Concord  20                     0  113.75 

Durham  44                     28  1,479.50 

Edenton  28                   11  71S.00 

Elizabeth  City  49                      5  1,085.00 

Fayetteville  52                      20  429.50 

Goldsboro   47                     11  434.00 

Greensboro  75     .                s  739.50 

Greenville  01                   17  116.00 

Henderson   SO                    34  4.287.00 

Hertford   12                      6  222.00 

High  Point  10                       1  43.50 

Iliilsboro  13                     10  591.50 

Jacksonville,  Ha 21                      2  20.00 
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Kinston   

Lynchburg,  Va 

Morganton  

Monroe   

New  Tork,  New  York. 

Norfolk.  Va 

Oxford  

Raleigh   

Richmond.    Va 

Roanoke  Rapids  

Rockingham  

Rocky  Mount  , 

Salisbury   

Savannah.  Ga 

Scotland  Neck  

Tarnoro 

Wake  Forest   

Washington,  D.  C 

Washington.  N,  C 

Wilmington  

Wilson  

Winston-Salem 


48 
31 
IS 
15 
58 
102 
oo 

680 
76 

24 
39 
76 
34 
37 
34 
45 
IS 
86 
30 
120 
52 
48 


10 
6 
13 
11 
24 
16 
231 
IS 

in 

12, 
24 


16 
14 
111 
19 
14 


Total 2,514 

Total  Chapter  Gifts 

Alumnae.  Exclusive  of  Chapters 

Student  Contributions  during  school  year. 


rao 


76.00 
195.00 

2.040.00 
717.50 
412.25 
489.95 
146.011 

8.147.50 

1,462.75 
815.50 
184.50 

1,803.00 
163.00 
102.0(1 
357.25 

2.169.00 
253.00 
943.50 
105.5(1 

3,542.(1(1 
284.(111 

3,917.5(1 

$  41.976.95 
.....$  41,976.95 
....     13.123.85 
263.00 


It  is   with  great  pleasure  that  the  alumnae   of   Saint 
Mary's  welcome  Mrs.  Cordon  as  their  new  president. 


Total   Alumnae   Contributions 
Gifts  from  other  sources 


..If  55.363.80 
..  102.701.45 


Grand  Total.  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund.. 

Total  Number  of  Alumnae 

Number  Who   Have  Contributed  to  Fund 


..$158,065.25 

4.300 

1.000 


NEW  ALUMNAE  PRESIDENT 

At  the  commencement  meeting  of  the  Saint  Mary's 
Alumnae  Association  on  June  2,  Mrs.  Betsy  London  Cor- 
don, '06,  of  Raleigh,  was  elected  president  by  a  unanimous 
vote.  She  succeeds  Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire  (Ida  Roger- 
son,  '10)  who  has  served  in  that  capacity  since.  June,  1943. 

While  she  was  a  student  at  Saint  Mary's  Mrs.  Cordon 
was  a  member  of  the  Sigma  Lambda  Literary  Society.  At 
the  present  time  she  is  a  member  of  the  Church  of  the 
Good  Shepherd  and  is  quite  active  in  church  work.  She 
is  a  member  of  the  Business  and  Professional  Women's 
Club,  chairman  of  the  Wake  County  Committee  of  Co- 
lonial Dames  of  North  Carolina,  and  treasurer  of  the 
North  Carolina  State  Art  Society.  Every  summer  since 
1931  she  has  been  director  of  the  Girls'  Friendly  Holiday 
House,  Island  Heights,  New  Jersey. 


SENIOR  WELCOME  INTO  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION 

By  Reek  Shields,  '10 

My  friend,  our  president,  has  given  me  the  privilege  of 
bringing  a  welcome  from  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  As- 
sociation to  the  splendid  class  of  1945.  We  are  very 
happy  to  have  you. 

This  is  the  age  of  gallant  youth,  of  unselfish  sacrifice 
and  courageous  acceptance  of  hard  knocks.  You  know 
how  to  "take  it" — a  magnificent  trait.  In  the  years  long 
ago  when  I  graduated  we  were  very  conceited  and  stuck 
up  because  we  had  nineteen  to  graduate,  the  largest  class 
in  Saint  Mary's  history.  And  you  are  sixty-nine.  When 
I  think  how  immature  and  inadequate  and  scared  we  were 
(most  of  us  would  have  dropped  dead  if  we  had  been 
called  on  to  speak  in  public).  T  gaze  upon  you  with  re- 
spect and  ardent  admiration.  You  are  our  youngest  alum- 
nae, our  infant  prodigies.     We  are  expecting  wonders. 

Your  Saint  Mary's  heritage  is  a  beautiful  thing,  treas- 
ure it.  I  know  there  have  been  lots  of  things  to  cuss 
about  and  to  fuss  about,  but  in  a  few  years  you  will 
realize  they  were  of  no  importance  compared  with  the 
abiding  traditions  and  standards  of  our  Alma  Mater.  I 
remember  some  years  ago  in  our  little  town  a  man,  whose 
family  had  no  connection  or  interest,  in  Saint  Mary's,  was 
asked  where  he  was  planning  to  send  his  daughter  to 
school.  He  surprised  us  by  saying  "Saint  Mary's."  We 
asked,  "Why?"  "Because,"  he  said,  "I  have  been  noticing 
all  the  young  people  in  this  town  for  two  generations, 
and  the  girls  I  should  prefer  my  daughter  to  be  like  are 
the  Saint  Mary's  girls." 

You  not  only  have  a  blessed  heritage,  but  a  big  responsi- 
bility. Don't  let  Saint  Mary's  down  ever.  Wherever 
you  are,  we  and  this  broken  world  need  you,  your  enthu- 
siasm, your  courage,  your  loyalty.  We  hear,  "Of  course, 
she's  tops,  she's  a  Saint  Mary's  girl."    Keep  'em  saying  it. 

Again,  may  I  say  we  are  delighted  to  welcome  our 
prodigies  into  the  alumnae  family.     God  bless  you ! 


Alumnae  Chapters 


CHARLOTTE 

A  luncheon  meeting  of  the  Charlotte  alumnae  chapter 
was  held  at  Kuester's  Inn  on  Wednesday,  May  9.  Mrs. 
Joseph  E.  Moore  served  as  chairman  of  the  committee 
for  arranging  the  meeting  and  was  assisted  by  Mrs.  W. 
A.  Graham  and  Mrs.  Patsy  Smith  Goodwin. 

Mrs.  Goodwin  presided  at  the  meeting.  Officers  elected 
to  serve  during  the  coming  year  were :  Mrs.  Joseph  E. 
Moore,  president;  Mrs.  Rufus  Ward,  vice-president:  and 
Mrs.  James  0.  Walker,  secretary -treasurer. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present  at  the  meeting: 
Mrs.  John  A.  Campbell  (Bessie  Polk.  'IS),  Mrs.  Charles 
H.    Conner,   Jr.    (Alice    Winston    Alexander,    '33),    Mrs. 


Henry  B.  Constable  (Katherine  Arbogast,  '17),  Mrs.  John 
Stuart  Gaul  (Katherine  Small.  'ID,  Mrs.  Adolph  Good- 
win (Patsy  Smith,  '12),  Mrs.  W.  A.  Graham  (Jessica 
Vann,  'ID.  Mrs.  R.  W.  Haynes  (Rosalie  Wilkinson,  '13), 
Mrs.  Theodore  C.  Hey  ward  (Emma  Barnwell,  '06),  Mrs. 
J.  Laurence  Jones  (Ernestine  Vick,  '02),  Mrs.  Joseph  E. 
Moore  (Dorothy  Powell,  '19),  Mrs.  Alexander  Graham 
MacFadyen  (Margaret  Montgomery,  '29),  Mrs.  John  T. 
Richardson  (Mary  Laurens  Withers,  '29),  Mrs.  Reid  Shoe- 
maker (Beatrice  Josephs,  '32),  Mrs.  James  0.  Walker 
(Merrie  Haynes,  '39),  Mrs.  Rufus  Ward  (Sara  Parker, 
'31),  Mrs.  Benjamin  Withers  (Hannah  Blair,  '19),  Mrs. 
C.  W.  Woodward  (Mary  Bryan  Griswold,  '13),  Dorothy 
Fairley,  '15),  and  Esther  Springs,  '10. 
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DURHAM 

Mrs.  J.  H.  Mallard,  president  of  the  Durham  alumnae 
chapter,  held  a  meeting  at  her  home  on  Wednesday  after- 
noon, April  18.  Upon  completion  of  the  regular  business 
of  the  meeting  the  alumnae  discussed  the  possibility  of 
having  a  bridge  tournament  in  Durham  next  year  in  order 
to  help  raise  additional  funds  for  the  Saint  Mary's  cam- 
paign. The  following  officers  were  elected  for  next  year : 
Mrs.  Jack  Markham,  president,  and  Ann  Davis,  secretary- 
treasurer. 

The  following  alumnae  were,  present:  Mrs.  Stewart 
Alexander  (Jane  Cowan,  ex  '42),  Mrs.  Read  Branch 
(Helen  Noell,  '38),  Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr  (Amy  Win- 
ston, '13),  Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr,  Jr.  (Ihrie  Pou,  ex 
'42),  Mrs.  Camden  Hundley  (Margaret  Eloise  Hannah, 
'20),  Mrs.  J.  H.  Mallard  (Elizabeth  Davis,  '32),  Mrs.  Jack 
Markham  (Elsie  Broocks,  '40),  Mrs.  C.  B.  Mason  (Vera 
Gordon  Butt,  18),  Mrs.  Prank  Webb  (Gertrude  Winston, 
'05),  Frances  Adams,  '35,  Ann  Davis,  '41,  Gertrude  Webb, 
'36,  and  Sophronia  Webb,  '30. 

LYNCHBURG,  VA. 

The  second  alumnae  meeting  of  the  Lynchburg,  Vir- 
ginia, chapter  of  Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College 
was  held  Thursday,  April  12,  at  The  Columns.  Fourteen 
members  were  present. 

The  meeting  was  called  to  order  by  the  president  and 
the  activities  of  the  last  meeting  were  reviewed,  not  read, 
due  to  the  emergency  absence  of  the  secretary. 

Mrs.  Cheshire's  letter  was  read  and  discussed. 

Election  of  officers  followed,  and  all  officers  were  re- 
elected to  serve  for  another  year.  They  are :  Winifred 
Morrison,  president;  Mrs.  W.  Bruce  Montgomery,  vice- 
president  ;  and  Mrs.  Jo  Young,  secretary-treasurer. 

The  change  in  the  prices  of  the  Belles  and  Bulletin  was 
explained. 

The  meeting  was  then  turned  over  to  Peggy  Hopkins, 
alumnae  secretary,  who  gave  a  detailed  report  on  the  Cen- 
tennial Fund  and  answered  questions  concerning  Saint 
Mary's  asked  by  the  interested  alumnae.  Bulletins  were 
given  to  those  present. 

The  meeting  was  adjourned,  but  discussion  continued 
while  refreshments  were  served.  The  following  alumnae 
were  present  at  the  meeting:  Mrs.  Fred  Carrington  (Page 
Gannaway.  ex  '41).  Mrs.  Vernon  Giles  (Betsy  K.  Moore, 
'34),  Mrs.  W.  Bruce  Montgomery  (Julia  West,  '07),  Mrs. 
Fred  Morrison  (Gertrude  Hancock,  '31),  Mrs.  Edward 
Spencer  (Dot  Watt,  ex  '40),  Mrs.  W.  G.  Terry  (Thelma 
Reams.  '24  >.  Betty  Clark,  '44,  Pat  Gwyn,  '44,  Tony  King, 
ex  '44,  Phyllis  Kinsey,  ex  '44,  Winifred  Morrison,  '39,  and 
Sally  Ramsey,  '44.  Winifred  Morrison,  '39, 

President. 
RALEIGH 

On  Friday  afternoon,  May  11,  a  meeting  of  the  Raleigh 
chapter  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  was 
held  at  the  home  of  the  chapter  chairman,  Mrs.  Grover 
Ij.  Dillon.  The  meeting  was  called  to  order  by  Mrs.  Dillon 
and  minutes  of  the  last  meeting  were  read  by  Mrs.  I. 
Barding  Hughes,  secretary. 

Mrs.  Dillon  and  Mrs.  Archie  Ilorton  were  elected  by  a 
unanimous  vote  to  remain  in  office,  another  year  as  presi- 


dent and  treasurer  respectively.  Mrs.  William  Carraway 
was  elected  vice-president  of  the  chapter  and  Miss  Eliza- 
beth Montgomery,  secretary. 

A  report  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund  was  made  ] 
by  Peggy  Hopkins,  alumnae  secretary.  Miss  Hopkins 
discussed  the  part  the  alumnae  have  taken  in  the  drive 
and  reviewed  plans  for  the  development  of  Saint  Mary's. 
She  also  announced  the  commencement  program  and  told 
a  little  about  the  present  activities  at  Saint  Mary's. 

Mrs.  Mary  Person  presented  plans  for  the  erection  of  an 
appropriate  entrance  to  Saint  Mary's.  Following  discus- 
sion of  these  plans  the  meeting  was  adjourned  and  re- 
freshments were  served  by  Mrs.  Dillon. 

Present  at  the  meeting:  Mrs.  Ashby  Baker  (Minnie 
Tucker,  '89),  Mrs.  William  Carraway  (Mela  Royall,  '27), 
Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire  (Ida  Rogerson,  '10),  Mrs.  War- 
ren Coleman  (Mary  Hough,  '44,  Bus.),  Mrs.  James  Cordon 
(Betsy  London,  '06),  Mrs.  Paul  Davis  (Bessie  Poe  Law, 
'05),  Mrs.  C.  A.  Dillon  (Annie  Lee  Wayne,  '12),  Mrs. 
Grover  Dillon  (Mary  Guirkin,  '20),  Mrs.  George  B.  Flint 
(Elizabeth  Ashe,  '95),  Mrs.  J.  S.  Holmes  (Emilie  Rose 
Smedes,  '84),  Mrs.  Archie  Horton  (Margaret  Stedman, 
'04),  Mrs.  Ernest  Pi  Hough  (Florence  Stone,  '05),  Mrs.  I. 
Harding  Hughes  (Josephine  Bowen,  '02),  Mrs.  W.  N. 
Person  (Mary  Andrews,  '00),  Mrs.  R.  B.  Raney  (Kate 
Denson,  '92),  Mrs.  Louis  V.  Sutton  (Cantey  Venable,  '05), 
Mrs.  A.  W.  Tucker  (Annie  Webb  Cheshire,  '03),  Mrs. 
William  Randolph  Watson  (Katherine  Johnson,  '25), 
Sarah  Cheshire,  '95,  Mary  Denson,  '89,  Elizabeth  Mont- 
gomery, '96,  and  Daisy  Waitt,  '93. 

RICHMOND,  VA. 

The  Richmond  chapter  of  Saint  Mary's  alumnae  held 
its  meeting  on  Tuesday,  March  20.  We  had  quite  a  suc- 
cessful meeting  despite,  the  fact  that  there  were  only  eight 
members  present. 

The  Centennial  Fund  report  and  both  Mrs.  Sutton's 
and  Mrs.  Cheshire's  letters  were  read. 

We  elected  the  following  new  officers :  Mrs.  John  Weber, 
president ;  Miss  Elizabeth  Thomas,  vice-president ;  Mrs. 
Frank  Pulley,  corresponding  secretary;  Mrs.  Hubert  B. 
Haywood,  Jr.,  secretary-treasurer;  and  Miss  Evelyn  Jack-  I 
son,  Mrs.  Floyd  Riddle  and  Mrs.  Grice  McMullan,  tele- 
phone committee. 

Every  one  seemed  anxious  not  to  let  the  chapter  dis- 
integrate, and  we  undoubtedly  got  it  better  organized. 
I  trust  we  will  have  a  better  attendance  at  our  next 
meeting.  Elizabeth  Wood  McMullan,  '25, 

President. 


MODERN  DESIGN 

By  Margaret  Rodwell,  '45 

Caught  in  a  frenzy  of  metal  and  glass. 

Swirled  and  twisted  by  one's  own  effort 

Combined  with  vision  of  an  humble  inventor. 

Motion  and  people  coming  and  going, 

Fascination  to  the  young  and  the  old  and  the  middle. 

Modern  design — a  revolving  door! 

This  poem  toon  honorable  mention  in  the  Sigma  Lambda- 
E,  A .  P.  literary  societies'  annual  contest. 
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ft     ft      Alumnae  in  Uniform      ft     ft     ft     ft 


W  AC 

Margaret  Bailey  (faculty,  1942-43). 

Mary  Barroll,  ex  '39. 

Emmy  Bashford,  '25  (Bus.). 

Elizabeth  Collins,  '31. 

Kelsey  C.  Crocker,  ex  '33  (H.  S.). 

Rebecca  Harvey  (faculty,  1937-43). 

Dorothy  Garibaldi,  '33. 

AllisHussey  (faculty,  1930-32). 

RachelJohnson  (faculty,  1939-43). 

Martha  Dabney  Jones,  '26  (faculty,  1937-43). 

Susan  Somervell,  ex  '40  (H.  S.). 

WAVES 

Ann  Cabell  Browning,  ex  '44. 

Beverly  Bridgers,  ex  '38  (Bus.). 

Barbara  Thompson  Church,  ex  '38. 

Anne  Cox,  '38. 

Sylvia  Cullum,  '38. 

Florence  Harris,  '39. 

Agnes  Hayes,  '40. 

Carolyn  Reed,  '39  (H.  S.). 

Elizabeth  T.  Tucker,  '40. 

Mary  Wood  Winslow,  '37. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Woods,  '38  (H.  SO. 

SPARS 

Bess  Parker  Banks,  ex  '45  (Bus.). 
Josephine  Parker  Schaffer,  '29. 

CADET  NURSES  CORPS 

Agatha  Chipley,  '44. 
Barbara  Rainey,  '40  (H.  S.). 
Ann  Stephens,  ex  '45. 

USMC  (WR) 
Margaret  Hamaker  Baglio,  '38  (Bus.). 

AMERICAN  RED  CROSS 

Eileen  Hume  Brent,  '38  (Bus.). 
Ruth  Loaring  Clark,  '26. 
Rachel  Ball  Ditzler,  ex  '39. 
Mary  Willis  Douthat,  '40. 
Almeda  Stewart  Edwards,  '33. 
Constance  Pagan,  '37. 
Mary  Perebee  Howard,  '32. 
Pela  Plummer  Hundley,  '36. 
Dolores  Mullett,  '42. 
Nancy  Melver,  ex  '39. 
Sallie  Paine,  '32. 
Betsy  Taylor,  '35. 
Elizabeth  Thornton,  '26. 
Mary  Jane  Yeatman,  '38. 


Sgt.  Rebecca  Harvey  stopped  at  Saint  Mary's  for  a 
brief  visit-  on  April  10,  while  on  her  way  from  Lawson 
General  Hospital.  Atlanta,  Georgia,  to  Valley  Forge  Hos- 
pital, Valley  Forge,  Pennsylvania.  Sgt.  Harvey  is  taking 
a  three-months  officer  candidate  course  at  Valley  Forge 
and  upon  completion  of  the  course  she  will  be  commis- 
sioned a  second  lieutenant  in  the  Army  Medical  Corps. 


The  latest  address  the  Alumnae  Office  has  for  Elizabeth 
Thornton,  '26,  is  :  Personnel  Director,  American  Red  Cross, 
61st  Station  Hospital,  APO  368,  c/o  Postmaster,  New 
York,  N.  Y. 


Lt.  Allis  Hussey,  who  taught  French  at  Saint  Mary's 
from  1930-32,  is  now  a  member  of  the  Women's  Army 
Corps  and  is  stationed  in  the  Netherlands  East  Indies. 
Lt.  Hussey 's  address  is:  c/o  Base  Censorship  Det:,  APO 
920,  c/o  Postmaster,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Miss  Morrison  received  a  letter  from  Lt.  Hussey  some 
time  ago  in  which  she  gave  an  interesting  description  of 
her  present  station.  Parts  of  her  letter  are  quoted  in  the 
following  paragraphs : 

".  .  .  As  I  write  I  am  sitting  on  the  veranda  of  our 
officers'  elnb  looking  down  over  the  many-colored 
water  above  the  coral  reef.  I  could  toss  a  stone  over 
the  low  bluff  into  the  water,  as  it's  now  high  tide. 
We  have  time  enough  in  the  noon  hour  to  swim  if 
we  wish.  I  usually  do  on  my  afternoon  off.  The 
water  is  very  clear  and  quite  cool  due  to  the  presence 
of  many  springs.  At  low  tide  it  is  fascinating  to 
walk  along  the  shore.  In  the  rock  pools  are  many 
brilliant  little  fish,  some  no  more  than  an  inch  long — 
metallic  greens  and  bines,  yellow,  black,  red  and  al- 
most any  combination  of  those  colors,  spotted  or 
striped.  .  .  . 

"There  are  numerous  clubs  on  the  island  belonging 
to  the  various  units  to  which  we  may  go  on  invita- 
tion. Some  of  them  are  really  beautiful.  It  is  amaz- 
ing what  the  boys  can  do  with  the  few  materials 
available.  I've  been  to  a  number  of  nice  parties. 
But  I  miss  the  big  Allied  Club  that  we  had  in  New 
Guinea,  which  was  open  to  any  one  at  any  time.  .  .  . 

"The  camps  here  lie  on  a  narrow  low  strip  along 
the  sea.  Where  we  are  five  minutes  suffice  to  walk 
from  the  base  of  the  hills  behind  us  to  the  ocean.  But 
these  low  hills  are  jungle-covered,  where  walking- 
would  be  extremely  difficult,  if  not  impossible,  unless 
a  trail  is  cleared.  Besides  there  are  still  Japs  in  the 
hills.  There  is  no  use  risking  running  into  them 
though  they  seldom  come  close  in  the  daytime.  Oc- 
casionally, a  couple  slip  down  at  night  into  the  camp 
areas  looking  for  food  or  clothing,  but  they  offer  no 
real  threat.  The  Dutch  infantry  patrols  back  into 
the  interior  now  and  then  kill  or  capture  a  few. 

"My  trip  up  here  from  New  Guinea  was  by  air,  my 
first  plane  ride  in  the  Army.  It  was  perfect  flying 
weather.  We  passed  over  jungle-covered  lowlands 
where  great  sluggish  rivers  cut  wide  curves  through 
the  forest.  We  crossed  precipitous  ranges  covered 
by  dense  rain  forest.  We  saw  a  few  waterfalls  that 
must  have  been  very  high  to  show  so  clearly  from 
the   altitude   at    which    Ave   flew.     Low   rolling   hills 
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looked  as  green  and  smooth  as  lawns,  but  the  experi- 
enced would  know  they  were  covered  by  thick  kunai 
grass  six  feet  tall. 

"When  I  reached  here  the  camp  was  not  entirely 
ready.  I  moved  into  a  barracks  where  cots  were  set 
haphazardly  across  the  floor,  quite  contrary  to  the 
usual  orderly  rows  in  an  army  barracks.  Three  girls 
who  were  there  before  told  me  they  marked  the  dry 
spots  when  it  rained.  That  night  proved  their  words 
true.  The  rain  streamed  through  the  roofs  on  either 
side  and  gathered  an  inch  deep  in  the  low  section  of 
the  floor.  "We  swept  it  out  in  the  morning,  and  re- 
peated the  process  for  a  number  of  days  till  the  roofs 
were  tarpapered.  Then  we  got  some  order  in  the 
place  and  came  home  in  the  evening  to  find  the  tar 
dripped  through  instead  of  the  rain. 

"I  don't  know  whether  or  not  vou  remember  Eliza- 


beth Collins  who  was  a  student  at  Saint  Mary's  when 
I  taught  there.  That's  a  long  time  ago.  Anyhow, 
she  is  a  first  lieutenant  out  here  now. 

"I  don't  know  of  anything  I  need  out  here.  The 
PX  supplies  the  little  necessities  not  provided  by  the 
quartermaster.  We  can  get  candy  sometimes.  We 
get  a  ration  of  cigarettes,  fruit  juice,  and  cosmetics 
that  is  sufficient  for  our  needs.  Aside  from  those  in 
combat  and  the  monotony  of  routine  for  troops  in 
isolated  stations,  hardships  aren't  great.  At  least 
we  don't  have  to  suffer  from  cold,  and  the  cool  nights 
compensate  for  the  heat  of  the  day." 


Rachel  Ball  Ditzler,  ex  '39,  is  with  the  American  Red 
Cross  in  Plymouth,  England.  She  has  been  overseas  since 
December. 


Class  News 


1886 

Mrs.  W.  T.  Linton  (Mary  Overman  White)  is  head  of 
the  Department  of  Public  Welfare  in  Rowan  County. 

1895 

Mrs.  Walter  Stearns  (Marie  Haywood  Fowle )  lives  in 
Schenectady,  New  York,  at  1412  Lowell  Road. 

1900 

Captain  Clark  Rodman,  of  Washington,  N.  ('..  has  been 
awarded  the  Bronze  Star  medal  for  meritorious  achieve- 
ment in  military  operations  with  the  78th  Division  in  the 
European  Theatre  of  Operations.  Captain  Rodman  is  the 
son  of  Mrs.  John  C.  Rodman  (Olzie  Clark). 

Ellen  Bowen  has  a  position  at  ECTC. 

Mrs.  II.  V.  Joslin  (Annie  Hinsdale)  has  enrolled  at  the 
Art  Students  League  in  New  York  City. 

1904 

Mrs.  T.  W.  M.  Long's  (Minnie  Burgwyn)  son,  Lieuten- 
ant (jg)  T.  W.  M.  Long.  Jr.,  was  commanding  officer  of 
a  L.C.I,  in  the  Mediterranean  theatre  this  past  winter. 

1906 

Mrs.  T.  C.  Heyward  (  Emma  Barnwell)  has  a  new  grand- 
child. Johnsie  Barnwell  Heyward. 

1907 

Mrs.  William  B.  Montgomery  (Julia  West)  is  a  Nurses' 
Aide.  Mrs.  Montgomery  lives  at  2214  Rivermont  Avenue, 
Lynchburg,  Va. 

Mrs.  McCarthy  Hanger  (Elizabeth  Smith)  lias  been 
living  in  St.  Louis  for  four  years.  Hit  address  is:  c/o  The 
Congress  Hotel,  St.  Louis  S,  Missouri.' 

1908 

The  correct  address  for  Mrs.  MeGowan  Holmes  (Sarah 
Boykin)  is  Box  27,  Edisto  Island,  South  Carolina. 


1909 

Mrs.  Ross  Sigmon  (Marie  Hardin)  is  visiting  her  daugh- 
ter, Kitty  Sigmon  Hunter,  '40,  in  California.  Later  on 
she  plans  to  visit  her  son  and  daughter-in-law  in  Holly- 
wood, Fla. 

Mrs.  W.  J.  King  (Sallie  Haywood  Battle)  of  Wilson 
has  been  awarded  a  medal  for  being  the  outstanding 
woman  in  the  town  of  Wilson  during  1944. 

1910 

Ida  Rogerson  Cheshire  visited  her  sister,  Mrs.  C.  E. 
Karmer  (Eva  Rogerson,  '09),  in  Edenton  for  several  days 
in  May. 

1911 

Mrs.  Gilbert  Hambley  (Katherine  Overman)  lives  in 
Salisbury,  N.  G,  at  507  South  Fulton  St.,  and  works  for 
the  North  Carolina  Finishing  Co. 

Mrs.  William  A.  Graham  (Jessica  Vann)  does  canteen 
work  at  Morris  Field,  near  Charlotte. 

jIi-s.  John  Stuart  Gaul  (Katherine  Small)  has  two  sons, 
John  Stuart,  Jr.,  who  is  with  the  Navy  Medical  Corps, 
and  Wharton. 

Mrs.  H.  C.  Jones  (Bessie  Smedes  Erwin)  spent  April 
and  May  in  Raleigh  at  the  Sir  Walter  Hotel. 

1912 

Mrs.  Adolph  Goodwin  (Patsy  Smith)  reviews  books  as 
a  profession. 

1913 

Mrs.  ('.  W.  Woodward  (Mary  Bryan  Griswold)  lives  at 
1032  Granville  Road,  Charlotte. 

Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr  (Amy  Winston)  serves  in  the 
capacity  of  a  Gray  Lady  with  the  Red  Cross  at  the  con- 
valescent hospital,  Camp  Butner,  X.  C.  Her  son,  Major 
George  Watts  Can-.  Jr.,  OSMCR,  has  been  awarded  the 
Bronze  Star  Medal  for  meritorious  service  in  the  south- 
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west  Pacific  theatre  as  communications  officer  during' 
operations  on  Guam.  Major  Carr's  wife  is  the  former 
Ihrie  Pou,  ex  '42. 

Margaret  McGary  is  society  editor  of  the  Durham 
Herald-Sun. 

1915 

Mrs.  P.  H.  Rogers  (Arabelle  Thomas)  paid  a  visit  to 
paint  Mary's  in  April.  Her  daughter,  Ruth,  is  in  the 
class  of  '46. 

1916 

Martha  Best  Royall's  husband,  Brigadier  General  Ken- 
neth Royall,  has  been  appointed  attorney  as  special  as- 
sistant to  Secretary  of  War  Stimson.  Prom  May,  1943, 
until  he  received  this  appointment,  he  served  as  deputy 
fiscal  director  for  Army  Service  Forces.  The  Royalls 
live  in  Arlington,  Va.,  at  1200  S.  Cleveland. 

1917 

Mrs.  James  W.  Gibbon  (Catherine  Gilmer)  lives  in 
Charlotte  at  720  Bromley  Road. 

Mrs.  Henry  B.  Constable  (Katherine  Arbogast )  lives 
at  2167  Norton  Road,  Charlotte.  She  has  a  daughter,  Ida, 
whom  she  plans  to  send  to  Saint  Mary's  next  year. 

1918 

Mrs.  C.  B.  Mason  (Vera  Gordon  Butt)  lives  in  Durham 
at  2022  Club  Boulevard. 

1919 

Mrs.  Joseph  E.  Moore  (Dorothy  Powell)  works  at  Red 
•"Cross  Headquarters  in  Charlotte.  She  is  also  president 
of  the  Charlotte  alumnae  chapter. 

1920 

:  CLASS  SECRETARY:  Katherine  Batts  Salley  (Mrs. 
:W.  C.  Salley),  1600  W.  49th  St.,  Norfolk  8,  Virginia. 

Our  25th  Reunion  should  be  approaching,  but  of  course 
there  will  be  no  reunions.  Perhaps  we  can  have  a  30-year. 
1950  sounds  as  if  somebody  ought  to  celebrate  something. 
...  I  suppose  everybody  is  terribly  busy  this  year,  but 
we  will  keep  right  on  writing  letters. 

And  this  one  will  be  largely  about  sons : 

Samuel  Tiklen  White,  II  ("Sammy"),  was  born  Sep- 
tember 11,  1926,  enlisted  in  the  Navy  last  August  after  a 
few  months  in  college.  He  graduated  from  MeCallie 
School  in  June.  He  chose  the  Hospital  Corps  and  has 
hopes  of  studying  medicine.  He  got  his  boot  training  at 
Bainbridge,  Maryland,  came  home  for  Christmas,  then 
went  to  the  Hospital  Corps  school  in  the  same  place,  gradu- 
ated April  6  with  promotion  to  first  class,  and  is  now  serv- 
ing his  hospital  duty  at  the  Naval  Hospital  in  Portsmouth. 
He  likes  it  very  much  and  looks  splendid. 

Charles  V.  Stribling,  Jr.,  is  about  the  same  age  but  a 
little  older.  I  can't  find  his  exact  age  in  the  scrapbook. 
He  is  in  California  ready  to  go  to  the  Pacific  any  minute. 
He  is  with  the  Naval  Air  Corps. 

Pauline's  oldest  is  in  Guam,  but  I  can't  even  find  his 
name  and  Pauline  didn't  say  whether  he  was  air,  sea,  or 
land  fighting. 

T.  P.  Thomas,  Jr.  (Teddy),  is  also  somewhere  in  the 
Navy.    He  left  The  Citadel,  being  born  August  7,  1926. 


I  have  gone  through  the  records  and  find  that  Richard 
Duncan  (Annie  Higgs'  boy)  was  born  July  29,  1!I24; 
John  E.  Catlin,  III,  in  1926,  and  Edward  T.  Browne,  Jr. 
(Ted),  December  19,  1926.  Annie  Higgs  just  wrote  that 
Richard  was  classed  as  4P  last  summer,  so  lie  went  to 
work  in  the  hydraulic  department  of  the  Newport  NVws 
Shipyard.  He  is  planning  to  go  back  to  State  College 
next  winter  and  continue  his  aeronautical  course.  Mary 
Anne  has  been  a  freshman  at  Duke  University  this  year, 
and  she  wants  to  know  if  there  are  any  other  sons  or 
daughters  at  Duke. 

Yes,  Catherine  Miller  Thomas'  oldest  child,  Mary,  is  a 
senior  there.  She  (Catherine)  is  fine  and  sends  lots  of 
love.  Her  two  youngest  are  at  home.  Theo  spends  most 
of  the  year  in  Kentucky,  but  her  mother  and  father  live 
next  door.  Her  youngest  brother  is  still  in  the  Navy  and 
her  oldest  brother  has  been  drafted. 

Jane  writes  that  her  John  is  a  V-5  (naval  aviation) 
cadet  at  Ursinus  College,  near  Philadelphia.  She  says. 
"We  are  well  and  have  nothing  startling  to  report." 

Audrey  is  in  business  in  Lexington,  but  she's  making 
cedar  chests  now.  "I  have  been  here  for  over  three  years 
as  executive  secretary,  office  manager  and  assistant  sales 
manager."  She  seems  to  have  time  for  other  things — 
president  American  Legion  Auxiliary,  Business  and  Pro- 
fessional Women's  Clubs,  and  Federated  Music  Clubs. 
She  continues,  "My  eighteen-year-old  daughter  is  a  sopho- 
more in  Greensboro  and  plans  after  two  years  to  continue 
her  work  in  journalism  at  Columbia.  She  and  I  spent  our 
vacation  last  summer  in  Indiana  and  Illinois,  but  we  are 
not  going  to  venture  out  this  year." 

Nancy  says  all  her  youngsters  are  fine  and  she  was 
chairman  of  the  Centennial  Fund  campaign  last  summer, 
and  is  always  busy.  Henry  Lay  has  twin  boys — Thomas 
Atkinson  and  William  Gibson.     She  sends  her  love  to  all. 

Sara  writes  she's  been  for  the  past  year  working  on 
plans  for  a  freezer  locker  plant  for  Seneca  and  now  that 
it's  finished  she  has  meats  and  strawberries,  and  later  will 
have  vegetables.  "I  have  any  kind  of  pork,  beef,  lamb  or 
chicken  you  want  'gals,'  so  come  on  down !"  Her  letter 
positively  makes  my  mouth  water. 

Pauline  has  moved  to  Louisville,  2040  Sherwood  Ave- 
nue. Her  daughter  is  at  Wittenberg  College  (Spring- 
field, Ohio)  where  we  were  in  1930-32.  She  speaks  of 
another  daughter  in  high  school.  Where'd  she  come  from  ! 
Pauline  has  gained  twenty  pounds  since  we  saw  her. 

Patty's  boy  is  still  in  high  school.  She  writes  a  cheery 
note,  sends  love  to  all.  Her  mother  was  with  her  this 
winter. 

Millicent  claims  she  hasn't  any  news  as  she  hasn't  been 
anywhere  to  see  anybody.  But  of  course,  Charlotte  is  in 
the  habitat  of  many  Saint  Mary's  alumnae.  She  says 
Dorothy  Powell  Moore  is  just  as  "pretty  as  she  ever  was 
at  school,  when  she  was  the  brunette  and  Margaret 
Springs  the  blonde  in  all  the  stunts,  remember?" 

Rene  wrote  a  nice  long  letter  about  her  work  and  her 
girls.  They  are  both  in  private  school  this  year  and  doing 
splendidly  (Saint  Mary's).  She  didn't  mention  Adelaide 
Smith  and  I  haven't  heard  from  her. 

Neither  do  I  know  where  Sublett  is.  So  far  as  I  know 
everybody  else  is  where  they  were  except  Mary  Yellott. 
We  had  a  Christmas  card  from  her,  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Charles 
McNitt.     They  were  married  in  Chicago,  June  25,  1944. 
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In  December  she  said,  "We  had  a  delightful  honeymoon 
trip  across  the  country,  and  upon  reaching  Reno,  found 
to  our  relief  that  our  tentatively  promised  house  would 
be  available  in  a  week.  We  were  lucky  to  get  it  because 
there  is  a  terrific  housing  shortage  here  and  it  is  sweet, 
charmingly  decorated  and  furnished.  This  climate  is 
lovely,  but  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  be  a  true  westerner. 
George  and  Mary  Virginia  are  enjoying  western  life  and 
Mildred  is  a  junior  at  the  University  of  California  at 
Berkeley."  Mary's  address  is  1345  Mark  Twain  Avenue, 
Reno,  Nevada. 

I  heard  from  Moke  at  Christmas  and  she  and  her  family 
are  busy  as  bees.  Her  oldest  boy  had  been  a  page  for  the 
Virginia  Legislature  last  winter  and  spring. 

Since  I  have  no  more  letters  T  could  write  paragraphs 
about  the  Salleys,  but  at  the  present  sitting  they  don't 
interest  me.  No  change  of  address,  no  change  of  profes- 
sion, no  trips,  no  books  to  write  about.  My  mother  and 
aunt  were  with  us  from  Christmas  until  Easter.  They 
couldn't  get  adequate  fuel  or  any  help ;  so  as  much  as 
mother  hated  to  leave  home,  she  consented.  And  most 
amazing  of  all,  I  didn't  have  flu  or  a  cold  severe  enough 
to  put  me  to  bed. 

We  do  enjoy  having  people  we've  known  in  other  places 
call  us  up  and  pop  in  on  us.  Almost  every  one  in  the 
Navy  comes  to  Norfolk  at  some  time,  you  know,  [f  you 
know  of  anyone  stationed  here  be  sure  to  let  me  know. 

1921 

Mrs.  R.  0.  Yancey  (Annie  Nelson)  works  for  the  County 
Welfare  Department  in  Salisbury. 

1923 

Mrs.  Wilhelm  P.  Koven  (Brantley  H.  Carter)  has  re- 
cently moved  to  Lynchburg,  Va.  Her  address  there  is 
1495  Langhorne  Road. 

Mrs.  William  Hill  Hardin  (Frances  Caroline  Swink  )  is 
head  of  the  Salisbury  USO. 

1924 

Mrs.  Ed  Pox  (Marie  Louise  Graf)  lives  in  Taylorsville, 
North  Carolina. 

Mrs.  Spencer  Murphy  (Katherine  Fisher)  has  a  position 
with  Station  WSTP  in  Salisbury. 

Mrs.  John  A.  Park,  Jr.  (Julia  Andrews),  is  in  Lexing- 
ton, Va.,  with  her  husband,  Lt.  Park,  who  is  stationed 
there.  He  lias  recently  returned  to  this  country  after 
serving  twenty-three  months  in  the  Pacific. 

1925 

Virginia  Barker  has  a  position  with  Glenn  Martin  air- 
craft plant  in  Baltimore. 

1926 

Mary  Robena  Nicholson  teaches  mathematics  ;\\  Boyden 
High  School,  Salisbury,  N.  C. 

Theresa  Meroney  Thomas  works  for  the  radio  station 
in  Salisbury. 


1927 

Mrs.  A.  H.  Young  (Norma  Turner),  her  husband  and  ] 
children,  are  living  in  Santa  Barbara,  California,  at  816 
Olive  Street. 

Margaret  Bailey  Butt  lives  in  Aurora,  N.  C.    She  has  a] 
daughter  who  works  in  Raleigh. 

1928 

Eleanor  Carrington  Hubbard,  who  is  now  Mrs.  Hamp- 
ton Fleming,  lives  at  722  Ross  Avenue,  Hamilton,  Ohio. 

1929 

Mrs.  Paul  Nyeland  (Sallie  Virginia  Fairfax)  writes, 
"Other  than  my  marriage  in  1934  and  the  arrival  of  two 
children — David  in  1936  and  Nancy  in  1938 — I  can  think 
of  no  news."  Her  address  is  1509  Bernal  Avenue,  Bur- 
lingame,  California. 

Mrs.  Alexander  Graham  MacFayden  (Margaret  Mont- 
gomery), has  a  three-year-old  son,  Alex,  Jr.  Her  husband 
is  attached  to  a  destroyer  with  the  Atlantic  Fleet. 

1930 

Rolline  Torrence  Kerr  (Mrs.  B.  Graves  Kerr)  lives  at 
324  Woodland,  Lynchburg,  Va. 

Sophronia  Webb  works  in  the  children's  department 
of  the  Durham  Public  Library. 

Caroline  Tucker  Rooney  is  at  Fort  Benning,  Georgia, 
with  her  husband,  Lt.  Art  Rooney,  who  has  recently  re- 
turned to  the  country  after  two  and  a  half  years  duty  in 
the  South  Pacific. 

Mrs.  John  Duncan  Leake  (Martha  Thomas)  and  her 
baby  are  in  Richmond,  Va.,  for  the  duration  of  the.  war. 

Mrs.  Carl  F.  Herman  (Margaret  Marsh)  lives  in  Greens- 
boro at  207  Tate  Street ;  her  husband  is  rector  of  St.  An- 
drew's Church. 

1931 

Mrs.  Bernard  Williams  (Celia  Howell  Jones)  lives  in 
Savannah,  Georgia. 

Mrs.  Frank  Moore  (Margaret  Carolyn  Morrison)  lives 
at  1126  Magnolia  Avenue,  Norfolk  8,  Va. 

The  present  address  for  Mrs.  Fred  Morrison  (Gertrude 
Hancock)  is  518  Washington  Street,  Lynchburg,  Va. 

Sarah  Parker  Ward  is  living  at  home  (135  Queens 
Road,  Charlotte)  while  her  husband  is  stationed  in  Hono- 
lulu. 

Mrs.  Marion  A.  Leonard  (Virginia  Chisolm)  is  in  Al- 
giers with  her  husband  who  works  with  the  Department 
of  State. 

1932 

Mrs.  Harry  Douglas  Forsyth  (Elizabeth  Morton)  is  at 
home:  3122  Rivermont  Avenue,  Lynchburg,  Va.,  while 
her  husband,  Lt.  Com.  Forsyth,  is  serving  in  the  Pacific. 

Mrs.  John  B.  Crudup  (Jane  B.  Toms)  is  in  California 
with  her  husband  who  is  a  lieutenant  in  the  Navy. 

Beatrice  Josephs  Shoemaker  has  one  son,  Reid,  Jr.,  who 
is  three  years  old. 

Gertrude  Eaywood  Molt  lias  beeu  selected  to  go  to 
Europe  with  the  UNRRA  to  administer  relief  to  the  people 
of  Poland. 
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1933 

Alice  Alexander  Conner  is  at  home  iii  Charlotte  with 
her  three-year-old  daughter,  Alice  "Winston,  while  her 
husband,  Lt.  Charles  Conner,  is  on  duty  in  the  Pacific. 

1934 

Mrs.  Ford  Rainey  (Mary  Louise  Taylor)  lives  at  407 
Exchange  St.,  Astoria,  Oregon. 

Mrs.  Harrison  Wells  Cole  (Eleanor  Seagle)  has  moved 
from  New  York  City  to  4200  Spruce  Street,  Philadelphia 
4,  Pennsylvania. 

1935 

The  Rev.  Thomas  Henry  Wright,  D.D.,  has  been  elected 
Bishop  of  the  Diocese  of  East  Carolina.  His  wife  is  the 
former  Hannah  Knowlton.  For  the  past  several  years 
the  Wrights  have  been  living  in  San  Antonio,  Texas, 
where  Mr.  Wright  has  had  charge  of  St.  Mark's  Episcopal 
Church.  The  Wrights  have  three  children,  two  sons  and 
a  daughter. 

Frances  Adams  is  a  stenographer  at  the  Erwin  Cotton 
Mills  in  Durham. 

Annette .  Thomas  Young,  her  husband,  Lt.  (jg)  W.  E. 
Young,  and  daughter,  Annette,  are  living  in  Fort  Lauder- 
dale, Florida,  where  Lt.  (jg)  Young  is  stationed. 

Rosalie  McNeill  Massengall  and  her  husband,  who  has 
recently  received  a  medical  discharge  from  the  Army, 
have  moved  to  Maysfield,  Texas,  where  they  have  bought 
a  farm. 

Kay  Broughton  Shannon  lives  at  918  W.  Princess  Anne 
Road,  Apt.  1-D,  Norfolk  7,  Va. 

Mathilda  Ehringhaus  Cordon  is  in  Oakland,  California, 
with  her  husband,  Lt.  James  Cordon,  who  is  stationed 
there  with  the  Naval  Air  Transport  Command. 

1936 

Ruth  Williams  Long  and  her  husband,  Dr.  William 
Lunsford  Long,  visited  Ruth's  parents  in  Raleigh  in  May. 

Gertrude  Webb  has  a  position  at  Duke  Hospital  as 
bookkeeper. 

Ruth  Long  Williams  is  at  home  in  Warrenton  with  her 
two  small  children,  while  Lt.  Williams  is  stationed  in 
Miami  with  the  Navy. 

Sarah  Brown  Jennette  has  moved  with  her  daughter  to 
Winnsboro,  South  Carolina,  to  be  with  her  husband  who 
has  a  position  there. 

Mary  McCall  Lynch  is  at  home  in  Bennettsville,  S.  C, 
with  her  two  children,  Betty  and  David.  Her  husband, 
Charles,  is  a  gunnery  officer  and  ships  recognition  officer 
on  a  ship  in  the  Pacific. 

1937 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Janet  Lawrence  Holmes  (Mrs. 
Thomas  Hall  Holmes),  303  E.  Rosemary  St.,  Chapel  Hill, 
North  Carolina. 

Most  of  the  news  of  our  class  at  the  present  time  seems 
to  consist  of  "So-and-So  is  at  home  with  her  family  for  the 
duration,"  and  apparently  the  chief  outside  activity  is 
the  baby  (or  babies),  who  is  undoubtedly  ever  the  topic 
of  conversation — that  he  can  turn  over,  that  he  has  two 
teeth,  that  he  has  learned  to  crawl  or  to  stand,  or  can  say 
all  sorts  of  new  words  and  sentences. 
-   I  come  under  the  above  classification  now,  having  come 


back  from  Texas  the  first  part  of  February  when  Tom 
had  his  last  leave  just  before  going  overseas.  1  find  my 
eight  and  one-half  months  old  Steve  an  entertaining 
handful. 

Olive  Cruikshank  Foss  is  also  at  home  with  her  hand- 
some son  to  keep  her  busy. 

Kathryn  Fleming  Sherwood  and  sister,  Mena  Branch, 
have  accomplished  something  worthy  of  Ripley's  "Believe 
It  or  Not."  They  have  a  new  angle  on  "Twins,"  for  last 
month  each  had  a  baby  boy  at  the  same  hospital  within 
an  hour  of  each  other.  What  fun  they  must  be  having 
watching  the  two  babies  grow ! 

Elsa  Winters  March  and  her  baby  are  with  Harry  in 
St.  Augustine,  Florida,  where  Harry,  most  deservedly, 
after  having  been  out  twice  in  the  Pacific  area,  has  been 
stationed  for  almost  a  year. 

Virginia  Bower  is  living  in  Charlotte  where  she  has  a 
position  with  Southern  Dairies.  In  recent  years,  Virginia 
has  been  doing  a  good  deal  of  writing  and  has  just  com- 
pleted a  novel.  I  understand  she  already  has  a  publisher. 
All  of  us  have  known  of  Virginia's  writing  prowess  since 
her  Saint  Mary's  days  when  she  contributed  so  much  to 
the  literary  society,  and  we  are  proud  of  this  latest  ac- 
complishment.    Congratulations,  Virginia  ! 

Blondie  Walker  Adams  and  Eleanor  Jackson  Burleson 
are  among  the  fortunate  few  who  are  able  to  be  with 
their  husbands,  Blondie  being  on  the  West  Coast  and 
Eleanor  being  in  Virginia,  at  last  reports. 

Connie  Thigpen  has  just  had  an  emergency  appendec- 
tomy but  is  getting  along  fine  now.  Connie,  as  you  know, 
has  been  working  in  Washington. 

In  December  I  had  a  happy  letter  from  Helen  Rose 
Witten  Duffy.  She  is  living  in  Spokane,  Washington, 
where  her  husband,  George,  who  has  recently  returned 
from  overseas  duty,  is  stationed  at  Geiger  Field. 

I  have  heard  good  news  also  of  Lib  Young  White.  Last 
summer  Lib  was  notified  that  her  husband  was  missing  in 
action.  In  November,  George  just  walked  in  one  day, 
safe  and  sound,  and,  as  you  can  imagine,  gave  Lib  the 
surprise  of  her  life.  That's  the  kind  of  news  that  makes 
you  feel  so  happy  you  could  burst.  Lib  and  George  are 
now  in  California  at  his  new  station. 

A  note  from  Hannah  Huske  Hanks  in  December  said 
that  Bill  has  been  overseas  for  three  Christmases  now. 
but  she  is  so  thankful  that  he  is  well  she  cannot  complain. 
She  wrote  that  Janet  McConnell  Warner  was  also  home 
in  Fayetteville,  and  working  at  the  Officers'  Club,  and 
that  Beverly  Vann  Gilliam  was  in  Colorado  with  George. 
(Ed.  Note:  Beverly  and  her  daughter,  Betsy,  are  now  in 
Franklinton.) 

Clara  Bond  Anderson  has  been  home  for  a  recent  visit 
to  her  family  in  Burlington.  She  is  still  working  as  a 
draftsman  (or  does  one  say  draftswoman)  at  an  airplane 
plant  in  Baltimore. 

I  see  a  good  deal  of  Sallie  MacNider  here  in  Chapel  Hill. 
Sallie  works  at  the  Bull's  Head  Bookshop  and  carries  on 
many  outside  activities  such  as  Nurses'  Aide,  Chairman 
of  committee  for  collecting  books  for  our  prisoners  of  Avar 
in  Germany,  Altar  Guild  and  Red  Cross.  Also  saw  John- 
sie  Bason  a  few  weeks  ago  when  she  was  here  for  her 
sister's  wedding.  Johnsie  lives  in  New  York  and  is  study- 
ing voice. 

Let  me  hear  from  you  as  to  your  location  and  activities. 
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1938 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Louise  Jordan  Smith  (Mrs. 
John  MacNeill  Smith),  533  Oakridge  Avenue,  Fayette- 
ville,  North  Carolina. 

There  was  a  time  when  yours  truly  was  willing  to  be 
sleuth  as  well  as  secretary,  but  those  days  are  gone  for- 
ever. So,  if  post  cards  go  unanswered,  there  just  won't 
be  any  news.  Many  thanks  to  those  of  you  who  wrote 
this  time  and  may  the  others  do  better  in  the  fall. 

Phoebe  Bashore  Calma  is  accomplishing  the  impossible  : 
1.  raising  a  three-year-old  son.  Jacques  Michael;  2.  re- 
ceiving her  Masters  in  Clinical  Psychology  from  the  U.  of 
Pa.  in  July,  and  3.  keeping  house  for  husband  Franca,  who 
is  editor-legal  adviser-interpreter  in  a  POW  camp  in  Oak- 
land, and  1.  (I  almost  forgot)  there  is  a  pup.  Greta,  that 
Phoebe  describes  as  "a  beautiful  dog  with  a  gentle  soul 
like  butter." 

Anne  Burnett  Townsend  is  in  Rocky  Mount.  Nat  has 
been  in  the  Pacific  since  October  with  little  chance  of 
return  soon,  and  Anne  has  been  working  since  the  first 
of  the  year.  Nat  is  beginning  his  fifth  year  in  the  Navy 
and  fourth  one  at  sea.  Metta  Phillips  Palmer  spent  the 
first  week-end  in  May  with  Anne.  Her  husband  is  in  the 
Pacific  too. 

Sarah  Griffith  Upchurch  sent  much  good  news.  Best  of 
all  for  her,  her  husband,  Al,  is  draft  exempt  until  October 
25.  She  writes  that  Agnes  Sanford  became  Mrs.  Peter 
Leary  on  May  3  in  a  lovely  home  wedding.  Her  attend- 
ant was  a  Washington  friend.  Peter  is  on  a  newspaper 
and  the  newlyweds  have  an  apartment  (a  real  accom- 
plishment) but  nobody  knows  the  address.  However, 
Agues  is  still  working  at  the  art  studio  at  1823  M  Street. 
Patty  Patton  Hairston  also  went  to  the  wedding  and 
Sarah  spent  the  night  with  her  at  Cooleemee  Plantation. 
From  these  two  together  I  gather  that  Nelson  Hairston 
is  on  Leyte  and  has  sent  home  a  wonderful  collection  of 
trophies  and  butterflies  mostly  from  New  Guinea,  his 
former  station.  Sarah's  address  is  Mrs.  A.  R.  Upchurch, 
97  N.  Union  St.,  Concord,  N.  C.  and  Patty  wrote  from 
Moeksville. 

Louise  Hall  lias  also  given  in  and  joined  that  part  of 
North  Carolina  that  didn't  go  on  to  New  York,  in  Wash- 
ington. She  has  been  there  since  November  in  the  library 
of  the  Army  Map  Service  and  finds  the  work  and  Wash- 
ington most  interesting.  A  number  of  her  friends  from 
tlie  V.  of  Illinois  are  there  and  they  have  much  fun  to- 
gether. Her  address  is:  6423  MacArthur  Blvd.,  Washing- 
ton 16,  D.  0.  She  says  she  ran  into  Betsy  Clark  one  day 
which  isn't  surprising.  I'm  surprised  when  I  meet  a  fel- 
low Tar  Heel  in  North  Carolina. 

Peggy  Holmes  Stevens  was  in  Fayetteville  this  week 
anil  we  were  going  to  have  a  big  visit,  but  it  rained  all 
afternoon  and  Peg";y  thought  it  wise  lo  keep  two-year-old 
Sally  out  of  the  wet.  Surely  wish  1  could  have  seen  them 
both,  but  we  had  a  fine  chat  over  the  phone.  She  and 
Sally  were  home  in  Fairmont  while  Grady  was  on  bivouac. 
He  is  a  major  at  Fort  McClellan  and  they  will  continue 
to  live  in  Anniston. 

Rhea  Hughes  Pender  is  in  the  midst  of  birthday  parties 
for  Renny.  aged  4,  and  fruit  trees — one  apple  so  far.  It's 
the  life  we  (ill  long  for  and  may  it  not  be  too  long  away. 

Grant  Jones  Creekmore  is  in  Wilmington  and  her  hus- 
band is  in  Germany.     Their  little  boy  is  sixteen  months 


old  and  "into  everything."  She  was  going  to  Aldington 
last  week-end  to  see  Ollie's  family  and  hoped  to  see  Agnes. 
She  wrote  that  she  visited  Charlotte  Harris  Bill  (ex  '39) 
and  Dowly  Foote  Harris  (ex  '39)  in  February  when  Char- 
lotte came  from  Norfolk  to  christen  the  200th  ship  built 
at  the  Wilmington  yard. 

Patsy  Jones  Buffing-ton  writes  the  news  of  her  marriage, 
December  9,  to  Lt.  Carl  Buffington,  from  Lewistown,  Pa. 
He  is  stationed  in  Greensboro  as  assistant  classification 
officer  at  ORD  and  Pat  is  hoping  he'll  stay  there.  Their 
address  is  211  Park  Dr.,  her  home. 

Mary  Lily  Moore  Arden  is  occupied  with  two-months- 
old  Dana  who  "is  really  some  gal,"  she  says,  and  by  now 
with  letters  to  Danny  overseas.  She  is  hoping  her  brother 
will  get  home  from  France  before  duties  in  our  other  war. 

Teenie  Redfern  wrote  from  Richmond  way  back  in 
February.  Much  news  of  sister  Betty,  who  was  house 
hunting  in  Baltimore,  of  her  own  sewing-appliqued  crib 
cover  for  niece  Anne,  and  a  blouse  for  herself,  and  of 
dates.  She  and  her  mother  are  still  living  at  1853  W. 
Grace  St. 

Kay  Roberson  has  been  vacationing  hither  and  yon — 
six  weeks  in  Florida  and  six  in  New  York,  and  back  to 
Greenville  for  .a  "long,  long  time."  She  is  going  to  rest 
the  summer  and  take  a  job  in  the  fall. 

Janie  Yeatman  writes  from  Gadsden  that  they  (Red 
Cross)  "stay  busy,  right  up  to  our  eye  teeth."  She  adds 
that  not  being  an  efficient  housekeeper  her  house  looks 
like  a  pigpen  always,  but  she  loves  it.  Deliver  me  from 
working  all  days  up  to  my  eye  teeth  and  then  being  up 
to  my  extracted  wisdom  teeth  in  housekeeping  at  night! 
Lucky  Janie  has  developed  a  strong  constitution  in  the 
wide  open  spaces  of  the  Tennessee  mule  country. 

I  met  Virginia  Manning  Moses  ('40  H.  S.),  at  a  party 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ferneyhough  had  for  the  officers  and  officers' 
wives  from  our  church.  We  happened  to  sit  next  to  each 
other  and  play  "do  you  know?"  As  it  happened  we  knew 
quite  a  bit  from  Saint  Mary's  and  Carolina.  Her  husband, 
John,  a  graduate  of  West  Point,  was  at  Fort  Bragg  then 
and  is  now  in  Germany.  She  is  at  home  at  763  Plume 
Street,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

The  Mary  Gait  Williamson  Fund  has  reached  $762.25. 
We  surely  don't  want  to  fall  short  of  $1,000,  so  if  you 
haven't  sent  your  gift,  do  so  and  be  sure  to  mark  it. 

Also,  have  you  noticed  what  an  elegant  Bulletin  we 
have  now.  Try  subscribing  to  it  regularly!  With  those 
two  progressives,  Peggy  Hopkins  and  "Greudel"  Moore, 
for  abiding  angels  (did  I  say  "angel,"  Grendel?)  it  might 
be  a  full-fledged  picture  magazine  by  next  quarter! 

My  dearest  and  most  faithful  Raleigh  correspondents 
failed  me  this  time.  Oh,  how  I  miss  all  that  wonderful 
news  in  a  couple  of  batches !  I'm  most  grateful  to  Rooma 
Norman  Leager  for  pinch-hitting  this  winter,  however, 
and  would  be  more  disappointed  in  not  hearing  from  her 
or  Doris  this  time  had  she  not  covered  the  subjects  so 
well  in  the  last  issiie. 

As  for  your  secretary,  Mac  has  been  to  every  town  in 
Burma,  I  think,  and  by  now  I  hope  they'll  let  him  come 
home  before  handsome  Lord  Louis  Mountbatten  et  al. 
begin  on  the  Mala}'  States.  His  daughter  is  more  ador- 
able daily  and  has  advanced  to  the  high  chair,  rolling  all 
over  the  floor  stage. 
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Becky  Leager  writes  that  Doris  Goereh  was  elected 
treasurer  of  the  North  Carolina  Press  Womens  Associa- 
tion. Sarah  Ruark  Moore  is  visiting  in  Florida,  but  will 
return  to  Raleigh  to  slay  while  Joe  is  in  Europe. 

Helen  Redt'ern  writes  from  Richmond  that  Helen  Noell 
Branch  is  in  Durham  working  at  Duke  Hospital  and  her 
husband  is  at  sea.  Even  Jean  Miller  Veiser  wrote.  She 
is  in  Syracuse,  N.  Y.  Harry  is  in  the  Philippines  attached 
to  the' Staff  of  the  Commander  of  the  7th  Fleet.  Patti 
was  six  months  old  June  4. 

Jo  Pope  Mixon  is  living  in  Aberdeen  and  Mixon  is  sta- 
tioned at  Camp  Mackall.  She  says  Mary  Lou  Riddick  is 
still  in  Scotland  Neck  being  a  lady  of  leisure.  Ann  Shook 
is  still  in  Alabama  with  the  airmen  and  Doris  Butler  is 
running  her  father's  drug  store  in  Clinton. 

Not  only  for  the  Bulletin  but  for  my  own  pleasure,  I 
enjoy  your  replies,  so  I  await  those  notes  and  post  cards 
in  the  fall. 

1939 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Lossie  Taylor  Noell  (Mrs. 
Charles  E.  Noell),  620  Market  Street,  Wilmington,  North 
Carolina. 

Ted  and  I  spent  the  week-end  with  Mary  Connally  and 
Jan  in  Bronxville,  and  as  she  gave  me  the  letters  which 
came  in  after  the  last  deadline,  I'll  endeavor  to  All  in 
some  of  the  missing  links.  Ted  came  back  from  twenty- 
one  months  sea  duty  the  middle  of  February  and  we've 
been  wandering  around  considerably  since  then.  Mary 
Connally  came  to  my  rescue  in  a  wonderful  way  to  get  out 
the  last  class  letter,  and  I'm  sure  you'll  agree  that  she  did 
a  marvelous  job.  I  had  thought  I'd  have  to  renege  again 
on  this  one,  but  she  came  across  again  with  the  rest  of 
your  letters  so  that  I  have  some  news,  although  not  as 
much  as  she  did. 

When  Ted  was  sent  to  Philadelphia  for  a  four-weeks 
damage  control  school,  I  deposited  Douglas  in  Wilming- 
ton with  my  mother  and  came  along.  This  past  werk- 
end  we  spent  with  Mary  Connally,  and  had  a  small  Saint 
Mary's  reunion,  as  she  had  contacted  "Chink"  and  Letty 
Lassiter  Wilder  who  are  living  in  New  York.  It  was  cer- 
tainly fun  swapping  new  tales  and  relivins  old  ones. 
"Chink"  was  able  to  give  us  news  of  Betty  Chapman 
Means,  who  is  in  Miami  with  Sam  at  present. 

Mary  Connally's  son,  Jan  Coxe,  age  fjur,  is  a  darling 
and  quite  a  live  wire.  At  present  he  is  engrossed  witli 
being  a  fireman,  having  just  competed  the  train  con- 
ductor stage  during  which  his  mother  read  every  child's 
book  on  the  subject.  He  has  ben  attending  Sarah  Law- 
rence Nursery  School  this  yea',  and  Mary  Connally  has 
just  completed  a  course  enabling  her  to  become  an  as- 
sistant nursery  school  teacler,  which  ability  she  puts  to 
the  test  every  Friday  morning. 

Last  week  Ted  came  home  one  night  to  ask  if  I  knew 
Kenyon  Wilson,  Tud-'e  Hudson's  husband,  and  I  learned 
that  they  had  beeu  sharing  a  desk  out  at  damage  control 
school  without  Veing  aware  of  one  another's  identity. 
Kenyon  is  waiting  for  a  cruiser  which  is  under  construc- 
tion so  that  le  expects  to  be  in  Philadelphia  until  Sep- 
tember and  has  taken  a  house  here.  Tudie  and  the  baby 
were  to  srrive  yesterday,  and  I  am  hoping  that  we  will 
be  atk'o  to  get  together  soon. 


Martha  Lewis  Stanley  is  in  San  Marino,  California, 
waiting  for  Dave.  She  was  back  in  the  East  during  the 
past  year  while  Dave  was  in  various  Navy  schools.  They 
have  a  son,  David  Sloane,  Jr.,  called  Sloane  to  avoid  con- 
fusion, who  is  now  a  year  old,  but  quite  an  experienced 
traveler  as  he  has  already  been  back  and  forth  across  the 
continent.  Martha  is  convinced  that  he  will  be  a  ditch 
digger  or  football  player  if  he  continues  to  grow  at  the 
present  rate.  When  she  wrote  she  was  expecting  to  see 
Dot  See  Mayer  in  the  near  future  as  Dot  and  John  are 
stationed  at  Camp  Pendleton,  near  San  Clemente. 

Since  completing  her  course  in  religious  education  at 
the  Philadelphia  Divinity  School,  Hallie  has  been  in  New 
Orleans  at  Newcorabe  College  working  with  a  new  project 
called  the  Episcopal  Student  Center  and  studying  English 
in  her  spare  time.  She  was  unable  to  quote  any  interest- 
ing  stories  about  her  children,  two  hundred  Episcopal 
students,  as  they  say  too  much  to  be  recorded. 

Winifred  Morrison  is  occupied  with  war  work  at  home, 
being  a  sergeant  in  the  Motor  Corps  and  IISO  gal.  Plus 
all  that  she  is  recording  secretary  for  the  Junior  League 
and  president  of  the  Lynchburg  (Saint  Mary's)  alumnae 
chapter :  so  it.  looks  as  if  she  has  little  spare  time. 

Nancy  Brantley  Wilson's  letter  came  from  Fayetteville 
where  she  is  now  keeping  house  as  Frank  is  stationed  at 
Fort  Bragg.  He  returned  from  ten  months  in  Italy  last 
June  to  see  Franklin,  Jr.,  for  the  first  time.  Nancy  says 
that  young  Frank  is  into  everything  from  pots  and  pans 
to  mineral  oil  which  hi'  administered  to  the  puppy,  making 
him  quite  sick.    • 

Lucy  Pittinger  Smith  is  back  in  Enka  with  her  family 
as  Len  (Leonard  Gregory  Smith,  Jr.)  is  on  sea  duty  in 
the  Pacific.  Lucy  lias  been  hither  and  yon  during  recent 
years.  The  fall  of  '43  was  spent  in  Newport  News  where 
her  father  was  stationed  with  the  Army  and  where  she 
met  Len  on  a  blind  date.  The  first  part  of  '44  she  worked 
in  Xew  York  for  the  Ford  Instrument  Company,  and 
lived  with  Ann  Lynch,  Mary  Parker,  and  Helene  Willing- 
ham.  When  Len  finally  came  into  port,  they  were  mar- 
ried September  9,  at  Annapolis,  and  had  three  months  in 
Portsmouth  before  he  left  again.  Last  January  he  came 
into  California  where  she  joined  him  for  two  weeks,  but 
is  home  now  being  her  mother's  star  boarder.  She  re- 
ports that  she  saw  Jo  Poor  and  her  husband  in  New  York 
back  in  '43.     Does  any  one  else  know  anything  about  Jo? 

Aside  from  "Chink"  the  Eastern  Air  Lines  has  another 
of  our  girls,  Sally  Wright,  who  is  their  agent  in  Maeon. 
Sally  says  that  she  is  still  interested  in  dramatics  and 
has  been  doing  quite  a  bit  of  Little  Theatre  work  in  which 
she  still  plays  the  part  of  the  fool  much  to  her  mother's 
embarrassment. 

Marianna  Hancock  Kuester  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the 
luckiest  of  us  as  her  husband  is  back  at  Camp  Butner, 
only  a  short  distance  from  Oxford.  They  have  one  daugh- 
ter and  are  expecting  another  baby  this  summer.  Young 
Marianna  is  already  learning  about  Saint  Mary's  as  she 
has  an  aunt  at  "Saint  Mary's  Cool"  with  whom  she  spent 
a  day  on  the  campus  last  year.  She  could  also  say  all  the 
familiar  nursery  rhymes  and  her  prayers  before  she  was 
two  years  old. 

"Shep"  Quintard  Wyatt-Brown  writes  that  she  is  espe- 
cially interested  in  keeping  up  with  Saint  Mary's  as  she 
has  two  future  students,  Alexandra,  age  three,  and  Dar- 
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rell  Jervey,  age  one.  Her  husband  is  an  Episcopal  min- 
ister whose  present  parish  is  in  Waycross,  Georgia.  Shep 
heavily  underscores  her  occupation  as  housewife. 

That  seems  to  be  about  all  until  next  fall  when  I  hope 
you'll  respond  as  well  as  you  did  to  Mary  Connally's  elo- 
quent plea. 

1940 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Ann  Christian,  210  Spencer 
Hall.  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

1  feel  almost  like  a  Shylock  for  the  methods  I  have  had 
to  resort  to  just  to  get  some  news  about  the  old  class, 
fa  n't  you  gilds  help  a  wee  bit  by  dropping  me  a  card 
every  three  or  four  months?  I  plan  to  be  at  the  same 
address  at  least  until  November.   - 

Weezie  Champion  Heineman  has  a  small  model,  Ann 
Eloise,  born  March  31.  She  is  at  home  for  the  duration, 
for  Charlie  was  last  on  Saipan.  T  had  the  nicest  note 
from  Bunny  Dicks  Clark  who  says  after  a  lengthy  tour  of 
the  country  she  is  trading  in  her  bags  and  train  schedules 
and  is  getting  ready  for  the  formula  and  lullaby  she  will 
soon  put  to  use.  At  the  time  Jim  was  in  San  Diego  with 
future  plans  for  a  Pacific  tour.  Who  knows,  maybe  this 
new  schedule  has  arrived! 

As  far  as  I  know  the  Eldridge  Aliens,  all  three  of  them 
now  (little  Anne  Lewis  arrived  in  February),  are  in  Hous- 
ton.   Edith  tells  me  Bratton  has  been  home  for  a  visit. 

One  thing  I  accomplished  by  hook  or  crook  was  gather- 
ing a  few  bits  about  some  of  the  business  class  of  '40. 
Think  Ann  Brooks  Martin  has  us  all  beat.  She  celebrated 
her  sixtli  anniversary  earlier  this  month  and  has  two  lit- 
tle girls,  Michael  and  John  Ann.  Sounds  as  though  at 
least  one  of  them  was  supposed  to  be  a  boy.  The  Martins 
are  living  in  Goldsboro. 

1  had  a  nice  letter  from  Sibyl.  She  said  she  has  seen 
quite  a  few  girls  in  the  last  five  years.  She  and  Betty 
Youngblood  expect  to  work  together  this  fall.  Sibyl 
worked  for  Southern  Bell  in  Jacksonville  for  a  while,  but 
has  been  working  for  her  father  the  last  two  years.  She 
wants  to  know  if  T  think  all  of  us  can  get  back  to  Raleigh 
for  a  reunion  before  Ave  are  "fat  and  forty." 

1  appreciate  Smitty  Easterling's  mother  dropping  me  a 
card.  Smitty  is  working  in  the  office  of  the  American 
Red  Cross  Field  Director  on  Governors  Island,  N.  Y.  She 
is  living  at  1155  Park  Avenue — ritzy! 

By  l  his  time  Edith  Wooten  Padgette  will  be  changing 
location.  This  time  it  is  to  Salisbury.  Maybe  she  will 
see  some  of  the  old  crowd.  Bertha  Cochran  Wright  and 
husband.  Warren,  have  moved  to  the  family  farm.  Their 
address  is  now  Calumet  Farms,  Lexington,  Kentucky. 

One  day  this  spring  I  ran  into  Katherine  Goold  Killian 
over  here.  She  was  spurting  a  corsage,  the  occasion,  her 
third  anniversary.  Little  Kit  (Katherine)  Killian  is  now 
t  wo  years  old. 

The  only  wedding  1  know  of  this  time  is  Caki  Wheat- 
lev's,  the  man,  Paul  Edward  Davidson,  a  marine  lieuten- 
ant from  Birmingham.  The  scene  was  Beaufort.  Carolyn 
Stenhouse  was  one  of  the  attendants. 

Some  of  you  might  have  seen  a  picture  which  vaguely 
resembled  me  in  the  paper.    I'm  just  waiting  for  Charlie 


to  arrive  from  Germany.    Again  I  appeal  to  you — please 
let  me  hear  from  you ! 

Just  had  the  word  from  Betty  Dicks  that  Bunny  has  a  J 
seven-pound  boy  as  of  Ma}'  22.    To  top  it  all  Jim  is  with 
her. 

1941 

CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE :  Ann  Seeley  Davey  (Mrs.' 
William  Leonard  Davey).  2004  Stone  St.,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Pinch-hitting  for  a  class  secretary  is  something  that 
should  happen  to  every  one  of  you !  It  happened  to  me 
because  on  April  28  Margaret  Gold  Swindell  became  Mrs. 
Morgan  Paul  Dickerman,  and  because  the  date  of  the  wed- 
ding and  the  deadline  for  this  alumnae  letter  were  almost 
coincidental.  So,  here  I  am,  thinking  it's  fun  to  be  writing 
for  the  Bulletin  again,  thinking  that  my  knowledge  of 
what  has  happened  to  fifty-seven  people  since  1941  is  very 
vague,  and  thinking  this  letter  is  one  of  the  toughest  news 
assignments  I  have  ever  had. 

But  right  here,  between  that  long  introduction  and  the 
"news"  I'm  supposed  to  tell  you  all,  here's  my  chance  to 
slip  in  an  orchid  for  the  new  Bulletin — what  a  Bulletin — 
how  well  do  I  remember  it  when!  The  brand  new  em- 
phasis on  alumnae  news  is  surely  grand,  don't,  you  think  ? 

Besides  the  Wilson  bride,  Mrs.  Dickerman,  we  added 
another  Mrs.  to  our  list  on  March  24,  when  our  best- 
dressed  Belle,  Margaret  Little  Blount,  became  Mrs. 
Charles  Felix  Harvey,  III.  Margaret  Jordan  Young  and 
Edna  Boykin  both  attended  the  wedding.  Janice  Fitz- 
gerald, who  went  to  Margaret  Gold's  wedding,  said  she 
saw  Helen  Ford  Taylor  there  looking  "as  pretty  as  ever," 
as  well  as  Edna  Boykin,  who  is  teaching  school  in  Wilson 
and  working  on  an  M.A.  at  Columbia  University  (both  at 
once?).  Janice,  better  known  around  Saint  Mary's  now 
as  "Miss  Fitzgerald,"  please,  is  planning  a  trip  to  New 
York  City  soon,  and  says  she  is  "going  to  rest  up  this 
summer  from  a  year  of  teaching  at  Saint  Mary's." 

Also,  we  have  a  prospective  member  for  a  future  S.M.S. 
graduating  class  in  the  new  baby  daughter  of  Daisy 
Dtane  Tart  Anderson.     Her  name  is  Jeannette  Dare. 

Sarah  Locke  Hardison  Hoeh  left  Raleigh  by  the  fastest 
plane  tying  the  other  day  for  Camp  Carson,  Colorado, 
to  join  hev  husband,  returned  from  the  ETO  for  hospitali- 
zation. Sa-.-ah  Sutton  Tomlinson,  whose  Marine  husband 
recently  was  promoted  to  the  rank  of  major  somewhere 
in  the  Pacific,  is  working  in  Raleigh  with  the  Wachovia 
Bank.  Virginia  Hassinger  is  working  in  Raleigh  with 
the  Occidental  Life  Insurance  Company.  Second  hand, 
T  understand  Kathhen  Thompson  Bogasse  is  fine,  this 
from  her  husband ;  theBogasses  have  returned  to  Raleigh 
where  Glenn  is  in  busings  for  himself. 

Nancy  McKinley  ClarW  whose  husband  flew  heavy 
bombers  over  Naziland  w:.fh  the  RCAF,  is  probably 
mighty  happy  about  the  end  of  the  European  war  (not 
that  "Snooks"  has  a  corner  o-j  such  happiness,  under- 
stand!). Here's  hoping  that  husbt,nd  Gerald  will  soon  be 
home  to  take  a  good  look  at  their  son,  who  has  learned 
to  talk  and  who  will  doubtless  soon  b»  complaining  when 
his  mother  calls  him  "Fat  Doll,"  such  \j  name  for  a  big 
boy  of  two ! 

Tn  that  same  graduating  class  we  were  mentioning  Diz 
Tart  Anderson's  daughter,  is  likely  to  bs  Margaret 
Kitchin  Gilliam's  daughter,  born  in  February.  Charlie, 
at  last  report,  was  stationed  in  Texas. 
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Last  recorded  elass  visitor  to  Saint  Mary's  before  press- 
time,  Winnie  Rosenbaum. 

A  long  letter  from  Martha  Newell  proclaims  she  is  not 
returning  to  teach  at  Saint  Catherine's  next  year  because, 
"I'm  stage-struck  like  a  sixteen-year-old.  This  summer  1 
hope  to  be  in  summer  stock  somewhere — in  a  minor  ra- 
pacity, I'm  sure."  Beyond  that,  she  says  I  must  not  pub- 
lish her  daydreams.  Well,  best  of  luck  to  Martha.  Slip 
says  Leila  Morrison  is  working  in  Richmond  for  the  Rich- 
Bond  Trust  Company  and  that  they  have  met  several 
'times. 

Saw  Betty  Wales  Silver  this  winter  while  covering  the 
State  Senate  for  the  Associated  Press.  Betty  was  a  Sen- 
ate clerk  and  seemed  to  enjoy  it  a  lot.  We  used  to  talk 
about  whose  husband  would  get  home  from  the  war  first, 
and  she  won,  but  1  still  have  hopes !  Sue  Harwood  is  still 
in  Greensboro  with  the  Daily  News.  Anne  Davis  is  work- 
ing at  Duke  University.  Jessica  Graham  is  working  with 
the  Signal  Corps  in  Arlington,  Va.  Mary  Sievers  Woody 
Anderson  is  teaching  kindergarten  in  New  York,  where 
her  husband  is  in  law  school  at  Columbia  University. 

And  I  went  to  New  York  for  the  first  time  in  my  life 
in  April.  A  Big  City,  indeed  !  Saw  Meredith  Wilkinson, 
who  is  still  doing  graduate  work  in  psychology  at  Colum- 
bia University;  Meredith  plans  to  be  in  Richmond  this 
summer.  She  says  she  sees  Mary  Emily  Claiborne  fre- 
quently. Claiborne  is  working  in  New  York,  as  are  a 
score  of  Saint  Mary's  girls,  but  since  they  were  not  among 
our  fifty-seven,  it's  illegal  to  talk  about  them  in  this  letter. 

And  that's  about  all  of  it.  I'll  go  back  to  the  simpler 
tasks  of  writing  for  the  Associated  Press !  The  best,  to 
all  of  you,  and  I  hope  the  end  of  the  conflict  in  Europe 
makes  3'ou  all  as  happy  as  it  did  me ;  I  await  the  return 
of  my  red-headed  Navy  lieutenant  aboard  his  LST.  For 
that  matter,  he  can  leave  the  LST  where  it  is ! 

Please  keep  sending  Margaret  Gold  news  and  let's  keep 
the  Bulletin  going  in  its  wonderful  new  way. 

1942 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Allie  Hell,  814  Gowper  Drive, 
Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Trotting  up  and  down  on  Hillsboro  Street  again  really 
feels  familiar.  And  eating  chocolate  pie  at  the  Toddle 
House  had  practically  become  a  forgotten  bliss.  Every 
Saturday  afternoon  after  one  o'clock  the  S&W,  Taylor's, 
and  the  Ambassador  are  swamped  with  SMS  girls  in  their 
hats,  gloves,  stockings,  and  heels;  and  the  first  thing  you 
know  another  class  will  have  carried  the  daisy  chain,  sung 
"Saint.  Mary's,  wherever  thy  daughters  may  be,"  and 
drowned  each  other  in  tears  as  the  handkerchief  drops  to 
the  ground. 

Just  to  reassure  you  that  the  bars  haven't  been  lowered 
since  we  struggled  for  those  diplomas.  Mr.  Moore  still 
has  every  one  petrified  over  his  "outside  reading"  tests. 
Mrs.  Partrick  is  her  ever  charming  self  and  still  tells  those 
"delightful  little  jokes"  about  ministers,  Miss  Davis  still 
swears  by  the  "bulletin  board,"  and  the  planes  still  swoop 
down  over  the  sun  bathing  porch.  But  back  to  accentu- 
ating the  positive.  .  .  . 

Have  seen  lots  of  Mary  Bryant  Upshaw  Fulghum  who 
is  working  with  the  League  of  North  Carolina  Municipali- 
ties and  is  living  here  with  her  family.     Jimmy  is  in  the 


Pacific  and  is  gaining  weight,  which  looks  bad  for  Mary 
Bryant's  "home  cooking."  She  got  a  gorgeous  orchid 
corsage  a  few  weeks  ago  from  the  Pacific  by  way  of  a 
local  florist,  on  their  first  wedding  anniversary. 

Must  tell  you  the  low-down  on  Janet  Kelly,  who  after 
four  years  of  college  ended  up  at  Miss  Hardharger's.  She 
threatened  to  murder  me  for  telling  it,  but  with  June 
week  rapidly  approaching  she  is  in  a  pretty  good  humor. 
Although  she  hasn't  quite  finished  graduating  here  (but 
who  wants  four  diplomas?),  she  just  must  run  down  to 
Erwin  city  and  recuperate  for  a  couple  of  weeks  before 
June  1.  The  rest  of  June  is  sorta  vague,  mainly  because 
Annapolis  gives  a  30-day  vacation.  After  recovering 
from  June  and  after  a  few  trips  to  the  beach.  Miss  Kelly 
MAY  get  a  job  .  .  .  very  undecided  though. 

Speaking  of  gold  bricks  reminds  me  that  Sammy  Pou 
has  found  a  most  delightful  way  to  soothe  the  conscience 
and  enjoy  life  at  the  same  moment.  It  started  with  a 
complicated  appendix  operation,  which  allows  for  a  little 
fun,  but  she  and  the  doctor  have  gone  into  cahoots  and 
decided  that  she  should  rest  all  summer,  preferably  in  the 
delightful  climate  at  Morehead  City  on  the  beach,  and  the 
exercise  most  suited  to  her  case  will  be  sailing ! 

Bebe  and  Jonny  stay  so  busy  that  I  have  seen  them  only 
a  few  times.  They  were  both  in  a  wedding  recently  and 
spent  most  of  their  time  attending  parties.  Both  of  them 
work  out  at  State  College  in  the  statistical  department 
and  have  such  long  official  titles  that  you  couldn't  remem- 
ber them  anyway. 

Ida  Dunn  Harris  Parnell  is  living  here  with  her  family 
while  Ed  is  overseas,  and  is  working  with  the  Carolina 
Power  and  Light  Company.  Frances  Crowder  Jones  and 
young  daughter  are  now  in  Florida  with  Edgar.  Mar- 
garet Hairston  is  in  Raleigh  working,  and  Sue  Gant  Mar- 
tin has  been  here  lately  with  her  seven-months-old  son. 

Speaking  of  those  who  are  increasing  the  membership 
of  our  class,  Mary  Wright  Holland  Cantwell  is  in  Wil- 
mington with  her  young  daughter,  Carol  Holland,  and 
Dick  is  in  California. 

In  the  recent  society  columns  have  been  pictures  of 
Libby  Smedes  Jones  and  Cecilia  Dicks,  both  engaged. 

None  other  than  Pat  Bell  turned  up  a  few  weeks  ago 
to  spend  a  couple  of  days  here  with  Janet.  Of  course  we 
had  a  reunion  dinner  which  was  everything  you  might 
imagine.  Pat  hasn't  changed  one  speck,  except  she  has 
cut  her  hair  in  a  short  feather  bob.  She  was  looking  quite 
the  stylish  lady  and  was  traveling  around  telling  pros- 
pective campers  about  Rockbrook  Camp,  which  her  father 
is  going  to  direct.  On  the  side,  Pat  has  her  own  business 
establishment  in  Red  Springs.  It  is  a  silver  shop,  and  she 
makes  rings  and  bracelets  and  all  sorts  of  jewelry.  Pat 
has  been  through  Birmingham  and  has  seen  Anne  Dunn, 
but  she  couldn't  remember  what  kind  of  work  Anne  is 
doing. 

At  church  Sunday  who  should  be  there  but  Sally 
Tucker  Wideman  and  Frank.  They  have  been  living  in 
Washington,  but  Frank  has  been  transferred  to  New 
River  and  they  were  on  their  way.  When  in  Chapel  Hill 
a  few  weeks  ago  1  saw  Jane  Wideman,  Frank's  sister. 
She  is  finishing  up  at  Carolina  this  year. 

Ellen  wrote  recently  that  she  is  coming  down  to  North 
( 'arolina  for  a  short  visit  and  is  coming  by  Raleigh.  She 
was  in  Christiansburg  for  a   short  time  this  spring,  but 
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has  been  in  Norfolk  most  of  the  time  and  seems  to  have 
been  having  a  good  time  with  all  that  gold  braid  down 
there. 

Carol  has  dashed  over  in  this  direction  a  couple  of  times 
between  a  lot  of  visits.  She  was  at  Virginia  Beach  for  a 
while  with  Mary  Martha.  Right  now  Carol  is  in  New 
York  and  has  an  apartment  with  a  girl  from  Chapel  Hill. 
She  left  last  week  and  I  haven't  heard  yet  how  the  job 
hunt  has  turned  out.  She  was  real  thrilled  about  seeing 
0.  A.  and  all  that  congregation  of  SMS  girls  up  there. 

Olivia  Anne,  Ruth,  Jean,  and  Mildred  have  set  up  house- 
keeping in  a  new  apartment  that  is  supposed  to  be  really 
smooth.  0.  A's  family  went  up  to  see  them  recently,  but 
aside  from  the  fact  that  they  are  having  a  wonderful  time  ' 
in  the  CITY,  I  don't  know  any  new  developments  in  their 
direction. 

Down  in  Georgia,  Olive  Cranston  got  married  not  very 
long  ago  and  is  living  up  in  Yankee  land  now.  In  At- 
lanta, Kay  is  holding  down  the  Girl  Scouts  and  having  a 
grand  time  dancing  around  in  the  Paradise  Room  and 
Rainbow  Roof.  In  her  last  letter  she  said  she  was  des- 
perately looking  for  counsellors  for  her  day  camp  this 
summer. 

Your  reporter.  Miss  and  Mrs.  1942,  did  a  little  mind- 
changing  and  is  trying  her  hand  at  a  job.  Although  I  am 
not  writing  Burma  Shave  jingles  as  predicted  in  Bunny's 
memorable  class  prophecy,  I  am  working  on  a  magazine 
here  in  Raleigh  and  having  a  super-duper  time.  I  cer- 
tainly hope  lots  of  you  42-ers  can  come  up  to  graduation 
and  to  the  alumnae  tea.  Three  years  is  a  long  time  be- 
tween reunions,  but  if  you  can't  come,  do  drop  me  a  note 
and  tell  me  what  you  and  the  grapevine  say  you're  doing. 

1943 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Daphne  Richardson,  210  Alder- 
man Hall,  UNC,  Chapel  Hill.  N.  C. 

Well,  it's  marriage  time  and  graduation  time,  and  how 
busy  every  one  seems  to  be.  Foremost  in  the  exciting 
events  are  the  weddings.  Both  Sarah  Dawson  and  J.  C. 
Evans  chose  May  12  as  their  "big''  dajr. 

Sarah  and  Johnny  Davis  were  married  in  Gastonia, 
X.  C,  and  a  good  many  Saint  Mary's  gals  were  there  to 
take  part  in  and  to  witness  the  great  event.  Poncie  Daw- 
son, sister  of  the  bride,  was  maid-of-honor,  while  Bitty 
Grimes,  Mary  Ann  Cooper,  Mary  Ann  Dixon,  and  Betty 
Thomson  were  bridesmaids.  Henny  Hampton,  Dodie 
Winters.  Meg  Stone,  and  Lib  Hackney  were  interested 
spectators,  Lib  acting  as  "bride"  the  night  of  the  rehear- 
sal. From  all  reports,  it  was  truly  a  beautiful  wedding, 
followed  by  a  most  enjoyable  reception  at  the  Country 
Club. 

J.  0.  married  Dr.  Robert  Wetmore  of  Durham  in  All 
S;i hits'  Episcopal  Church.  Chevy  Chase,  Maryland.  Jane's 
two  sisters  were  her  attendants.  Goodness!  but  we  all 
wish  we  could  have  attended  both. 

Xot  long  ago  Mary  Ann  Dixon  journeyed  up  to  Sweet 
Hilar  to  spend  the  week-end  with  Anne  Dickson.  While 
there  she  saw  Hetty  Pender  who  was  buried  deep  in  com- 
prehensive exams.     Poor,  but  brave  child  ! 

Recent  news  of  Sally  McKinley.  She's  now  in  Tusca- 
loosa, Alabama,  at  Xorthington  General  Hospital,  and 
reports  she's  "up  to  my  ears  in  Army  Nurses'  Aide."  Think 
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it's  wonderful,  Sally.    Let  us  hear  from  you  again  soora 
will  you? 

Joan  Stell  Lowry  is  working  these  days  as  assistant  to} 
Mrs.  Julia  Slear  who  writes  North  Carolina  socials  for 
the  News  and  Observer. 

Betty  Michaux,  Ann  Stowe,  and  Neva  Whitaker  ars 
planning  a  change  of  scenery.  As  soon  as  summer  arrive! 
they're  heading  for  Miami — to  work  ! 

As  I  write  this,  Dodie  is  frantically  planning  what  ta 
take  to  Annapolis  for  June  Week.  May  she  get  there  in! 
tact — that  is  her  roommate's  prayer. 

May  28  seems  to  be  the  favored  day  for  grabbing  those 
diplomas.  Sally  Sanborn  will  be  receiving  one  from  Hol- 
lins,  and  all  the  W.  C.  crowd  are  eagerly  awaiting  that 
"day  of  days"  too.  We  here  at  Carolina  seem  to  be  the 
very  last — our  time  will  not  be  here  until  June  25.  Oh, 
happy  day ! 

Guess  I've  run  out  of  choice  bits.  Hope  every  one  has? 
a  marvelous  summer,  and  don't  forget  to  write  me  all 
about  it  so  I  can  relay  it  on  to  the  others. 

1944 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Betty  Edwards,  213  Spencerl 
Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Just  about  the  only  news  I  have  from  the  world  out-j 
side  Chapel  Hill  is  that  everybody  is  preparing  to  finish! 
up  their  year's  work  in  the  next  few  days.  However,  we- 
were  forced  to  remain  different,  and  we  still  have  a  month 
of  classes  and  then  exams  to  look  forward  to.  With  the: 
end  of  the  year  so  near,  Ginny  has  asked  me  to  make  a'j 
final  plea  to  you  seventeen  individualists  who  have  notj 
yet  paid  your  class  dues,  and  ask  you  to  please  try  to] 
scrape  up  five  dollars  so  everybody  will  have  paid  the 
first  year. 

I  did  hear  that  Maria  is  president  of  the  Tri-Delts  at 
Kentucky  next  year,  and  Katherine  was  in  the  May  Court 
at  Hollins  a  few  weeks  ago.  Sally  seems  to  be  holding 
up  the  name  of  the  class  at  Randolph-Macon,  for  the  last 
I  heard  was  that  she  had  been  elected  president  of  the 
day  students  and  was  also  chosen  the  Model  Initiate  of 
the  Chi  Omegas  there.  While  we're  on  the  subject  of 
sororities,  Rebecca  pledged  Pi  Phi  here,  Brent  is  the  new 
house  manager  of  the  Chi  O's,  and  Sara  Stockton  is  the 
vice-president  of  Tri-Delts.  Betty  Gaither  is  an  officer  in 
the  A  D  Pi  chapter  as  well  as  business  manager  of  the 
Tar  Heel.  Her  latest  plans  are  to  take  a  week  off  from 
all  her  extra-curricular  activities  and  go  up  to  Annapolis 
for  June  Week.  I  haven't  heard  from  Anne  Hirst,  but 
Molly  told  me  that  she  pledged  Chi  0  at  George  Wash- 
ington. 

Betty  Clark  had  just  returned  from  a  trip  to  New  York] 
the  last  time  I  received  any  communication  from  her. 
Hannah  was  there  at  the  same  time  on  her  way  to  West 
Point  and  saw  Emily  McMillan.  Hannah,  Margaret,  and 
I  went  to  Wrightsville  last  week-end,  and  are  at  present 
in  a  very  miserable,  sunburned  state.  While  we  were 
there  we  talked  to  Margaret  Groover.  She  and  Ann  Burr 
were  supposed  to  come  to  the  beach  on  a  picnic,  but  they 
never  arrived,  possibly  because  they  were  planning  to 
make  the  trip  in  Margaret's  recently  acquired  car. 

Well,  we  have  two  more  to  deduct  from  the  list  of  po- 
tential spinsters.    Louise  Toler  Gower  is  now  Mrs.  William 
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Greathouse,  and  Prances  Thornton  was  married  to  Bryan 
Rroadfoot  in  Wilmington  a  few  weeks  ago. 

To  return  to  the  happenings  at  Chapel  Hill,  1  regret  to 
tell  yon  that  nothing  of  considerable  excitement  has  hap- 
pened to  any  of  us.  Margaret  Winslow,  Pierce,  Chinkie, 
and  Margaret  Gould  went  on  a  tour  with  the  University 
Glee  Club  to  numerous  army  camps  last  week,  and  seemed 
to  find  that  all  the  places  they  visited  had  certain  good 
qualities  lacking  in  so  many  communities  these  days. 
Jenny  Freeman  is  being  sponsored  by  one  of  the  organi- 
zations on  the  campus  for  the  "Sweetheart  of  Sigma  Chi," 
and  at  the  same  time  is  trying  to  find  two  children  to  go 
to  camp  so  she  can  be  a  counselor  and  get  to  spend  the 
summer  at  Virginia  Beach.  Betty  Barnes  and  Alma 
Young  were  elected  to  Co-ed  Senate  in  the  last  elections, 
and  Jean  Brooks  and  Betsy  Burke  have  been  made  chair- 
men of  YWCA  committees  for  next  year.  Jane  Clark 
took  part  in  an  organ  recital  that  was  broadcast  from 
here  a  few  weeks  ago. 

Well,  try  as  I  may,  I  can  neither  think  of,  find,  nor 
manufacture  any  more  news,  so  you  all  please  write  me 
so  I'll  know  what's  going  on.  If  all  goes  according  to 
schedule*  the  next  time  you  hear  from  me  I'll  be  a  gradu- 
ate of  the  greater  university,  since  Ginny  Hart  and  I 
have  really  been  taken  in  by  this  idea  of  acceleration, 
and  plan  to  graduate  in  November.  Don't  forget  the 
class  dues  and  the  letters. 


1944  CLASS  FUND 


At  the  end  of  the  first  year  forty-one  of  the  fifty-nine 
members  of  the  Class  of  1944  have  contributed  to  their 
Class  Fund.  At  this  time  there  is  $308  in  the  class  treas- 
ury, $123  of  which  was  contributed  by  the  class  this  year 
and  $185  of  which  was  left  in  the  class  treasury  last  year. 
The  girls  who  have  contributed  to  the  fund  are : 

Juanita  Anderson,  Betty  Barnes,  Jean  Brooks,  Betsy 
Burke,  Jane  Clark  Cheshire,  Agatha  Chipley,  Betty  Clark, 
Mary  Fox  Clarke,  Alice  Craig,  Charlotte  Crawford,  Rebec- 
ca Drane,  Ann  Dysart,  Betty  Edwards,  Mary  Virginia 
Freeman,  Bettie  Gaither,  Betty  Graham,  Lena  Grantham. 
Joan  Hamner,  Virginia  Hart,  Mary  Pierce  Johnson,  Clara 
Leigh  Kemper,  Katherine  Legg,  Maria  Legg,  Mary  Lynn 
Lewis,  Hannah  Lyon,  Mary  Louise  Martin,  Ellen  McCann, 
Mary  West  Paul,  Mary  Darden  Qninerly,  Patsy  Rodgers, 
Frances  Rylander,  Elizabeth  Shaw,  Sarah  Stockton,  Carol 
Talbot,  Caroline  Taliaferro,  Patty  Weaver,  Helena  Wil- 
liams, Betty  Winslow,  Margaret  Winslow,  Brent  Wood- 
son, Alma  Young. 

1945  CLASS  FUND 

Following  the  plan  of  last  year's  graduating  class,  the 
sixty-nine  members  of  the  Class  of  1945  have  established 
a  fund  to  which  they  will  each  contribute  $4  a  year  until 
1955.  The  class  already  had  its  treasury  about  $60.  To 
this  amount  $2  of  each  member's  dues  will  be  added  each 
year.  The  other  $2  will  be  turned  over  to  the  Alumnae 
Association  for  annual  dues.  At  the  end  of  ten  years  the 
class  of  1945  will  hold  a  reunion,  and  at  that  time  will 
turn  over  the  accumulated  dues  for  a  specific  gift  to 
Saint  Mary's. 

Jane  Peete  of  Warrenton  has  been  elected  permanent 
secretary  of  the  class,  and  Anna  Margaret  Moomaw,  of 
Falling  Springs,  Va.,  treasurer. 


GIFTS 

Through  the  will  of  Mrs.  J.  V.  Higham  (May  Hill  Davis. 
'92)  of  Raleigh,  Saint  Mary's  has  received  a  seven-piece 
silver  service.  This  gift  was  on  display  in  Smedes  Hall 
during  commencement. 

Mrs.  Edwin  Fuller  Parham  (Margaret  Attee  Pun,  '20) 
and  her  daughter,  Margaret  Pou  Moran,  '44,  have  given 
Saint  Mary's  an  antique  clover  leaf  mahogany  table  in 
memory  of  Mrs.  Parham's  mother,  Mrs.  Edward  W.  Pou 
(Carrie  Ihrie,  '79),  who  died  on  April  4.  This  gift  was 
presented  on  June  1  and  is  in  the  parlor  in  Smedes  Hall. 

Mrs.  J.  Lawrence  Sprunt  (Annie  Gray  Xash,  '03),  of 
Wilmington,  has  presented  to  the  school  a  Viennese 
crystal  chandelier  as  a  memorial  to  her  mother.  Mrs,  S. 
S.  Nash  (Annie  Gray  Cheshire),  of  Tarboro. 


MAY  HILL  DAVIS  HIGHAM 

(The  following  article  was  written  by  Dr.  Walter  Mont- 
gomery of  Raleigh.  Dr.  Montgomery's  mother,  the  late 
Mrs.  Walter  A.  Montgomery  (nee  Elizabeth  Wilson),  at- 
tended Saint  Mary's  in  the  1860's,  and  his  sister,  Elizabeth 
Montgomery,  graduated  from  Saint  Mary's  in  1898.  Dr. 
Montgomery  was  a  close  friend  of  Mrs.  Higham  and  her 
family  for  many  years.) 

May  Hill  Davis  Higham  was  a  native  of  Warren  County, 
the  only  child  of  Peter  R.  Davis  and  Winnie  Wiggins 
Davis.  She  was  born  on  her  father's  paternal  estate  of 
"Largo,"  whose  "great  house,"  dating  from  early  in  the 
century,  and  several  hundred  acres  of  rich  land  made  it 
one  of  the  show  places  of  the  section.  Her  father  was 
lavish  in  hospitality,  driving  his  own  coach-and-four  and 
maintaining  his  own  breeding  stables  and  private  train- 
ing and  race  track.  Few  men,  as  a  result  of  the  fall  el' 
the  Confederacy,  suffered  severe]1  reverses  in  fortune 
than  did  Mr.  Davis,  though  his  individual  impoverish- 
ment came  largely  through  his  excessive  generosity  in 
endorsing  the  notes  of  friends. 

May  Hill's  mother  was  of  a  family  noted  for  its  hand- 
some and  charming  women,  and  she  herself  was  convent 
trained  in  New  Orleans. 

May  Hill  attended  the  Girls'  School  conducted  in  War- 
renton for  many  years  by  her  kinswoman,  Miss  Lucy 
Hawkins.  There,  under  the  tutelage  of  that  lady  of  the 
Old  Regime,  she  laid  the  foundations  of  the  broad  in- 
terests and  culture  she  was  so  strikingly  to  exemplify 
throughout  her  life.  In  1891  she  entered  Saint  Mary's 
and  in  June,  1892,  received  her  diploma  at  the  hands  of 
the  much  loved  "Mr.  Bennett"  Smedes. 

May  Hill  served  for  a  number  of  years  most  faithfully 
and  efficiently  as  an  instructor  in  the  State  School  for  the 
Blind  in  Raleigh.  She  was  married  to  John  V.  Higham, 
a  very  successful  business  man  of  Raleigh,  and  their  life 
in  their  beautiful  suburban  home  was  ideal  in  their  affec- 
tionate congeniality  and  in  its  charm  of  surroundings  and 
open-hand  hospitality. 

A  devout  ehurehwoman,  prominent  in  all  the  activities 
of  Christ  Church,  Mrs.  Higham  yet  set  no  bound  to  her 
all-embracing  charity  and  generosity.  Her  ear  was  never 
turned  from  any  appeal  from  the  humble  and  needy.  She 
was  profoundly  interested  in  all  the  cultural  activities 
of  Raleigh  and  the.  State,  and  she  gave  freely  of  her  means 
and  personal  services  to  each. 
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Of  all  her  associations,  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that 
she  loved  Saint  Mary's  best.  With  pride  and  devotion 
she  served  as  Vice-President  of  the  General  Alumnae 
Association  in  1926-27  and  1933-41 ;  as  President,  1927-29 ; 
and  as  a  member  of  the  Alumnae  Council,  1929-33 ;  a 
record  of  service  almost  unparalleled  in  length. and  con- 
tinuity. It  may  well  be  doubted  if  any  other  alumna  has 
ever  known  Saint  Mary's  as  thoroughly  as  she.  Certainly 
no  one  ever  brought  to  its  service  a  deeper  consecration 
of  every  faculty  of  mind  and  heart. 

The  stark  tragedy  of  her  passing  from  this  life  has 
overwhelmed  the  hosts  of  friends  who  counted  their  ac- 
quaintanceship with  her  as  one  of  their  great  privileges. 
They  can  only  bow  in  submission  to  the  will  of  Him  who 
doth  not  willingly  grieve  or  afflict  the  children  of  men. 

Verily,  May  Hill  Davis  Higham  doth  rest  from  her 
labors,  and  her  works  do  follow  her. 


CAROLINE  HAUGHTON  IHRIE  POU 

Mrs.  Caroline  Haughton  Ihrie  Pou,  '79,  died  in  Raleigh 
on  April  4,  following  an  illness  of  almost  a  year.  She 
was  the  widow  of  Edward  William  Pou.  who  was  one 
time  dean  of  the  House  of  Representatives. 

Mrs.  Pou  was  born  in  Smithfield  in  1863,  and  came  to 
Saint  Mary's  at  the  age  of  fifteen.  Here  she  majored  in 
art  and  music.  Mrs.  Pou's  father.  Colonel  Ross  R.  Ihrie, 
wrote  to  her  at  Saint  Mary's  in  December.  1878,  and  con- 
gratulated her  on  the  "success  of  your  operetta,"  and 
regretted  his  inability  to  be  present. 

Mrs.  Pou  moved  from  Smithfield  to  Washington  in  1901 
when  her  husband  was  elected  a  Democratic  Representa- 
tive from  North  Carolina.  When  he  died  in  1932,  she 
returned  to  Smithfield  to  live. 

She  was  a  member  of  the  Colonial  Dames  Society,  the 
Daughters  of  the  American  Revolution,  the  United  Daugh- 
ters of  the  Confederacy,  and  the  Congressional  Club. 

Mrs.  Carrie  Ihrie  Pou's  daughter,  Margaret  Pou  Par- 
ham,  '20,  and  granddaughter,  Margaret  Pou  Moran,  '45, 
are  graduates  of  Saint  Mary's. 


I  DREAD  GOOD-BYE 

By  Makia  Gregory,  '45 

Loving  now  all  this,  at  future  fears  I  cry, 
Seeing,  knowing  all  we  have  today, 
Knowing  too  that  all  must  pass  on  by. 
And  we  alone  will  see  our  new  dismay — 
Without  the  friendly  nights  we  saw  the  moon 
Then  climbing  the  sky  in  calm  and  quiet  peace, 
Then  setting  for  the  golden  dawn  too  soon. 
Without  the  happy  moments  we  must  cease 
To  share  together  free  from  all  our  fears — 
And  have  to  plan  alone  and  think  of  dreams, 
And  start  to  wait  in  minutes  quite  sincere, 
When  longing  overpow'rs  all,  it  seems. 

Loving  now  all  this.  I  dread  good-bye; 

For  dreams  may  end  and  hopes  can  surely  die. 


This  poem,  which,  first  appeared  in  the  March  issue  of  the 
Bulletin,  won  second  place  in  the  Sigma  Lambda-E.  A.  P. 
literary  societies'  annual  contest. 


Martha  Byrd   (Spruill)   Porter 

Martha  Byrd  Spruill  Porter,  '11,  of  Richmond,  whose 
new  book,  Straight  Down  a  Crooked  Lane,  is  now  in  its 
third  printing.  In  her  book  Mrs.  Porter  recaptures  the 
days  of  her  youth,  with  a  desire  to  point  out  to  the  young 
people  today  what  girlhood  was  like  at  a  leisurely  tempo. 
Straight  Down  a  Crooked  Lane  opens  at  Mrs.  Porter's 
home  in  North  Carolina  and  takes  her  through  the  long- 
stocking,  pleated-bloomer  days  at  Saint  Mary's.  After 
her  marriage  to  Dr.  William  Branch  Porter  at  eighteen 
she  went  to  North  Africa,  Italy,  Central  Europe,  Canada, 
South  America,  Mexico  and  England.  She  tells  very  de- 
lightfully of  her  travels  abroad  with  Dr.  Porter,  particu- 
larly through  England. 

In  a  recent  letter  to  Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire,  Mrs. 
Porter  wrote:  "I  should  like  to  say  that  it  makes  me 
proud  and  happy  to  see  the  girls  of  Saint  Mary's  in  each 
generation  carrying  on  the  splendid  tradition  and  influ- 
ence that  spells  Saint  Mary's.  My  husband  contends 
that  you  can  tell  a  Saint  Mary's  girl  anywhere  you  see 

her !"  

CHURCH  BELLS 
By  Sue  Tucker  Eason,  '47 
I  sat  in  a  church  alone, 

And  heard  the  church  bells  ring, 
And  in  that  hollow  heavenly  sound 
I  could  hear  God's  angels  sing. 

There  is  no  sound  can  take  its  place, 

No  ringing  can  compare ; 
If  you  listen  to  those  holy  bells 

You  will  feel  God's  presence  there. 
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Engagements 

Elizabeth  Ann  Christian,  '40,  of  Char- 
lotte, formerly  ol  Raleigh,  to  Charles  F. 
Goodno,  Staff  Sergeant,  Army  of  the 
United  States,  of  Raleigh.  Sergeant 
Goodno  is  serving  in  the  European 
Theatre. 

Elizabeth  Idles  Edwards,  '4  3,  of  Tar- 
boro,  to  Robert  McNair,  of  Tarboro. 

Margaret  Anne  Gregory,  ex  '42  (H.  S.) , 
of  Raleigh,  to  Edward  Calhoun  Suhling, 
United  States  Marine  Corps  Reserve,  of 
Lynchburg,  Virginia. 

Betty  Ruth  Windes,  '44.  of  Raleigh,  to 
Thomas  Gray  Willis,  Aviation  Cadet, 
United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Raleigh. 
The  wedding  will  take  place  this  summer. 


Weddings 


Fannie  Bryan  Aiken,  '27,  of  Bruns- 
wick, Georgia,  to  Thomas  Edward  Kee- 
gan,  on  Saturday,  April  7,  in  the  Church 
of  the  Transfiguration,  New  York  City. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Keegan  are  at  home  at 
Hotel  Mewrice,  Apt.  3-D,  145  West  5Sth 
St.,  New  York  City. 

Margaret  Little  Blount,  '41,  of  Bethel, 
to  Charles  Felix  Harvey,  III,  Lieutenant 
(jg).  United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of 
Kinston,  on  Saturday,  March  24,  at  six 
o'clock,  in  Bethel  Methodist  Church, 
Bethel.  Mrs.  Albert  Borden,  Jr.  (Eliza- 
beth Toepleman,  '41),  and  Mrs.  Robert 
Black  (Jane  Forbes,  ex  '40,  Bus.)  were 
matrons-of-honor,  and  Myrtilla  Harvey, 
ex  '42,  H.  S.,  was  maid-of-honor. 

Elvira  Young  Cheatham,  '41,  of  Hen- 
derson, to  John  Meredith  Jones,  Jr.,  En- 
sign, United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of 
Edenton,  at  high  noon  on  Saturday,  May 
26,  at  the  Church  of  Holy  Innocents, 
Henderson.  Ensign  Jones  is  stationed  at 
Little  Creek,  Virginia. 

Sarah  Nelson  Dawson,  '43,  of  Cramer- 
ton,  to  John  William  Davis,  Ensign, 
United  States  Naval  Air  Corps,  of  Hen- 
derson, on  Saturday,  May  12,  at  4:45 
o'clock,  in  Saint  Mark's  Episcopal  Church, 
Gastonia.  Poncie  Dawson,  '46,  was  her 
sister's  maid-of-honor,  and  Mary  Ann 
Cooper,  '43,  Mary  Ann  Dixon,  '43,  Bitty 
Grimes,  '4  2  (H.  S.),  and  Betty  Thomson, 
ex  '43,  were  bridesmaids.  Ensign  and 
Mrs.  Davis  are  living  in  Atlanta,  Georgia, 
at  the  present  time. 

Caroline  Banks  Dial,  '43  (Bus),  of 
Columbia,  South  Carolina,  to  William 
Vincent  Davis,  Staff  Sergeant,  United 
States  Army  Air  Corps,  also  of  Columbia, 
on  Tuesday,  May  1,  at  noon.  Sergeant 
Davis  is  stationed  at  Kingman  Army  Air 
Base,  Arizona. 

Jane  Carlton  Evans,  '4  3,  of  Washing- 
ton, D.  C,  to  Dr.  Robert  Jackson  Wet- 
more,  of  Durham  and  Rochester,  New 
York,  in  All  Saints  Episcopal  Church, 
Chevy  Chase,  Maryland,  on  Friday,  May 
11.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Wetmore  will  make 
their  home  in  Rochester. 

Betty  Parrar,  '37,  of  Atlanta,  Georgia, 
formerly   of    Raleigh,    to    Bradford    Snow 


Milestones 


Tucker,  Captain,  Army  of  the  United 
States,  of  Daytona  Beach,  Florida,  on 
Saturday,  March  17,  at  5  o'clock,  in  All 
Saints  Church,  Atlanta,  Georgia.  Cap- 
tain Tucker  is  the  son  of  Mr.  A.  W. 
Tucker,  former  business  manager  of 
Saint  Mary's,  and  Mrs.  Tucker.  The 
couple  is  at  home  at  Riggins  Park,  R.  D. 
No.   6.  Macon,   Georgia. 

EHse  Ferguson,  ex  '4  5,  of  Clinton,  to 
Jack  Eoney  Dunn,  Ensign.  United  States 
Naval  Reserve,  also  of  Clinton,  and  Mo- 
bile, Alabama,  on  Saturday,  May  12,  in 
Graves   Presbyterian  Church,  Clinton. 

Louise  Toler  Gower,  '4  3  (H.  S.),  of 
Rocky  Mount,  to  William  Proctor  Great- 
house,  Ensign.  United  States  Naval  Re- 
serve, of  Rocky  Mount,  on  Wednesday, 
May  9,  in  the  First  Methodist  Church, 
Rocky  Mount.  Caroline  Long,  '45,  was 
maid-of-honor,  and  Virginia  Woodard,  ex 
'42  (H.  S. ) ,  was  a  bridesmaid.  Ensign 
Greathouse  is  temporarily  stationed  at 
Camp  Bradford,  Virginia. 

Margaret       Nikolson       Hamaker,       '3  8 

( Bus. ) ,  Private  First  Class,  United 
States  Marine  Corps  (W..R.),  of  Raleigh, 
to  Joseph  Baglio,  Sergeant,  United  States 
Marine  Corps,  of  Medford,  Massachusetts, 
on  Monday,  March  12,  at  12  o'clock,  at 
the  home  of  the  bride's  parents,  Raleigh. 
Sergeant  and  Mrs.  Baglio  are  both  sta- 
tioned  at  Cherry  Point. 

Mae  Krider  Hargrove,  ex  '30,  of  Rob- 
ersonville,  to  Henry  Herbert  Pope,  Staff 
Sergeant,  Army  of  the  United  States, 
also  of  Robersonville,  on  Wednesday, 
April  4,  at  the  home  of  the  bride's 
mother. 

Rebecca  Alexander  Hinsdale,  ex  '3  5. 
of  Burlington,  to  Frank  Peter  Kraus,  of 
Midland  Park,  New  Jersey,  on  Tuesday, 
April  10,  in  the  Episcopal  Church  of  the 
Holy  Comforter,  Burlington.  Mr.  Kraus 
is  a  native  of  Hronov.  Czechoslovakia, 
and  is  vice-president  of  the  Granite  Tex- 
tile Mills,   Inc.,   Midland,  New  Jersey. 

Elizabeth  Sniedes  Jones,  ex  '4  2,  of 
Charlotte,  to  Norman  R.  Boehmer,  Lieu- 
tenant, United  States  Army  Air  Corps,  of 
Chicago,  Illinois,  on  June  16,  in  Chicago. 

Nancy  Lewis,  ex  '32,  of  Mount  Airy, 
to  H.  Garland  Pendergraph.  of  Durham, 
on  Saturday,  March  3.  at  the  home  of  the 
bride's  parents. 

Virginia    Maxwell     Manning,     '40     (H. 

S.),  of  Spartanburg.  South  Carolina,  to 
John  Wills  Moses,  Lieutenant,  United 
States  Army,  of  Washington,  D.  C.  on 
Monday,  November  13,  at  7  o'clock,  in 
the  Church  of  the  Advent,  Spartanburg, 
South  Carolina.  Mildred  Lewis  Cleve- 
land, '40  (H.  S.),  was  the  maid-of-honor. 
Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Moses  are  at  home 
at  809  Arsenal  Avenue,  Fayetteville.  N.  C. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Nash,  '40,  of  Alexan- 
dria, Virginia,  to  Robert  Arthur  Farris, 
Lieutenant  (jg).  United  States  Naval  Re- 
serve, of  Wilson,  on  Saturday,  February 
24,  in  Wilson.  At  home:  16  West  Rose- 
mont  Avenue,  Alexandria.  Virginia. 

Carolyn  Darrach  Norton,  '40,  of  Blacks- 
burg.  Virginia,  to  John  Stubbs  Brush- 
wood, on  Saturday.  May  19,  at  Grace 
Church,  New  York  City. 


Virginia  Randolph  Pell,  '41  (Bus.), 
of  Chapel  Hill,  to  Aubrey  Mangura  Pick- 
ett, of  Durham,  on  Saturday,  April  28, 
at  5  o'clock,  in  the  University  Methodist 
Church,  Chapel  Hill.  At  home:  Carolina 
Inn.  Chapel  Hill. 

Frances  Hammond  Piatt,  ex  '34,  of 
Durham,  to  William  N.  J.  Gordon,  of 
Panama,  on  Wednesday,  April  18,  in  Bal- 
boa Union  Church,  Panama  City,  Pan- 
ama. Mrs.  Gordon  has  been  working  in 
Panama  for  the  past  year  with  the  15th 
Naval  District.  The  couple  is  at  home 
at  Las  Sabanas. 

Agnes  Granbery  San ford,  '38,  of  Mocks- 
ville,  to  Peter  Leary,  of  Washington, 
D.  C,  on  Thursday.  May  3,  at  4  o'clock, 
at  the  home  of  the  bride's  parents.  Mr. 
Leary  is  a  reporter  on  the  Washington 
Post.  At  home:  5741  Colorado  Avenue, 
Washington,  D.   C. 

Margaret  Gold  Swindell,  '41,  of  Wil- 
son, to  Morgan  Paul  Dickerman,  II,  Lieu- 
tenant (jg),  United  States  Naval  Reserve, 
of  Wallingford,  Connecticut,  on  Satur- 
day, April  28,  at  8:30  o'clock,  in  Saint 
Timothy's  Episcopal  Church,  Wilson.  The 
couple  is  in  San  Francisco,  where  Lieu- 
tenant Dickerman  is  stationed. 

Jane  Allensworth  Taylor,  '43,  of  Hen- 
derson, to  Daniel  Howard  Wolfe.  Jr., 
Lieutenant,  United  States  Marine  Corps 
Reserve,  of  Charlotte,  on  Thursday, 
April  26,  in  the  First  Presbyterian 
Church,  Lynchburg.  Virginia.  At  home: 
174   Burwell  Avenue,  Henderson. 

Barbara  Jane  Thomas,  '44  (Bus.),  of 
Raleigh,  to  Winifred  Parker  Taylor, 
Private  First  Class,  Army  of  the  United 
States,  of  Woodland,  on  Saturday,  May 
26,  at  4:30  o'clock,  in  the  Saint  Mary's 
School  Chapel,  Raleigh. 

Trances  Thornton,  ex  '44,  of  Wilming- 
ton, to  Bryan  Broadfoot,  in  May. 

Osey  Carolyn  Wheatley,  '40,  of  Beau- 
fort, to  Paul  Edward  Davidson,  Lieuten- 
ant, United  States  Marine  Corps  Reserve, 
of  Birmingham,  Alabama,  on  Saturday, 
April  28,  in  Saint  Paul's  Episcopal 
Church.  Peaufort.  Carolyn  Stenhouse, 
'4  0    (Bus),  was  one   of  the   bridesmaids. 

Florence  Withers,  '39  (Bus.),  of  Gas- 
tonia, to  Robert  Steven  Reinhardt,  Jr., 
Captain,  United  States  Marine  Corps  Re- 
serve, on  Sunday,  March  4,  at  5:30 
o'clock,  in  Saint  Mark's  Episcopal 
Church,  Gastonia.  Captain  Reinhardt 
has  recently  returned  from  the  Pacific 
where  he  served  with  the  2  2nd  Marine 
Regiment  for  thirty  months. 


Births 

A  son,  Robert  Parks,  to  Lieutenant 
and  Mrs.  Stewart  Alexander,  of  Durham, 
on  February  13.  Mrs.  Alexander  is  the 
former  Jane  Cowan,   ex   '42,   of   Durham. 

A  daughter,  Jeannette  Dare,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Victor  Anderson,  of 
Dunn,  in  April.  Mrs.  Anderson  is  the 
former   Daisy  Deane  Tart,   '41,   of  Dunn. 

A  daughter,  Dana  Moore,  to  Lieuten- 
ant   and    Mrs.    Daniel    Douglas  Arden,    of 
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Raleigh,   on   March   2.     Mrs.   Arden   was 
Mary  Lily  Moore,   '3  9.  of  Raleigh. 

A  son,  to  Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  James 
Hector  Clark,  of  Rockingham,  on  May 
22.  Mrs.  Clark  was  Nora  Dicks,  '40,  of 
Rockingham. 

A  daughter,  Susan,  to  Lieutenant  and 
Mrs.  Colby  Richmond  Easterbrooks.  of 
Raleigh  and  Dunn,  on  May  15.  Mrs. 
Easterbrooks  is  the  former  Virginia 
Leggett  Smith,  '3  9,  of  Dunn.  Lieuten- 
ant Easterbrooks  is  on  duty  in  the  Pa- 
cific now. 

A  son,  Richard  Tyler,  Jr.,  to  Lieuten- 
ant and  Mrs.  Richard  Tyler  Edmondson. 
on  April  25.  Mrs.  Edmondson  is  the 
former  Olivia  Root,  '3  6,  of  Raleigh.  Lieu- 
tenant Edmondson  is  stationed  with  Pa- 
cific Fleet  Headquarters,  Guam. 

A  daughter,  Stella  Caroline,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Dean  Edwards,  of  Jacksonville, 
Alabama,  on  April  4.  Mrs.  Edwards,  the 
former  Caroline  Harris,  taught  art  at 
Saint  Mary's  from  1932-41. 

A  son.  Thornton  Patton,  Jr.,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  T.  P.  Gholson,  of  Henderson,  on 
April  27.  Mrs.  Gholson  is  the  former 
Annie   Hubert  Lamb,   '27.    of  Henderson. 

A  daughter.  Harriet  Kitchin.  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Charles  Gilliam,  of  Vir- 
ginia Beach,  Virginia,  on  February  25. 
Mrs.  Gilliam  was  Margaret  Hodges 
Kitchin,  '41,  of  Scotland  Neck. 

A  daughter.  Ann  Eloise.  to  Lieutenant 
and  Mrs.  Charles  Heineman,  of  Albany, 
Georgia,  on  March  31.  Mrs.  Heineman 
is  the  former  Eloise  Champion,  '40,  of 
Albany.  Georgia. 

A  daughter,  Frances  Lydia,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  John  Devereaux  Joslin, 
of  Washington.  D.  C,  on  April  3.  Mrs. 
Joslin  is  the  former  Jacqueline  Stager, 
'39    (Bus.),  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter.  Carol  Anderson,  to  Lieu- 
tenant Commander  and  Mrs.  Dudley  W. 
King,  of  Chapel  Hill,  on  April  25.  Mrs. 
King  was  Marie  Lawrence,  '3  5.  of  Chapel 
Hill. 

A  daughter,  to  Captain  and  Mrs.  Peter 
Edward    Lavin,    of    Raleigh,   on    May    2  4. 


Mrs.  Lavin  is  the  former  Ida  Hassell 
Bailey,  '34,  of  Raleigh.  Captain  Lavin  is 
recuperating  from  wounds  received  in 
Italy  and  will  be  home  this  summer. 

Twin  daughters,  to  Lieutenant  and 
Mrs.  Mark  G.  Lynch,  of  Ottumwa,  Iowa, 
on  May  2.  Mrs.  Lynch  was  Elizabeth 
Park,  '32.  of  Raleigh.  Lieutenant  Lynch 
is  a  Navy  flight  instructor. 

A  son,  Benjamin  Franklin,  Jr..  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Ben  Park,  of  Raleigh. 
Mrs.  Park  is  the  former  Charlotte  Miller, 
'40.  of  Raleigh.  Lieutenant  Park  is  in 
the  Marine  Corps  and  is  serving  in  the 
Pacific  theatre  at  the  present  time. 

A  son,  Richard  G.,  Jr.,  to  Lieutenant 
and  Mrs.  Richard  G.  Rassmussen,  of  New 
York  City,  on  March  4.  Mrs.  Rassmus- 
sen is  the  former  Virginia  Poster,  ex  '39, 
of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  to  Lieutenant  and  Mrs. 
Vermont  C.  Royster,  of  New  Bern.  Mrs. 
Royster  is  the  former  Frances  Claypool, 
'33.  of  New  Bern. 

A  son,  to  Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  G.  W. 
Sandvig,  of  Warrenton,  Florida,  on  April 
14.  Mrs.  Sandvig  is  the  former  Phyllis 
Gatling,  '40,  of  Windsor. 

A  daughter,  Mary  Lucinda,  to  Captain 
and  Mrs.  Samuel  Maurice  Schwartz,  of 
Greensboro,  on  April  24.  Mrs.  Schwartz 
is  the  former  Lucile  Mitchell,  ex  '41,  of 
Greensboro. 

A  son,  Everett  Paine.  Jr..  to  Captain 
and  Mrs.  Everett  Paine  Walkley,  of 
Dunn,  on  March  16.  Mrs.  Walkley  is  the 
former  Rebecca  Pagan  Davis,  '3  7,  of 
Dunn.  Captain  Walkley  is  serving  in  the 
European  Theater. 

A  son.  Peter  Pescud,  Jr.,  to  Lieutenant 
and  Mrs.  Peter  Pescud  Williams,  of  War- 
renton, on  March  29.  Mrs.  Williams  is 
the  former  Ruth  Mason  Long,  '36.  of 
Warrenton.  The  Williams'  have  a  daugh- 
ter, Isabella  Pescud,  who  is  two  years 
old. 

A  son.  Paul.  Ill,  to  Lieutenant  and 
Mrs.  Paul  Wright.  Jr.,  of  Winston-Salem, 
on  May  7.  Mrs.  Wright  is  the  former 
Melba  (haniblee,  '33,  of  Zebulon. 


Deaths 


Mrs.  Dwight  Fisher  Evans,  of  Lynch- 
burg, Virginia  (nee  Virginia  Payne  Se- 
brell,  '26,  of  Lynchburg,  Virginia),  in 
June,  1944. 

Mrs.    J.    V.    Higham,    of    Raleigh    (neel 
May  Hill  Davis,   '9  2,    of  Warrenton),   on 
April  1. 

Mrs.  William  Snow  Hayes,  of  Jackson- 
ville, Florida  (nee  Betty  Gwyn  Weaver, 
ex  '38,  of  Archdale.  N.  C,  on  February 
22,  at  Bowman  Gray  Hospital,  Winston- 
Salem,  of  a  rare  disease — purpura. 

Mrs.  Edward  W.  Pou,  of  Smithfield 
(see  Caroline  Hanghton  Ihrie,  '79,  of 
Pittsboro),  on  April  4. 


ACROSS  MY  DESK 

(Continued  from  Page  37) 
.  .  .  Sue  Milliken  McMullen,  ex  '42,  at- 
tended art  school  for  two  years  in  New 
York  City,  worked  in  interior  display  at 
Macy's.  and  is  now  layout  artist  for 
Montgomery  Ward.  .  .  .  Betty  Wright 
Dabney,  '38,  has  moved  with  her  husband 
and  daughter  to  Milan,  Tennessee.  Mr. 
Dabney  is  with  Proctor  and  Gamble  Co. 
.  .  .  Betsy  Fox,  ex  '4  2  (H.  S.).  is  studying 
architecture  at  the  University  of  Pennsyl- 
vania. .  .  .  Maria  Legg,  '44,  is  president  of 
her  sorority  at  the  University  of  Kentucky 
next  year.  .  .  .  Dortohy  Bnnn  Stuart's, 
'4  2,  husband  has  recently  been  promoted 
to  lieutenant  (jg).  He  is  with  the  Navy 
amphibious  forces  in  Hawaii. 


CLASS  OP  '45 
(Continued  from  Page  1) 
Saint  Mary's  has  many  plans  for  the 
future.  This  we  all  know.  We  want  to 
show  appreciation  for  such  things  as  a 
small  chapel,  a  laughing  and  sincere  spirit 
of  S.M.S.  We  hope  our  daughters  may 
come  to  Saint  Mary's.  And  if  they  do,  im- 
provements in  buildings  and  grounds  will 
make  a  better  school  for  them. 

Enthusiasm    does    dwindle,    hut    here's    a 
bet  that  ours  will  stand  the  years. 

S.  E.  M. 
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SAINT  MARY'S 

IS  DOING  THINGS! 


Keep  in  Touch  With  the  School 
and  the  Alumnae 


SEND  YOUR  MEMBERSHIP  DUES  TO 

PEGGY  HOPKINS,  Alumnae  Secretary 
Saint  Mary's  School,  Raleigh,  N.  C 

and  continue  to  receive  the  NEW  Bulletin 


Dues  $2.00  Per  Year 
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Saint  Mary's  School  BULLETIN 


December,  1945 


RALEIGH,  NORTH  CAROLINA 


Volume  35,  No.  I 


A  PROMISE 

This  is  the  first  edition  of  the  new 
Bulletin  for  1945-46.  Last  year  the  Bulle- 
tin changed  its  color  and  size  and  arrange- 
ment of  articles,  and  this  plan  was  found 
so  satisfactory  that  it  is  being  continued 
this  year. 

All  student  material  within  the  covers 
is,  of  course,  new.  The  members  of  the 
staff  for  this  year  have  done  remarkably 
well,  not  only  in  their  articles,  but  also  in 
the  co-operation  which  they  have  already 
made  apparent.  The  talent,  initiative,  and 
ingenuity  of  these  girls  is  outstanding  and 
promise  future  material  equally  as  good 
as  that  appearing  in  this  issue. 

We  hope  that  the  Bulletin  for  this  year 
will  show  as  much  progress  as  the  one  of 
the  year  just  past.  We'll  all  be  working 
hard  to  make  that  wish  a  reality ;  there- 
fore you,  the  readers,  have  'our  promise 
of  work  done  as  well  as  possible  and  time 
spent  earnestly  on  this  and  the  two  fol- 
lowing issues  in  the  hope  that  you  will  be 
satisfied.  We  sincerely  hope  that  you  will 
appreciate   this  promise. 

M.  B.  P. 

THE    PROCESS    OP    LIVING    IN    A 
NATION    AT   PEACE 

America  holds  in  her  hand  once  again  the 
power  of  peace.  She  has  risen  this  time 
from  her  trial  by  fire  the  greatest  nation 
in  the  world,  but  if  she  has  not  been  washed 
clean  of  hate,  the  peace  cannot  last. 
'  America  is  her  people.  Her  fate  rests  in 
the  hands  of  the  little  man.  Certainly,  she 
is  led  by  executives  and  capitalists,  but  we 
and  135,000,000  more  who  are  no  more  im- 
portant than  we  can  make  a  lasting  peace 
America's  brightest  heritage. 

One  can  begin,  in  his  own  life,  to  make 
co-operation  with  his  neighbors  and  honesty 
with  himself  supremely  important.  At 
Saint  Mary's  we  are  putting  the  funda- 
mentals of  democracy,  on  a  tiny  scale,  to 
work  in  our  own  student  government.  It 
is  inspiring  that  we  are  to  be  the  mothers 
and  civic  leaders — perhaps  the  congress- 
women  and  writers — of  tomorrow,  and  to- 
morrow is  not  so  far  away.  I  wonder  if 
we  shall  leave  for  the  generation  after  us 
the  awful  mess  that  was  left  to  us. 

Some  of  us  did  not  realize  the  full  sig- 
nificance of  World  War  II  at  its  beginning. 
At  thirteen  or  fourteen  one  is  apt  to  be 
unimpressed  even  by  events  that  could  have 
led  to  the  destruction  of  civilized  peoples. 
Sometimes  we  have  to  grow  up,  and  stark 
horror  has  to  come  terribly  close  to  make 
a  lasting  imprint  on  the  mind.  We  must 
not  forget  too  soon. 

No  matter  how  hard  we  work  to  preserve 
the  peace,  a  thousand  forces  of  evil  will 
always  lie  striving  to  destroy  it.  Perhaps, 
by  undergoing  a  great  trial,  we  have  learned 
to  control  these  forces.  It  has  been  said 
that  "Evil  gives  a  man  a  chance  to  share 
in  creation."  We  surely  have  the  chance, 
and  if  we  can  use  it  wisely,  "All  the  glory, 
all  the  power  shall  be  as  chaff  within  the 
hand." 

M.  G.  W. 
APOLOGY 

Because  of  unavoidable  circumstances 
this  issue  of  the  Bulletin  is  two  months 
late.  We  wish  to  apologize  to  the  alumnae 
for  this  delay.  In  the  future  the  Bulletin 
will  be  published  and  distributed  on  time. 

M.  B.  P. 


Editor 


Maky  Bull  Plnckney 


The  Bulletin  is  issued  five  times  a 
year  by  the  students  of  Saint  Mary's 
School  in  the  interest  of  the  alumnae  and 
the  school. 

Articles  of  interest  to  students  and 
alumnae  are  requested.  Address  commu- 
nications to  Saint  Mary's  School  Bul- 
letin, Saint  Mary's  School,  Raleigh, 
North  Carolina. 

Entered  July  3,  1905,  at  Raleigh, 
North  Carolina,  as  second-class  matter 
under  Act  of  Congress  of  July  16,  1S94. 
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1945  CLASS   PICTURES 

Anyone  wishing  to  buy  pictures  of 
either  the  graduating  Senior  or  Sopho- 
more classes  as  presented  on  the  inside 
covers  of  this  issue  will  please  address 
Saint  Mary's  School  Bulletin,  Raleigh, 
N.  C.  The  price  is  $1.00  for  a  picture  eight 
by  ten  inches. 


WHAT   I   CONSIDER  A   GOOD 
EDUCATION 

The  primary  purpose  of  an  education  as 
I  see  it  is  to  enable  a  person  to  adapt  Him- 
self to  the  world  in  which  he  lives  and  get 
the  most  out  of  it.  An  education  gives  all 
individuals  the  opportunity  to  profit  by  the 
experiences  and  discoveries  of  others,  to 
make  the  most  of  his  own  capabilities,  and 
to  recognize  and  appreciate  the  worth- 
while. 

In  the  first  place,  an  education  must  fa- 
miliarize the  individual  with  the  nature  of 
the  world  in  which  he  functions.  This 
doesn't  mean  only  a  knowledge  of  the  bio- 
logical laws  which  enable  one  to  make  full 
use  of  our  instrument  of  living,  the  body. 
This  type  of  learning  begins  with  our  first 
breath,  for  who  can  remember  when  he 
first  put  his  hand  to  flame  and  learned  that 
it  would  burn.  However,  this  phase  of 
education  covers  a  much  wider  field. 
Through  our  own  experiences  and  the  ex- 
periences of  others  recorded  in  literature, 
we  learn  the  laws  of  human  behavior,  of 
moral  justice,  and  of  cause  and  effect.  In 
other  words,  a  good  education  will  clarify 
as  much  as  possible  the  structure  of  life. 

While  in  the  process  of  pursuing  this 
first  element  of  education,  if  the  pursuit 
is  well  organized  and  thorough,  we  can 
begin  to  accumulate  the  second  element. 
This  second  element  is  the  development  and 
polishing  of  one's  facilities  to  cope  wTith 
this  life  one  is  learning  about.  This  process 
involves  the  training  of  the  mind  and  char- 
acter to  respond  in  the  most  advantageous 
manner  at  the  proper  time.  One  cannot 
acquire  this  proficiency  by  attempting  to 
make  a  study  of  it  and  yet  one  cannot  ac- 
quire it.  without  study.  For  example,  a 
soldier  cannot  sit  clown  and  study  in  detail 
each  situation  he  will  be  faced  with  under 
tire,  but  he  can  through  studying  train  him- 
self to  he  alert,  to  be  logical,  and  to  be 
master  of  what  may  arise. 

The  third  element  furnishes  the  reason 
for  pursuing  the  other  two :  for  it  makes 
that  which  we  gain  through  them  wrorth  the 
struggle.  Conquering  the  world  is  of  no 
value  if  one  cannot  appreciate  what  one  has 
gained.  Therefore,  lastly,  education  should 
give  one  a  set  of  values  in  order  to  know 
what  goal  is  worth  the  race.  This  provides 
one  with  an  enjoyment  of  appreciated 
beauty,  a  knowledge  of  true  worth,  and  the 
inspiration  of  high  ideals.  A  person  with- 
out an  appreciation  of  true  values  would 
be  like  the  natives  of  Africa  who  cursed 
their  sticky,  blue  mud  because  it  was  no 
good  for  pottery,  since  it  was  full  of  hard 
stones.  It  meant  nothing  to  them  that  these 
stones  contained  diamonds. 

E.  P.  R. 

THE  COVER 

On  the  cover  of  this  issue  of  the  Bulletin 
is  a  side  view  of  the  porch  of  Smedes  Hall. 
It  is  an  excellent  picture  of  the  front  of  the 
main  building  with  its  tall  white  columns, 
its  vines  and  shrubbery  covering  Smedes. 
and  the  cross  atop  the  roof.  The  details  of 
the  picture  are  very  clear  and  accurate: 
and  the  shadows  across  the  porch  add  dig- 
nity to  the  whole  scene. 

M.  B.  P. 


Saint  Mary's  School1, 
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Roger  Gant  Donates  $40,000  To  Saint  Mary's 


The  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund  has  received  a  gift 
of  $40,000  from  Rogert  Gant,  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
the  Holy  Comforter,  Burlington,  Bishop  Edwin  A.  Peniek, 
chairman  of  the  board  of  trustees  of  Saint  Mary's  School, 
announced  a  few  days  ago. 

Two  years  ago  Mr.  Gant  gave  $2,000  to  the  Centennial 
Fund  in  the  names  of  his  two  daughters,  Erwin  and 
Catherine,  who  attended  Saint  Mary's  School. 

Mr.  Gant,  who  expressed  a  hope  that  the  $42,000  he 
had  given  could  be  used  in  the  erection  of  a  building,  will 


be  further  consulted  by  school  authorities  as  to  his  wishes, 
it  was  learned. 

This  gift  of  $40,000  is  considered  larger  than  any  other 
single  gift  so  far  contributed  to  the  Saint  Mary's  Cen- 
tennial Fund. 

In  commenting  on  Mr.  Gant's  gift,  Bishop  Peniek  said, 
"I  earnestly  believe  that  such  a  magnificent  contribution 
as  this  will  quicken  the  interest  and  generosity  of  other 
benefactors  of  Saint  Mary's  School  within  the  owning 
Carolina  dioceses." 


Proposed  Improvements 

By  E.  F.  Stoughton 


"While  the  preliminary  planning  for  proposed  improve- 
ments here  at  Saint  Mary's  on  the  campus  and  buildings 
is  being  undertaken,  as  yet  no  actual  work  has  been  begun. 

The  Executive  Committee  of  the  Board  of  Trustees  has 
appointed  a  Planning  Committee  of  eight  members,  and 
this  committee  has  been  authorized  to  proceed  with  three 
of  the  most  necessary  improvements. 

At  a  meeting  held  on  August  28,  1945,  three  sub-com- 
mittees were  established  to  study  and  advise  in  special 
phases  of  the  program: 

1  Engineering 

2  Landscape  and  Grounds 

3  Buildings  and  Equipment 

The  Engineering  Committee  will  assume  responsibility 
for  the  new  heating  plant  project  and  will  consult  with 
other  committees  on  problems  of  an  engineering  nature. 
The  Landscape  and  Grounds  Committee  will  direct  all 
projects  related  to  exterior  developments  and  the  Build- 
ings and  Equipment  Committee  will  deal  with  problems 
relating  to  the  construction  of  new  buildings  and  pur- 
chase of  equipment. 

In  order  to  proceed  immediately  with  certain  projects, 
the  Engineering  Committee  has  secured  estimates  of  the 
cost  of  a  new  boiler  plant  which  will  require  a  greater 
investment  than  any  other  one  project.  Construction  is 
beginning  on  this  immediately. 

The  Landscaping  and  Grounds  Committee  has  secured 
detailed  drawings  and  estimates  for  the  development  of 


the  front  campus.  The  plans  contemplate  construction  of 
a  wall,  at  the  edge  of  the  front  campus,  and  a  gateway,  at 
the  entrance  to  the  new  front  drive ;  restoration  of  the 
Summer  House ;  relocating  and  surfacing  the  roadways 
and  planting  in  front  of  the  Main  Building.  Details  are 
now  available  and  it  is  the  hope  of  the  committee  that 
some  of  the  actual  work  can  be  started  within  the  next 
two  or  three  months.  A  sketch  appears  on  the  back  cover^ 
The  Buildings  and  Equipment  Committee  has  drawn  up 
specifications  for  remodeling  the  kitchen  and  has  placed 
orders  for  new  electric  equipment.  The  installation  is 
scheduled  for  next  summer. 

Members  of  the  Planning  Committee  are : 
Rt.  Rev.  Edwin  A.  Peniek,  Chairman 

Engineering : 

Col.  J.  W.  Harrelson,  Chairman 
Mr.  James  M.  Peden 

Landscaping  and  Grounds : 

Mr.  Charles  A.  Tucker,  Chairman 
Mrs.  Frank  Graham 

Building  and  Equipment : 

Mr.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire,  Chairman 
Mrs.  C.  C.  Dawson 
Dr.  A.  W.  Tucker 
Mr.  W.  H.  Ruffin 


INFATUATION 

By  Myka  Welsh,  '47 

I  window-shopped  with  you,  my  love, 

Along  the  street  of  dreams. 

We  planned  to  buy  a  string  of 

Stars  and  gossamer  moonbeams  ; 

We  touched  the  eternal  softness 

Of  velvet-covered  night; 

We  found  a  shining  moment 

In  a  fading  autumn  light. 

We  wanted  to  recapture  spring, 

Sparkling  laughter,  such, 

But  when  we  asked  the  price  of  them, 

We  found  it  was  too  much. 


UNSPOKEN  PRAYER 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '49 

Oh  still  water,  cool  and  deep, 
Wrap  me  in  eternal  sleep. 
Take  me  from  this  vain  world's  charms 
To  nestle  in  thy  dulcet  arms. 
Let  me  never  see  the  dazzling  sky 
But  in  thy  still  bosom  let  me  lie. 
I  have  failed  life's  hardest  test. 
Let  me  know  thy  untroubled  rest. 
Oh  still  water,  cool  and  deep, 
Wrap  me  in  eternal  sleep. 


December,  1945 


The  Blue  Jeans  That  Were  Never  Worn 

For  once  Marilyn's  luck  was  good.    If  it  hadn't  been, 
she  would  never  have  discovered  one  of  Mel's  odd  dislikes. 

By  Charlotte  Hoffman,  '46 


Marilyn  came  sailing  in  the  back  door,  flung  the  car 
ke3's  on  the  kitchen  table,  and  made  a  dash  for  the  tele- 
phone in  the  hall.  A  breathless  pause,  then,  "Mel !  Hi 
ya!"  She  plopped  a  package  down  on  the  chair  and 
promptly  perched  on  the  corner  of  the  hall  table. 

"Uh  huh.  I  just  came  in  when  the  phone  was  ringing. 
No,  not  downtown.  I  just  drove  over  to  the  cleaners." 
Her  blue  e3res  sparkled. 

"Got  my  blue  jeans  for  the  hayride  Saturday  night. 
What?  I  won't  be  needing  them?  Postponed  the  hay- 
.  ride?"  She  picked  up  the  package  from  the  chair  and 
slowly  sat  down. 

"Not  really !  It  would  have  been  so  much  fun."  Lynn 
was  thoughtfully  tracing  a  rather  elaborate  Sigma  Chi 
on  the  tiny  telephone  pad.  "What?  Oh,  sure;  dancing 
will  be  fine.  At  the  frathouse?  Okay.  I'll  be  ready  for 
supper  at  six.    See  you  then." 

Marilyn  let  the  receiver  click  into  place  and  got  im- 
patiently to  her  feet.  "What  luck !  You  might  know 
something  like  that  would  happen." 

She  picked  the  jeans  up  from  the  table  then  let  them 
drop  again  and  wandered  into  the  living  room.  She 
crossed  over  to  the  full-length  window  and  stood  watching 
the  shadows  lengthening  on  the  grass. 

"What  now?  Saturday  will  be  my  last  date  with  Mel 
before  I  leave  for  school,  and  it  just  has  to  count.  I  was 
counting  on  that  hayride  to  compete  with  Mallie,  to  show 
Mel  I  can  be  the  outdoor  type,  too."  Lynn  was  sure  that 
was  what  Mel  wanted  in  his  girl. 

She  sat  down  at  the  piano  and  softly  played  a  few  notes. 
If  only  she  knew  where  she  stood  with  Mel.  The  quiet- 
ness and  fading  half-light  drifted  about  the  piano,  and 
Marilyn  slid  into  a  familiar  chord  pattern,  "The  Sweet- 
heart of  Sigma  Chi." 

Funny,  but  this  piece  was  the  only  thing  she  and  Mel 
really  shared  with  one  another.  One  night  he  had  made 
a  teasing  remark  about  the  "blue  of  her  eyes  and  the  gold 
of  her  hair,"  but  that  was  all.  No  hint  that  she  meant 
an}'thing  special  to  him,  or  that  she  would  see  him  when 
she  came  home  Christmas. 

She  fumbled,  hit  a  wrong  note,  and  the  music  ended 
abruptly. 

There  was  the  sound  of  a  footstep  behind  her  and  then 
a  voice,  "Hey,  Sis,  what  are  you  doing  in  here  in  the 
dark?" 

Marilyn  jumped,  startled,  then  in  an  offended  tone,  "I 
don't  need  to  see  to  play  the  piano,  thank  jTou." 

Her  older  sister  snapped  on  a  table  lamp  and  picked  up 
the  latest  Life.  Settled  in  a  deep  chair,  Jane  flipped 
through  the  first  few  pages. 

"And  just  what  is  your  latest  weighty  problem,  my 
little  sister?  That  wasn't  the  most  cheerful  greeting  I've 
ever  received." 

"Oh,  I'm  sorry  I  snapped  at  you,  Sis,  but  the  Sigma 
Chi's  called  off  the  hayride  Saturday  night.  I  can't  pos- 
sibly be  another  Mallie  and  impress  Mel  now.    In  the  blue 


jeans  maybe  I  could  have  but  not  in  an  ordinary  skirt  and 
sweater,  not  on  this  last  date." 

"Well,  pardon  my  being  so  ignorant,  Lynn,  but  just 
who  is  Mallie?" 

An  impatient  chord  from  the  piano,  then,  "The  girl 
that  Mel's  been  dating,  of  course.    My  big  competition!" 

Jane  looked  up  from  her  magazine.  "Your  big  com- 
petition? But  why  do  yon  want  to  be  like  her?  That's 
not  being  much  competition." 

A  puzzled  look  came  over  Marilyn's  face.  "But  that's 
the  kind  of  girl  Mel  likes,  Sis.  You  know  how  active  he  is 
in  sports  over  at  the  university." 

"You  could  have  Mel  typed  wrong,  you  know,  Lynn." 

The  younger  girl  ignored  the  remark  and  continued. 
"I  guess  I  could  go  ahead  and  wear  my  jeans,  but  with 
my  luck  everyone  else  would  turn  out  dressed  to  kill." 
She  gave  a  resigned  sigh.  "I'll  just  have  to  settle  for  a 
skirt  and  sweater  and  hope  that  Mallie  isn't  at  her  best 
Saturda}'  night." 

Jane  said  nothing,  only  smiled  slightly.  The  slick  pages 
of  Life  whispered  softly. 

At  six  o'clock  Saturday  night,  the  doorbell  rang  and 
Lynn  hurried  down  the  curving  stairway.  "I'll  get  it, 
Mother.  I  think  it's  Mel."  She  opened  the  front  door  to 
greet  him. 

"Hi  ya,  Lynn.    Ready  for  a  good  time?" 

Her  blue  eyes  danced.  "Sure,  I'm  ready."  They  hesi- 
tated a  moment.     "  'Bye,  Mother.    We're  leaving." 

Going  down  the  walk  to  the  car,  Mel  looked  at  her. 

"That's  a  pretty  sweater,  Lynn;  just  matches  your 
eyes." 

Marilyn's  heart  skipped.  A  compliment  from  Mel  was 
a  rare  thing  and  she  was  appreciating  it  to  the  utmost. 
When  she  and  Mel  reached  the  ear,  Marilyn  slid  into  the 
front  seat,  gaily  tossed  a  greeting  to  the  two  couples  in 
the  back  seat,  and  suddenly  became  very  quiet.  She  sat 
still,  staring  out  the  window. 

"Nancy  and  Joan  haye  on  blue  jeans  and  sport  shirts !" 
Numbly  she  heard  the  sound  of  the  starter  as  Mel  pressed 
it,  and  started  the  car. 

Why  hadn't  Mel  told  her  ?  Had  he  forgotten  to  call  her 
again,  or  was  it  just  that  he  didn't  care  whether  she  felt 
out  of  place  or  not? 

"Hey,  Lynn,  come  on  back  from  your  dream  world." 

The  voice  brought  her  suddenly  back  to  the  car  and  to 
Mel,  holding  out  a  pack  of  cigarettes. 

"Have  one  ?" 

Marilyn  took  one  and  held  it  to  the  match  Mel  held  for 
her.  In  the  glow  from  the  tiny  flame,  she  searched  his 
face  for  something,  some  tiny  clue  as  to  the  night's  out- 
come, but  found  nothing  bej'ond  a  pair  of  laughing  brown 
eyes.  Marilyn  lifted  her  chin  slightly  and  began  to  chat- 
ter gaily,  with  fear  in  her  heart. 

Laughter ;  singing  around  the  cracking,  popping  logs 
in  the  fireplace ;  plump  red  hot  dogs  and  potato  chips 
heaped  in  crisp  golden  piles ;  the  clink  of  bottled 
(Continued  on  page  5) 


Saint  Maky's  School' 


Democracy 


It's  strange  that  it  sometimes  takes  a  war  to  teach 
people  the  true  meaning  of  a  democracy;  yet  we  some- 
times wish  that  more  people  could  see  war  in  its  actuality. 

By  Cakoline  Camp,  '49 


It  was  an  incongrous  picture— the  hot  little  train,  the 
dowdy  crowd,  and  Mrs.  Van  Cleve  who  was  sitting  there 
in  her  Adrian  dress  and  Dache  hat,  hy  the  embarrassed 
Negro  woman  who  had  just  entered  the  train. 

She  had  been  too  surprised  to  say  that  the  seat  was  re- 
served, for  it  never  occurred  to  Mrs.  Daniel  Christopher 
Van  Cleve  that  she  would  be  asked  to  share  her  seat  with 
a  Negro.  Now  she  sat,  uncomfortable  and  confused,  star- 
ing at  the  pages  of  her  Vogue,  wondering  what  a  Van 
Cleve  of  Virginia  should  do  now. 

She  looked  at  the  shy  Negress  and  noticed  that  she  was 
neatly,  if  shabbily,  dressed.  Her  simple  brown  cotton 
was  adorned  only  by  a  tiny  service  pin,  bearing  one  blue 
star.  Mrs.  Van  Cleve  glanced  down  at  her  own  service 
pin,  pretentiously  done  in  diamonds  and  sapphires. 

The  conductor  chatted  amiably  as  he  took  the  ticket 
and  the  Negress  nodded  her  head  when  asked  if  she  were 
going  to  Long  Island.  Mrs.  Van  Cleve  remembered  with 
a  start  that  that  was  her  ultimate  destination  also.  She 
wondered  what  conceivable  business  her  traveling  com- 
panion could  have  there. 

The  Negress  stood  to  put  her  bag  on  the  rack.  As  she 
did  so,  a  letter  fell  unnoticed  to  the  floor.  The  return 
address  was,  "Sgt.  J.  S.  Wade,  Halloran  Army  Hospital, 
Long  Island,  New  York." 

"Your  son?"  Mrs.  Van  Cleve  was  startled  to  hear  her 
own  voice. 

"My  son  Jimmy."  was  the  reply,  and  the  light  bronze 
face  registered  a  strange  look  of  mingled  pride  and  pain. 

The  New  Jersey  countryside  slipped  past,  and  the 
strange  couple  sat  in  silence  once  more. 

Again  Mrs.  Van  Cleve  ventured  to  speak,  aroused  by 
curiosity. 

"Was  he,  your  son,  in  Germany?" 

"Yes,  ma'am;  Belgium  and  Holland,  too.  First  time  in 
nigh  on  a  year  and  six  months  that  I've  seen  him."  Her 
strong  white  teeth  were  revealed  in  a  sincere  smile. 


"My  Danny  is  at  Halloran,  too.  He  suffered  through 
that  chaos  that  was  Europe.  Poor  child,  so  young,  and 
he's  a  captain,  too."  Mrs.  Van  Cleve  used  the  smile  that 
was  usually  reserved  for  charity  balls. 

The  Negress  raised  her  soft  black  eyes,  so  filled  with 
pride  and  compassion. 

"My  son,  he  just  had  his  nineteenth  birthday.  They 
say  he  was  brave ;  the  French  gave  him  a  medal  for  it.  I 
can't  recall  its  name  just  now." 

Mrs.  Van  Cleve  was  growing  tired  of  this  conversation. 

The  French  had  not  given  Danny  a  medal,  neither  had 
the  English  nor  the  Americans,  except  the  Purple  Heart, 
which  Danny  had  no  desire  to  have. 

Hating  the  thought  of  the  crowded  diner,  Mrs.  Van 
Cleve  arose  nevertheless,  deciding  that  she  might  at  least 
be  with  "the  whites." 

After  plainly  establishing  the  fact  that  the  dinner  was 
unsatisfactory,  she  made  her  way  back  to  the  coach,  de- 
lighted to  find  a  seat  opposite  a  "fairly  decent"  young 
white  girl. 

She  unfolded  her  last  letter  from  her  son  to  check 
once  again  the  directions  on  how  to  reach  the  hospital. 
She  was  struck  again  by  the  last  few  lines. 

"Mother,  you  will  never  know  how  the  war  makes  you 
feel  about  a  subject  we  call  'Democracy.' 

"Fighting  makes  3Tou  forget  a  lot  of  things  like  being 
an  'F.F.V.,'  or  going  to  Exeter,  or  people  who  came  over 
on  the  Mayflower. 

"The  Jerries  don't  give  a  damn  who  you  are.  They'll 
shoot  a  Vanderbilt  the  same  as  they  will  a  Smith. 

"Remember  how  I  used  to  feel  about  'niggers?'  Well, 
one  saved  my  life.  I've  found  out  that  everybody's  the 
same  underneath,  black  or  white. 

"A  young  Negro  boy  lost  his  eyesight  to  save  his  cap- 
tain. Well,  I  was  that  captain,  and  the  good  Lord  knows 
that  I'll  never  forget  it.  From  now  on,  every  time  I  look 
into  a  black  face,  I'll  see  Sgt.  Jimmy  Wade,  with  his  blind 
eyes  staring  back." 


Faith 


By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 


The  blind  man  stood  on  the  corner  of  the  busy  intersec- 
tion waiting  for  the  policeman's  whistle  to  tell  him  that 
he  could  go  across.  As  he  stood  there,  someone  tapped 
him  and  asked  pleasantly. 

"Going  across?" 

"Why,  yes,"  the  man  replied,  grateful  for  a  helping 
hand  across  the  street. 

The  whistle  blew,  the  other  man  took  his  arm,  and  they 


started.  Halfway  across,  the  other  man  stumbled  over  the 
ear  tracks.  Both  of  them  stopped,  and  then  went  on. 
When  they  had  reached  the  other  curb,  the  stranger  said, 

"Thanks  a  lot." 

"What  are  you  thanking  me  for?"  the  blind  man  asked. 

"Oh,  didn't  you  know?"  the  stranger  replied.  "I'm 
blind." 


December,  1945 


A  Time  Of  Peace 

"To  everything  there  is  a  season,  and  a  time  to  every 
purpose  under  the  heaven:  a  time  of  war,  and  a  time  of 
peace." 

By  Myra  Welsh,  '4Y 


Before  inserting  her  key  into  the  look  of  the  apartment, 
Jeanne  Bellaman  glanced  at  the  eloek  over  the  elevator. 
"Lord,  I'll  have  to  hustle,"  she  thought.  Tossing  her 
packages  on  the  chintz-covered  couch,  she  thought  with 
satisfaction,  "Rob  always  liked  that  chintz."  Thinking 
of  him,  she  said  his  name  aloud,  "Rob,  Rob."  Then,  "If 
Mother  could  hear  me  she  would  think  I'm  losing  my 
mind."  And  at  the  thought  of  Mrs.  Hampton  explaining 
to  friends  in  her  tight,  correct,  Beacon  Hill  voice,  "Jeanne 
was  always  a  highky  nervous  child.  I  didn't  want  her  to 
be  married  to  him  at  all,  and  now  this.  .  .  ."  She  laughed, 
but  there  was  no  mirth  in  the  laughter,  and  she  said  to 
herself  suddenly,  "My  laugh  is  like  myself,  empty.  Oh, 
God ;  so  empty !  Like  my  life,  like  this  apartment — 
empty,  empty,  empty !  But  I  won't  break.  I  won't  give  , 
her  the  satisfaction.  She'll  never  flaunt  her  'I-told-you- 
so's'  in  my  face." 

Suddenly  all  the  tightness  that  had  been  pent  up  in  her 
for  these  long  weeks  seemed  to  go,  leaving  her  limp  as  a 
rag  doll.  She  flopped,  weak-kneed,  into  the  leather  chair 
by  the  fireplace,  and  out  of  the  little  pellets  of  thought 
beating  their  way  through  her  brain,  one  came  through 
clear  and  urgent.  The  story,  long  overdue  at  the  pub- 
lisher's !  She  took  the  steps  up  to  the  studio  two  at  a 
time  in  the  dark.  As  she  snapped  on  the  ceiling  light, 
the  portraits  Rob  had  painted  seemed  to  jump  from  the 
walls  and  clutch  at  her  heart.     Her  eyes,  accustomed  to 


the  light,  came  to  focus  on  the  portrait  he  had  done  of 
her  in  the  black  dress.  It  had  been  his  favorite.  When 
he  gave  her  the  dress,  he  had  said,  "Blondes  should  al- 
ways wear  black."  She  was  seized  with  a  desire  to  laugh 
wildly,  hysterically.  The  irony  of  fate !  That  was  good. 
Blondes  should  always  wear  black ! 

Shaking,  she  sat  down  at  the  desk,  and  took  up  the 
manuscript.  The  words  were  nothing  to  her.  They  began 
to  skid  across  the  page  like  water  bugs  on  the  surface  of 
a  pond.  The  little  nerve  that  had  begun  recently  to 
twitch  at  the  corner  of  her  mouth  started  to  jump.  The 
third  pigeon-hole  on  the  left,  that's  where  I  put  it.  Then, 
"I  won't  look.  I  won't.  It  isn't  true.  I  imagined  it.  I 
need  some  sleep.  That's  what  it  is.  I've  been  losing  too 
much  sleep."  Involuntarily  her  hand  crept  to  the  pigeon- 
hole, and  clutched  the  rumpled  yellow  envelope.  The 
date,  August  fourteenth:  "The  War  Department  regrets 
to  inform  you.  .  .  ." 

"The  day  of  victory,  peace.  Oh,  God,  I  wish  there  had 
never  been  any  peace.  I  wish  the  whole  world  had  been 
destroyed.  God,  you  count  every  sparrow  that  falls;  was 
it  so  much  to  ask  that  you  keep  him  safe?"  Suddenly  she 
was  aware  of  rain  spattering  against  the  glass  wall  of  the 
studio.  Water,  water.  Let  it  snow  and  hail  and  sleet, 
but  not  rain,  rain.  No,  no !  Frantically  she  jumped  up, 
overturning  the  chair,  and  ran  to  the  window.  There 
was  the  sound  of  shattering  glass,  a  piercing  scream,  and 
then  only  the  soft  whispering  of  the  rain. 


QUESTION 

By  Gene  Rose,  '47 

What  refuge  would  you  offer  to  the  questing  soul, 

The  half-blind  consciousness  that  swift  pursues 

One  will  o'  wisp  after  another, 

Across  the  shadowy,  echoing  morass  of  mortal  life  ? 

At  what  can  you  point  clearly,  saying, 

"Here's  the  rock 

On  which  to  build  your  fortress  safe  and  strong 

Against  the  ruthless,  raging  winds"  ? 

Or  would  j'ou  bid  the  seeker  trust  himself, 

Within  the  limitless  and  brave  empire 

Of  his  own  mind 

To  build  what  his  own  heart  desires ; 

A  cottage  in  a  dale  in  which  to  sit 

Contentedly  before  a  fire  and  dream 

Or  a  lofty  tower  from  which  to  stretch 

His  yearning  fingers  groping  toward  the  stars  ? 

Or  is  the  answer  the  enduring  confidence 

Of  faith,  fastening  exalted  eyes  on  misty  heights 

To  draw  from  them  immunity  from  doubt, 

Serene,  untouched,  unmindful  of 

The  mockery  of  crowds,  the  searing  blaze  of  love? 

Or  is  there  yet  another  path  which  nearer  truth  ascends, 
Some  bourne  of  surety  for  those  who  ponder,  hesitate  and  sigh  ? 
Or  is  man  doomed  for  evermore  to  seek  and  never  find, 
To  fall — to  rise  again — go  questing  on  ? 


THE  BLUE  JEANS  THAT  WERE  NEVER  WORN 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

"cokes"  pulled  from  an  icy  tub ;  the  warm  sound  of  music 
coming  from  the  feat  house — the  party  had  been  a  success  ! 

It  was  the  last  dance,  and  Marilyn,  smiling  a  tiny  hope- 
less smile,  went  into  Mel's  arms. 

If  only  she  could  keep  going  long  enough  to  last  through 
this  last  piece,  "The  Sweetheart  of  Sigma  Chi." 

Marilyn  saw  Mallie  flash  a  smile  to  Mel,  and  she  felt 
her  courage  slowly  leaving,  vanishing.  Not  until  now 
had  she  known  how  much  Mel  meant  to  her  world ;  but 
it  was  too  late  now. 

He  was  saying  something  to  her,  but  she  couldn't  force 
herself  to  listen,  to  pretend  any  more.  The  music  tilled 
the  room  and  she  felt  weak.  What  had  Mel  just  said? 
"Girls  look  so  silly  in  blue  jeans."  Had  she  heard  cor- 
rectly? Yes.  That  trivial  little  remark  had  been  all  she 
needed. 

".  .  .  the  girl  of  my  dreams.  .  .  ." 

Mel  tightened  his  fingers  about  hers,  and  Lynn  smiled 
up  at  him. 

"She's  the  Sweetheart  of  Sigma  Chi !" 


Saint  Mart's  School 


One  More  Day 

Julie  was  a  beautiful  girl ;  and  smart,  too.  Yet  she  did 
not  know  that  opportunity  knocks  but  once. 

By  Charlotte  Hoffman,  '46 


The  morning  sunlight  streamed  in  golden  ribbons 
through  the  Venetian  blinds  at  Julie's  windows  and  fell 
warmly  on  the  foot  of  her  bed.  Drowsily  she  opened  one 
gray  eye  and  peeked  at  a  small  ivory  clock  on  her  bedside 
table,  then  quickly  reached  out  and  snapped  on  the  radio. 

"Today's  the  A&y !"  She  sat  up  excitedly  in  the  bed  and 
hugged  her  knees.  "Bill  will  be  here  at  noon,  and  our 
one  glorious  day  together  will  begin."  What  if  it  is  the 
last  for  a  while ;  she'd  make  it  a  day  for  Bill  to  remember, 
one  that  would  bring  him  back  to  her  from  across  the 
Pacific. 

A  warm  smile  about  her  lips,  Julie  threw  back  the 
covers  and  slid  out  of  bed  into  the  chill  air.  Slipping  a 
warm  robe  about  her,  she  scurried  across  the  beige  rug 
and  bounced  into  a  deep  chair  by  the  window.  Music 
from  the  radio  cozily  filled  the  room,  and  Julie,  curled 
up  in  the  sunlight,  found  her  thoughts  drifting  back  to 
another  music-filled  room — a  dance  floor,  soft  lights,  muf- 
fled voices  and  happy  laughter.  Bill,  on  his  way  to  Wash- 
ington for  orders,  had  come  through  unexpectedly,  and 
he  and  Julie  had  gone  dancing  for  a  few  hours. 

For  the  first  time,  Bill  had  wanted  desperately  to  be 
sure  of  Julie's  feeling  for  him,  and  she,  strangely  enough, 
doubtful  as  to  her  true  feeling,  hadn't  been  able  to  give 
him  that  assurance. 

Remembering  that  brief,  confused,  hurt  look  in  Bill's 
eyes,  Julie  felt  a  sudden  tightening  about  her  heart.  She 
shivered  and  jumped  up  to  turn  on  the  heat.  "But  in  a 
few  hours  Bill  will  be  here  again,  on  his  way  to  the  coast." 
There  was  no  doubt  in  her  mind  now.  She  knew,  this 
time,  how  much  Bill  did  and  would  always  mean  to  her. 

Standing  in  front  of  the  dressing  table  mirror,  Julie 
gave  her  bronze  hair  a  few  swift  strokes  with  a  brush, 


and  then  saucily  wrinkled  her  nose  at  Bill's  picture. 

"It  won't  be  long  now !" 

Julie  flew  to  the  closet  and  drew  out  her  new  lime  dress. 
She  caressed  the  soft  wool  folds  and  quickly  slipped  the 
dress  over  her  head.  Turning  in  front  of  her  mirror,  she 
slowly  smiled.  Sunlight  from  the  window  gleamed  on 
her  bronze  hair  in  a  flash  of  contrast  against  the  softly 
colored  dress. 

"Oh,  if  time  would  only  fly,  and  Bill  could  be  here  now. 
If  .  .  ."  Julie  caught  her  breath.  "The  phone !"  ringing, 
ringing  impatiently.  "It  must  be  Bill ;  he's  in  town !" 
She  tore  across  the  hall  into  her  mother's  room  and 
grabbed  the  receiver  from  the  stand. 

"Hello."  A  breathless  pause,  and  then  Julie,  eyes  shin- 
ing, waited  impatiently  for  Bill's  voice.  The  room  itself 
was  silent,  listening,  waiting. 

"A  telegram?"  Julie's  voice  was  confused,  puzzled. 
"Yes,  I'm  Miss  Winstan.  From  Washington?  Oh.  .  .  ." 
Julie  felt  a  tiny  cold  chill  run  over  her. 

"Yes,  go  ahead,  please."  Her  tense  voice  quavered  a 
little. 

"Unexpected  orders.  Taking  off  tonight.  Sorry  can't 
see  you  before  leaving,  but  perhaps,  under  circumstances, 
just  as  well.    Good-bye,  Julie.    Always,  Bill." 

Weakly  Julie  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed.  "...  tak- 
ing oft'  tonight  .  .  .  but  where?  It  didn't  matter  that  she 
didn't  know  where.  She  only  knew  that  Bill  was  gone — 
gone  from  her  forever. 

The  telephone  receiver  in  her  hand  hummed,  then  a 
tiny  faraway  voice,  "Shall  I  have  the  telegram  delivered 
to  your  home?" 

Julie,  numb-sick,  let  the  receiver  click  into  place  and 
sat  staring  at,  not  seeing,  the  warm  sunshine  outside. 


ILLUMINATION 

By  Joyce  Tomlin,  '48 

Up  through  the  channels  of  my  soul 
The  echoes  of  pleading  voices  wind  ; 
Quicken  the  senses  to  explore 
The  eternal  mysteries  of  the  mind. 

Release  the  spirits  creative  powers 
From  its  ever  invisible  core. 
Loosen  the  vast  imagination 
From  its  unfathomable  store. 

Be  bold  to  confess  the  yearning. 
Make  the  most  of  thy  mystic  claim. 
Fee]  the  power  of  knowledge  burning 
As  it  magnifies  the  flame. 

Yet  smother  thy  pride  as  it  rallies 
To  thy  vanities  misconceptions 
And  lighten  the  black  velvet  valleys 
With  this  gift  of  thine  own  possessions. 


LAMENTATION 

By  Logan  Taught,  '48 

Many  essays  have  been  written 
By  an  author  who  is  smitten 
(Whether  genius  or  a  fake) 
By  the  mysteries  of  a  cake. 

But  I've  made  this  one  conclusion, 
Such  essays  are  mere  confusion. 
Essay's  cakes  are  light  and  tall 
All  my  cakes  are  burnt  and  small. 

"How  to  bake  a  cake,"  it  said. 
But  my  cake  was  hard  as  lead. 
I  hope,  before  I  get  to  heaven 
Cakes  I  bake  will  try  to  leaven. 

Cakes  are  lovely  as  to  looks 
In  the  pictures  in  cook-hooks. 
Yet  no  one  has  ever  eaten 
Any  cakes  which  I  have  beaten. 
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Shades  Of  Lilac 


A  freak  obsession  caused  this  girl  temporarily  to  forget 
all  except  that  which  her  sight  and  hearing  relayed  to  her 
brain  and  printed  indelibly  upon  her  mind. 

By  Mary  Bull  Pinckney,  '46 


The  room  was  familiar  and  yet  tauntingly  strange  to  me. 
The  shutters  were  closed  "against  the  late  afternoon  sun  and 
Georgia  heat,  hut  the  stifling  sensation  was  still  present.  It 
was  shadowy  in  the  room  and  the  only  sound  was  the  buzzing 
of  a  fly.  I  remember  watching  it  blindly  bump  against  the 
window  screen,  trying  frantically  'to  find  a  way  out.  It  was 
terribly  quiet  and  I  wished  that  a  car  would  drive  down  the 
street  or  a  dog  would  bark;  but  even  the  automobiles  and 
dogs  seemed  to  realize  that  there  should  be  silence. 

I  got  up  and  went  to  the  massive  mahogany  secretary  and 
pulled  down  the  top.  The  pigeon-holes  were  stuffed  full  of 
papers,  no  longer  of  any  value  to  anyone.  I  picked  them  up 
just  to  rustle  them  to  be  sure  a  noise  could  be  heard.  I  looked 
at  the  little  round  glass  paper  weight  with  its  snowman  inside 
and  recalled  the  Christmas  I  had  given  it  to  her.  I  turned 
it  upside  down  and  the  artificial  snow  inside  whirled  around 
quickly  and  then  settled  on  the  bottom. 

I  shut  the  top  again  and  walked  around  the  room.  The 
magazines  on  the  table  were  old  and  boring;  I  had  already 
looked  through  them  twice,  without  actually  seeing  a  thing. 

I  thought  I  heard  a  sound  from  the  kitchen;  so  I  opened 
the  door  leading  into  the  hall,  but  I  was  mistaken.  I  did 
hear  my  aunt  crying  upstairs  and  I  wished  that  she  would 
be  quiet. 

I  turned  back  into  the  room  and  sat  down  in  a  chair  again 
and.  I  felt  the  horsehair  prick  me.  I  moved  to  the  stiff- 
backed  sofa,  the  most  uncomfortable  seat  in  the  room. 


Then  the  room  began  to  be  overshadowed  with  the  lilac 
glow  that  I  have  so  often  noticed  on  a  late  summer  afternoon. 
I  noticed  also,  for  the  first  time,  the  smell  of  the  wisteria  out- 
side the  window,  and  that  it  had  a  lilac  odor,  the  color  of  its 
blossoms.  Suddenly  all  the  numerous  purple  and  lilac  colors, 
which  I  had  never  noticed  before,  began  to  stand  out  vividly. 
Great-uncle  Gregory's  portrait  over  the  mantle  had  a  deep 
purple  background,  and  the  musty  wallpaper  flowers  had 
centers  of  lilac.  The  lettering  on  the  top  magazine  was  of 
royal  purple,  and  the  peculiar  lamp  on  the  round  table  was 
covered  by  a  lavender  china  shade.  Above  all,  the  shadows 
were  purple — black  and  covered  the  room;  and  I  was  afraid 
of  them. 

It  was  a  strange  and  uncanny  feeling  to  have  that  haunting 
color  crowding,  forcing,  pushing  its  way  upon  me.  I  asso- 
ciated it  with  something;  yet  what  was  that  something?  I 
couldn't  remember  and  when  I  looked  at  my  reflection  in  the 
wall  mirror  my  eyes  were  large  with  terror  and  I  was  not 
sure  I  saw  my  own  face.  It  was  still  and  frightening ;  and  I 
wanted  more  than  anything  to  remember  what  kept  pounding 
at  my  brain  but  would  not  break  through. 

Then  there  was  a  movement  in  the  room  above  my  head,  as 
though  someone  had  knelt  down  and  I  heard  muffled  crying 
from  a  seemingly  long  distance. 

The  lilac  glow  receded  to  a  comforting  shadow ;  but  I  knew 
then  that  forevermore  I  would  associate  lilac  with  any  death, 
and  especially  with  the  death  of  her;  for  I  had  loved  her  more 
than  anyone  and  she  had  just  died  in  the  room  above  me. 


TO  THE  FUTURE  GENERATION 

By  Dorothy  Oakey,  '46 

We'll  miss  the  things  that  seem  so  small 
To  some,  but  not  to  us  who  died. 

No,  not  to  us  who  lie  beneath 
Unfamiliar  shore  and  tide. 

We  gave  our  lives  that  you  might  keep 
The  little  things  that  you  enjoy, 

So  get  the  most  you  can  from  life ; 
We  didn't  know  much  of  its  joy. 

Each  golden  leaf  that  free  winds  blow 
About  a  sunny  street  in  fall, 

Reminds  us  each  of  different  things, 
That  until  now  we've  ne'er  recalled. 

For  we  too  used  to  roam  along 

Those  streets  that  to  us  are  no  more. 

Those  quiet  yet  merry  streets  of  home, 
Along  our  own  familiar  shore. 

Appreciate  each  fall,  each  spring. 

Don't  live  so  hurriedly  that  you 
Are  not  aware  of  God's  great  gift 

Of  freedom  that  he  gave  "to  you. 

To  all  who  have  not  known  as  yet, 
The  joys  of  life  that  we  once  knew, 

Fight  hard  to  keep  your  nation  free  ;• 
Real  happiness  comes  but  to  few. 


TWILIGHT 

By  Betty  Bowles,  '50 

Twilight  crowds  out  the  daylight 
And  produces  a  dusty  gray, 
And  it  banishes  burden  and  heartache, 
As  it  crowds  out  the  light  of  the  day. 

The  stars  twinkle  forth  in  the  heavens 
Like  tears  on  an  angel's  face. 
Thus  prayers  as  numerous  as  stars 
Are  offered  with  thanks  and  grace. 

A  yellow  crescent  creeps  over  the  hill 
Making  a  gold  ring  in  the  sky, 
And  with  this  gold  creeps  a  song  to  the  soul 
Leaving  that  thing  called  evil  to  die. 

A  night  breeze  ruffles  a  glassy  lake — 
And  carries  the  scent  of  the  trees, 
And  cares  in  its  wake  depart  with  a  gust ; 
And  a  million  hearts  it  frees. 

But  the  dusk  and  the  stars  and  the  moon  and  the  breeze 

Are  commanded  by  His  voice  : 

So  at  twilight  lift  up  your  weary  soul ; 

Praise  and  exalt; 

Rejoice! 
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Imagination 


In  a  child's  world  anything  can  and  often  does  happen, 
things  that  are  just  as  tangible  and  vivid  to  him  as  they 
are  intangible  and  unimaginative  to  us. 

By  Mart  Bull  Pincknet,  '46 


It  wasn't  that  Jimmy  wasn't  a  brave  man ;  after  all,  he  was 
five  years  old.  It  was  just  that  sometimes,  well  sometimes, 
even  a  big  man  is  afraid.  Tom  had  told  him  about  the  time 
he  had  been  on  patrol  duty  during  the  war  in  Germany,  and 
Tom  had  said  that  he  had  been  afraid.  Of  course,  reasoned 
Jimmy,  the  Germans  had  been  close  by. 

"That  was  a  dif'runt  kinda  scared,  I  guess,"  he  said  softly. 

The  dark  was  so  big.  It  seemed  to  be  larger  than  the  room. 
Daddy  had  forgotten  to  leave  the  hall  light  turned  on,  and  he 
and  Mommy  were  playing  bridge  downstairs.  It  was  very 
lonesome. 

Jimmy  suddenly  remembered  the  dragon  story  Nurse  had 
told  him  yesterday,  and  the  chair  in  the  corner  magically 
became  a  dragon.  The  closet  was  its  lair,  and  the  doorknob 
its  one  eye  shining  in  the  dark. 

Jimmy  pulled  the  cover  over  his  head.  It  was  stuffy,  but 
he  made  a  tiny  opening  between  the  blankets  and  the  bed  so 
that  only  the  tip  end  of  a  turned-up  nose  poked  through. 

"I  guess  maybe  the  dragon's  gone  to  bed  by  now,"  he 
thought,  and  peeped  out.  "No,  he's  still  there."  Then  aloud, 
"Hey,  Dragon !  Don't  you  never  get  sleepy  and  go  to  Sleepy- 
town?" 


The  sound  of  his  own  voice,  so  weak  at  the  "Hey!",  so 
strong  by  the  time  "Sleepytown"  came  along,  reassured  him. 

"Mr.  Dragon,  you  can't  scare  me.  I'm  not  scared  of  any- 
thing. I  betcha  I  could  do  what  Tom  did  'n'  I'd  never  be 
afraid.  I  guess  I've  just  got  more  unfraidiness  in  me  than 
anybody,  I  betcha."  When  he  finished  saying  this,  he  put  his 
little  feet  on  the  rug  by  his  bed  and  walked  over  to  the  chair. 
He  had  picked  up  a  toy  block  from  the  floor  and  this  he  tossed 
with  all  his  strength  at  the  "dragon." 

"I  guess  I  showed  you,  Dragon.  I  guess  you're  dead.  I 
told  ja'  I  was  brave." 

Just  then  the  light  clicked  on  and  Daddy  was  standing  in 
the  doorway.  "Well,  son,  what  are  you  padding  around  bare- 
footed at  this  time  of  the  night  for  ?"  and  he  picked  the  little 
boy  up  in  his  arms  and  then  tucked  him  in  bed. 

"Daddy,  I  jus'  killed  the  biggest  ole  dragon.  I  killed  him 
so  hard  he  went  away.  He  was  right  over  there  by  the  chair," 
and  Jimmy  pointed  a  short  forefinger  at  the  corner. 

"Well,  you're  about  the  bravest  boy  I've  ever  known." 

"Aren't  you  proud  of  me  ?  I  think  I'll  go  to  Sleepytown 
now,  Daddy." 


Slogans 


By  Lucy  French,  '47 

They  have  won  wars,  made  fortunes,  decided  elections,  and 
probably  even  changed  destinies — little  one-line,  seemingly 
meaningless  groups  of  words  such  as  "Remember  Pearl  Har- 
bor," "Remember  the  Maine,"  "Tippecanoe  and  Tyler  Too," 
"Lick,  Don't  Kick,"  or  "Watch  the  Fords  Go  By,"  "They 
Satisfy,"  and  "L.  S  —  M.  F.  T.,"  and  so  on  down  to  "Does 
Your  Cigarette  Taste  Differently  Lately?" 

Why  do  these  simple  expressions  have  such  nation-wide 
appeal?  For  the  very  reason  that  they  are  simple  and  catchy. 
They  make  you  think.  Immediately  you  want  to  know, 
"What  satisfies  ?"  or  "Why  should  my  cigarette  taste  different 
lately?" 

Why  "Remember  Pearl  Harbor"?  There  have  been  other 
just  as  important  events  in  World  War  II.  However,  Pearl 
Harbor  was  the  first ;  it  was  a  surprise,  and  now  it  is  a  symbol. 
Let  someone  mention  Pearl  Harbor  now  and  a  hundred  dif- 
ferent interpretations  may  flash  through  a  hundred  different 
minds,  but  the  thing  that  makes  a  soldier  fire  a  gun  and  the 
thing  that  makes  us  buy  war  stamps  is  summed  up  in  the 
slogan,  "Remember  Pearl  Harbor." 

At  the  outset  of  World  War  I,  a  person  sitting  on  a  bus 
might  say  to  the  stranger  next  to  him,  "But  I  don't  see  why 
we  should  send  our  men  over!"  and  the  stranger  would  not 
find  it  necessary  to  reason  or  argue.  He  would  quickly  re- 
mind his  companion  to  "Remember  the  Maine"  and  that 
would  settle  it. 


In  1944  I  wonder  how  many  ignorant  people  voted  Repub- 
lican rather  than  be  termed  a  "fourth  termite"  ? 

Today  with  scheming  minds  working  on  new  slogans,  I 
wonder  how  many  future  destinies  will  be  decided  by  these 
simple  little  paraphrases  in  which  is  summed  up  such  a  world 
of  thought? 


THE  RECLUSE 

By  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

In  my  quiet  "cell"  I'm  sitting — 
'Midst  my  photographs  of  Van — 
Doing  passively  my  lessons, 
Working  hard  as  e'er  I  can. 

While  before  me  on  the  table 
Is  my  bread  and  peanut  butter, 
Helping  nourish  me,  sustain  me, 
While  my  French  verb  forms  I  mutter. 

Though  I  long  to  be  a  scholar, 
(Make  "all  A's"  with  just  a  smile.) 
I'd  give  almost  my  last  dollar 
Just  to  loaf  a  little  while. 


THE  FALLING  STAR 

By  Virginia  Werlein,  '47 

From  the  empyrian  there  falls  a  fiery  star : 
Naught  can  dim  its  brilliant  blaze,  its  beauty  mar. 
It,  lends  its  radiance  to  men's  uplifted  eyes — 
And  then  like  fickle,  fading  fame,  it  swiftly  dies. 
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Fragile  Moment 

Sometimes  an  image  in  the  mind  can  quickly  and  quietly 
slip  away;  but  not  so  an  image  in  the  heart. 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '49 


She  had  been  waiting  all  her  life  for  this  moment,  or  so  it 
seemed.  Now  she  pinned  on  the  green  hat  and  stood  before 
the  mirror,  hoping  that  she  would  be  more  beautiful  than  she 
had  ever  been  before.  Her  wish  was  obviously  fulfilled,  for 
the  huge  hat  made  a  perfect  frame  for  her  face  and  her  green 
eyes  were  enhanced  by  the  becoming  color  of  her  costume. 

She  glanced  at  the  gold  and  ivory  clock  on  the  mantle  and 
it  seemed  almost  too  wonderful  to  believe  that  it  was  actually 
time,  the  time  that  she  had  waited  for  so  very  long.  The  time 
had  dragged  on  until  the  actual  moment  seemed  unreal  and 
impossible. 

Now  as  she  stepped  into  the  waiting  taxi,  her  heart  was  so 
filled  with  joy,  fear,  and  anxiety  that  she  was  startled  when 
the  cabbie's  voice  shattered  her  thoughts. 

"Grand  Central,  please,"  she  said  almost  apologetically, 
embarrassed  that  she  had  neglected  to  tell  him. 

She  drew  the  snapshot  of  Tom  from  her  pocketbook.  How 
often  she  had  seen  it !  As  she  looked,  she  remembered  that 
this  was  taken  months  before,  and  suddenly  she  was  gripped 
by  such  a  fear  that  she  felt  ill. 

"I  won't  know  him.  He  will  have  changed  so  that  I  won't 
recognize  him.  How  will  I  find  him  ?  Will  he  recognize  me  ? 
Dear  God,  let  me  remember,  let  me  know  him ;  please,  God, 
let  we  find  him.    I've  waited  so  long." 

She  silently  paid  the  driver  and  walked  into  the  milling 
throng  of  Grand  Central.  For  one  horrible  moment  she  was 
sunk  in  a  wave  of  dizziness  and  grasped  the  stair  rail  lest  she 
fall. 


The  clock  said  six-twenty.  That  was  the  hour  so  long 
awaited.  She  was  oblivious  of  the  noise  of  the  bustling  crowd 
as  the  mad  beating  of  her  heart  seemed  to  drown  all  other 
sound. 

She  pushed  her  way  through  the  crowd,  peering  into  the 
face  of  every  passing  soldier,  wondering  if  she  had  passed 
her  own  Tom. 

Track  forty-three.  Yes,  there  was  the  gate,  surrounded  by 
such  a  host  of  people  that  even  the  thought  of  finding  Tom 
in  it  was  almost  impossible. 

"I'll  never  know  him,  I'll  never  find  him.  Dear  Lord,  help 
me,  help  me."  She  could  feel  hot  tears  spring  into  her  eyes  as 
even  the  mental  vision  of  the  snapshot  died  away. 

As  suddenly  as  she  had  forgotten,  she  knew  again.  The 
strong  arm  that  enfolded  her  was  the  one  she  knew  and  loved 
so  well.  The  sweet,  strong  pressure  of  his  lips  on  hers  was 
the  vivid  memory  being  relived.  And  when  he  spoke,  she 
wondered  how  there  could  ever  have  been  any  doubt  in  her 
mind. 

His  voice  was  muffled  as  his  face  was  buried  in  her  soft 
hair. 

"I  was  afraid  you  might  not  know  me.  I  had  all  sorts  of 
awful  thoughts.  I  guess  I've  kind  of  changed."  His  voice 
broke  off  and  she  held  him  close  with  her  two  slim  arms,  to 
make  up  for  the  one  which  was  left  to  him. 

"Darling,  darling,"  she  murmured.  "How  could  you  have 
thought  such  things  ?    I'd  find  you  even  if  I  were  blindfolded." 


Satisfaction 


By  Gene  Eose,  '47 

Dissatisfaction  is  a  malady  common  to  all  humans  since 
Adam.  It  is  generally  blamed  on  circumstances,  but  it  is 
basically  caused  by  human  nature.  You  think,  "If  only  I 
were  not  here  or  there,  or  if  only  I  could  have  this  or  that,  I 
would  have  satisfaction."  However,  your  reaction 'to  condi- 
tions depends  on  what  you  are.  There  are  many  whose  na- 
tures make  their  chances  of  satisfaction  slim.  The  romantic 
can  never  be  satisfied  since  life  never  approaches  their  rosy 
dreams ;  the  moralists,  since  human  nature  never  conforms  to 
their  arbitrary  standards ;  and  the  creators,  since  their  work 
never  reaches  their  ideals.  Satisfaction  may,  however,  come 
briefly  or  at  length  to  those  whose  natures  are  open  to  receive. 
It  may  come  when  least  expected,  originate  from  sources  least 
valued,  and  exist  when  least  recognized ;  that  is  to  say,  you 
may  have  completely  unprovoked  moments  of  awareness  and 
pleasure  in  the  fact  of  being  alive,  absurd  pride  in  the  insig- 
nificant accomplishment  of  cooking  an  egg,  unrealized  content 
in  the  loving  of  another  person.  Strangely  enough,  with 
satisfaction,  the  harder  you  pursue  it,  the  faster  it  runs ;  the 
more  you  ignore  it,  the  sooner  it  slips  up  behind  you. 


TO  NUTKITIVE  MATERIAL 

By  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

What  gives  me  strength  to  pass  the  day, 
And  causes  grief  to  go  away, 
And  makes  all  work  seem  light  and  gay? 
Our  food. 

What  sits  upon  our  window-sill, 
For  us  to  eat  until  we're  ill  ? 
(And  give  it  up  I  never  will!) 
Our  food. 


What  draws  us  daily  about  four, 
(0  be  we  rich  or  be  we  poor !) 
Down  to  the  sainted  Little  Store? 
Our  food. 


And  year  by  year,  tho'  time  goes  by, 
And  "extra  pounds"  cause  me  to  sigh, 
I'll  go  on  stuffing  'til  I  die — 
Just  food. 
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'Sunset  And  Evening  Star' 


By  Chaklotte  Hoffman,  '47 


As  the  noise  of  a  busy  day  subsides,  hurried  footsteps  click 
along  cement  walks,  and  sounds  gradually  fade  and  lose  their 
harshness.  A  lone  plane  circles  overhead  and  then  banks  into 
the  sunset  and  disappears.  Snatches  of  conversation  float  out 
into  the  air  and  linger  in  the  quiet  shadows.  Down  the  street 
Johnny  Wilson's  black  and  white  terrier  is  barking  at  a 
passer-by,  and  from  a  neighboring  house  comes  the  sound  of 
a  screen  door  snapping  shut,  its  sharp  report  accenting  the 
stillness. 

Now  everything  is  quiet.  No  sound  escapes  to  shatter  the 
silence  of  this  moment.  I  catch  my  breath  at  sight  of  the  first 
evening  star.  Its  simple  beauty  shines  clear  and  sparkling 
in  the  soft  deep  blue.  I  stand  drinking  in  the  calm  of  this 
hour  of  twilight,  and  a  feeling  of  peacefulness  steals  over  me, 
a  feeling  of  oneness,  of  knowing  that  I  may  be  sharing  this 
solitary  star  with  someone  who,  like  myself,  wonders  at  its 
delicate  radiance.  Just  as  I  recall  our  evenings  spent  under 
the  spell  of  twilight's  enchantment,  so  maybe  I  long  to  relive 
each  memory  and  soon  perhaps  to  replace  memories  with 
reality.  This  pure  beauty  at  the  close  of  a  day  is  twilight, 
brought  to  perfection  with  the  first  twinkling  star. 


The  trees  are  now  only  blurred  dark  shapes  against  the 
background  of  sky.  Now  the  faint  sound  of  music  drifts 
lazily  from  a  radio  somewhere  on  the  block,  and,  as  if  this 
were  a  signal,  all  the  night  noises  sing  out.  Crickets  begin 
their  steady  chirping,  and  the  frogs  add  their  deep  bass  to  the 
chorus.  A  pin  point  of  red  from  the  glow  of  a  cigarette 
flickers  in  the  half-light  as  an  evening  stroller  passes.  In  the 
distance  a  train  whistle  blows,  its  lonely  sound  accompanied 
by  the  faint  ringing  of  a  bell  carrying  through  the  dusk. 

"From  troublous  sights  and  sounds  set  free; 
In  such  a  twilight  hour  of  breath, 
Shall  one  retrace  his  life,  or  see, 

Through  shadows,  the  true  face  of  death?" 

No,  to  me  this  is  a  moment  vibrant  with  life,  sparkling  with 
the  present  and  future.  If  for  a  moment,  a  feeling  of  loneli- 
ness and  despair  leaves  me  standing  numbly  in  the  vast  cano- 
pied space,  it  is  but  a  fleeting  sensation.  The  star,  now 
steadily  shining  in  its  brilliant  perfection,  instills  in  me  serene 
faith  and  a  promise  of  hope  for  a  future  twilight  hour — a 
time  when  he  and  I  may  share  our  star,  not  across  an  'endless 
ocean,  but  together. 


Revelation 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '49 

It  was  that  magical  time  of  day ;  the  one  time  which  was 
happiness  and  peace  and  no  particle  of  sorrow  could  possibly 
mar  its  beauty.  I  stood  for  a  moment,  staring  at  the  quiet 
waters,  and  the  silence  seemed  a  downy  web  that  wrapped  the 
entire  world  in  a  fragile  net  so  precious  that  I  scarcely  dared 
to  breathe  lest  I  destroy  its  very  being. 

During  all  these  months  that  Lane  had  been  gone,  I  had 
always  found  him  here.  The  very  air  was  his  breath,  and  the 
rustle  of  the  leaves  his  voice,  and  the  soft  breezes  were  his 
tender  caresses  which  now  were  to  be  found  only  in  this 
enchanted  spot. 

It  seemed  impossible  to  believe  that  Lane  would  never  be 
actually  beside  me,  that  his  physical  being  was  no  longer  in 
existence.  As  I  relaxed  against  the  soft  moss,  I  quietly  dis- 
missed those  thoughts  and  allowed  myself  to  be  overcome  by  a 
torrent  of  memories  which  rushed  from  an  ever-flowing  spring 
in  my  heart. 

There  are  no  words  to  describe  the  mystic  beauty  of  the 
union  of  two  souls,  one  earthbound,  the  other  of  another  world, 
that  of  the  Hereafter. 

When  the  intensity  of  my  exultation  became  so  great  that 
I  could  no  longer  endure  it,  I  rose  and  leaned,  weak  with  joy, 
against  a  gnarled  oak. 

Within  me  was  the  strange  sensation  that  fear,  sorrow,  hate, 
and  death  itself  had  all  converged  into  one  seething  mass  and 
had  sunk  beneath  those  quiet  waters. 

The  evening  calm  reflected  my  mood  and  I  realized  that  I 
had  experienced  something  beautiful,  something  almost  holy. 
Here  I  had  captured  the  most  precious  moment  in  my  life  and 
I  would  forever  possess  it  and  hold  it  dear. 
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Scattered  Arrows 

By  Myea  Welsh,  '47 

Her  life  has  been  a  quiver  of  silver  arrows  hung  by  a  gold 
thread.  Every  arrow  has  stood  for  love,  laughter,  a  handful 
of  stars  here,  a  brief  moment  of  happiness  there.  She  has  let 
them  fall  as  swiftly  and  as  lightly  as  April  rain,  spending 
them  without  a  thought  or  care ;  and  she  has  had  all  of  life 
from  stormy  tears  to  bright  laughter,  living  every  day  as  if  it 
were  the  last.  She  has  burned  the  candle  at  both  ends,  and  it 
is  almost  gutted.  I  have  lived  a  different  life,  hoarding  my 
arrows  and  waiting  for  the  right  moment,  and  somewhere 
along  the  path  I  have  missed  the  vital  turn.  The  silver 
arrows  have  tarnished  and  time  has  left  its  mark,  and  there  is 
no  turning  back.     Such  fools  are  the  conservative  ones ! 


CONTRADICTION 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '49 

"There  is  no  death,"  they  say. 

"He  is  not  dead,  but  sleeping." 

But  what  of  the  fears  of  those  who  stay? 

What  of  the  nights  of  weeping? 

"He  is  gone  now  to  eternal  rest." 

"He  lives  on  in  the  oft-promised  lands." 

But  you  are  weary  at  the  best 

And  time  hangs  heavy  on  your  hands. 

Where  sun  was,  now  all  is  bleak, 
The  effort  of  each  sighing  breath — 
And  never  finding  what  you  seek, 
And  yet  they  say,  "There  is  no  death." 


December,  1945 
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Girl 


By  Betty  Bowles,  '50 


When  I  was  approaching  the  awkward  and  immature  age 
of  five,  it  was  discovered  by  my  loving  Mother  that  I  was 
decidedly  more  clumsy  than  most  little  girls  at  that  important 
stage  in  life ;  and  thus  was  it  decided  that  I  would  enter  Miss 
La  Verne's  School  of  Dancing  to  develop  my  poise  and  grace- 
fulness (if  I  may  imply  that  I  possessed  any  small  amount  of 
poise  and  gracefulness  to  develop). 

The  Monday  morning  on  which  I  was  scheduled  to  begin 
my  adventure  with  Miss  La  Verne  dawned  bright  and  cloud- 
less, much  to  my  disgust.  As  I  disdainfully  let  myself  be 
propelled  in  the  direction  of  the  hated  school,  I  suddenly 
began  to  experience  a  sick,  unstable  feeling  which  caused  my 
knees  to  become  sizes  longer  and  incessantly  knock  together, 
and  my  toes  to  grow  inches  and  cause  so  much  trouble  that 
with  every  step  I  tripped  on  the  pavement  and  fell  against 
my  indignant  black  nurse.  All  of  this  difficulty  along  with 
the  indelible  vision  of  little  girls  in  frilly  dresses  and  ballet 
shoes  glaring  at  me  down  snooty  noses  made  me  feel  smaller 
than  the  smallest  ant  in  the  smallest  ant  hill ;  and  the  sick 
feeling  became  worse. 


Upon  my  grand  entrance  I  was  dressed  in  an  immaculate 
little  uniform  of  yellow  and  ushered  out  on  the  floor.  (I 
might  add  here  that  due  to  my  bewilderment  and  curiosity  my 
behavior  was  so  exceedingly  and  unusually  good  that  I  resign- 
edly let  myself  be  weighed  and  measured  without  protest. 

Miss  La  Verne  was  an  incurable  pessimist  and  always 
expected  the  very  worst  of  her  pupils ;  and  by  the  time  I  did 
my  first  "hop-shuffle-step"  for  her,  I  was  so  completely  ruffled 
that  she  probably  got  just  exactly  what  she  expected.  The 
rest  of  the  agonizing  hours  were  spent  doing  silly  little  exer- 
cises which  I  remember  thinking  quite  asinine.  The  occur- 
rence of  a  few  minor  calamities  such  as  stepping  on  fellow 
pupil's  toes  and  sitting  down  rather  hard  and  unexpectedly  on 
the  cement  floor  made  these  hours  hateful  and  ended  the  first 
and  last  step  in  my  career  as  a  dancer.  A  next  step,  if  there 
had  been  one,  would  more  than  likely  have  found  me  at  the 
gate  to  Dix  Hill  accompanied  by  a  letter  instructing  the 
warden  to  "lock  this  unfortunate  child  in  a  padded  cell,  as  she 
tap-dances  in  her  sleep." 


Day's  End 

By  Gene  Rose,  '47 

Wadesbury  was  e  pluribus  xmum  of  the  small  towns  which 
dot  the  middle  southern  states  in  this  twentieth  century.  On 
this  particular  autumn  afternoon  the  sun  lingered  in  a  dusty 
golden  glow  over  the  town,  which  seemed  to  quiet  down  with  a 
sigh  of  relief  after  the  day's  bustle.  The  fading  light  showed 
generously  front-porched  and  gingerbreaded  houses  which  as 
a  rule  needed  paint  but  whose  crocheted  curtains  invariably 
hung  stiffly  starched  and  white  and  many  of  whose  lawns 
boasted  a  small,  reluctant  colored  boy  and  a  lawn  mower. 
Around  at  the  back  of  the  houses,  chicken  coops  and  staked 
vegetable  gardens  were  halfheartedly  hidden  by  apologetic- 
looking  hedges.  The  bright  yellow  frame  and  red  brick  of 
the  false  fronts  of  main  street  were  softened  by  the  coming 
dusk,  while  farmers'  flivvers,  prosperous-looking  family  sedans 
and  not  infrequent  mules  and  cart  conveyances  accelerated 
their  speed  as  they  turned  from  the  town  homeward.  Shadows 
now  hid  the  harsher  outlines  of  the  swarm  of  paintless  little 
dwellings  which  the  cotton  mill  on  the  outskirts  of  town  drew 
around  it,  and  added  the  dignity  of  somberness  to  the  riotous 
negro  hovels  surrounding  the  graveyard.  The  last  slanting 
rays  of  the  sun  struck  the  yellow  stone  courthouse,  outlined 
the  customary  shaft  To  Our  Confederate  Dead,  and  lit  up  The 
Wadesbury  Dispatch,  embellished  in  peeling  gilt  across  the 
glass  front  of  the  newspaper  office.  Several  church  steeples 
stood  out  across  the  fading  sky,  the  Methodist  one  resplendent 
with  a  surmounting  neon  cross.  At  the  heart  of  the  town 
sprawled  several  blocks  of  rough-boarded,  low-roofed  tobacco 
warehouses  emulating  the  pungent  odor  of  cured  tobacco. 
Wherever  Wadesbury's  inhabitants  happened  to  meet  this 
smell,  it  always  meant  home  to  them. 


THE  BURNING  OF  THE  BOOKS 

By  Mahharet  Cummings,  '47 

The  farmer  stood  with  trembling  hands  and  saw 
The  Bible  that  his  mother  had  held  dear, 
With  mocking  laughter  tossed  upon  the  straw 
And  burned,  while  Nazi  youth  stood  by  to  jeer. 
With  eyes  made  dull  by  sorrow,  doctor,  priest, 
And  village  folk  kept  vigil  all  night  long, 
Until  the  morning  breeze  from  out  the  east 
Stirred  ash  that  once  was  poetry  and  song. 

That  was  a  dark  and  deadly  blaze,  but  we 

Who  live  in  freedom  watched  a  different  flame, 

And  guarded  its  burning  brilliance  jealously, 

For  it  is  precious ;  Knowledge  is  its  name. 

The  student  safeguards  that  for  which  men  fight, 

The  knowledge  of  our  God,  and  of  the  Bight. 


AFTERMATH 


By  Myra  Welsh,  '47 

You  have  been  all  things  to  me : 

I  have  seeu  you  gay  with  laughter, 

Serious  with  thought. 

I  have  known  your  tenderness  to  children 

And  to  animals. 

I  have  caught  the  shining  look 

When  you  hear  good  music, 

And  the  kindness  beneath  your 

Gruff  masculinity. 

I  have  loved  your  name  in  ink 

On  the  fly-leaf  of  your  books, 

Your  calm  straightforwardness, 

Your  dry  wit,  caustic,  often  hilarious, 

And,  although  you  are  forever 

Beyond  my  reach, 

I  can  hold  you  still  in  remembering. 
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Saint  Mary's  School  ' 


Kmf.  ALUMNAE 


By  Peggy  Hopkins,  Alumnae  Secretary 


Across  My  Desk 


Tudie  Hudson  Wilson's,  ex  '39,  hus- 
band, Kenyon,  has  received  his  discharge 
from  the  navy.  Tudie,  Kenyon,  and 
daughter  Tudor,  are  living  in  Elizabeth 
City  where  Kenyon  is  practicing  law.  .  .  . 
Katherine  Taylor,  '45  (Bus.),  writes, 
"Never  thought  I  would  'miss  any  school 
the  way  I  do  Saint  Mary's.  And  every 
time  I  run  into  a  Saint  Mary's  girl  we  stop 
and  have  a  long  talk.  I  am  the  new  mem- 
ber of  the  firm  'Taylor's  Insurance,'  but 
am  actually  doing  more  playing  than 
working."  .  .  .  Frances  Croivder  Jones',  ex 
'42,  husband,  Lt.  (jg)  Edgar  L.  Jones, 
was  recently  awarded  the  Distinguished 
Flying  Cross  for  heroism  in  operations 
against  the  enemy  as  pilot  of  a  torpedo 
bomber  in  Composite  Squadron  21  on  the 
carrier,  U.  S.  S.  Marcus  Island.  .  .  .  Vir- 
ginia Woodard,  ex  '43  (H.  S.),  is  teaching 
kindergarten  in  Rocky  Mount.  In  early 
October  Jinny  went  to  New  Orleans  to  see 
her  brother  who  is  stationed  there.  .  .  . 
Mary  Olsen,  '39,  visited  Josephine  John- 
son Ward,  ex  '39,  and  her  husband  in 
Monroe,  La.,  in  June.  Captain  Ward  is 
stationed  at  Selman  Field.  .  .  .  Mrs.  James 
E.  Davis  (nee  Margaret  Royall,  ex  '3  6 
[H.  S.] )  and  her  husband  are  living  in 
Oregon.  .  .  .  Ann  Anderson,  '45  (H.  S.) 
writes,  "I  am  attending  Florida  State  Col- 
lege for  Women  this  year  in  Tallahassee. 
Also  Martha  Anne  Maguire,  ex  '46,  is  here. 
We  like  it  very  much,  but  we  certainly  do 
miss  Saint  Mary's.  We're  looking  for- 
ward to  a  visit  there  some  time  during 
the  year.  I  pledged  Pi  Beta  Phi  and  am 
quite  thrilled."  .  .  .  Margaret  Terrell 
Oliver,  ex  '40,  of  Norfolk,  Va.,  writes, 
"Flossie  Withers  Reinhardt,  '3  9  (Bus.), 
and  Bob  live  in  Elizabeth  City.  He's  a 
captain  in  the  Marine  Corps.  We  see  them 
about  every  other  weekend."  .  .  .  Ihrie 
Pou  Carr's,  ex  '42,  husband,  Major  Watts 
Carr,  Jr.,  returned  to  this  country  in  June 
after  serving  more  than  two  years  in  the 
Pacific  with  the  Marine  Corps.  .  .  .  Betty 
Via,  ex  '44,  works  at  the  Norfolk  Navy 
Yard.  .  .  .  Miss  Rachel  Johnson,  who 
taught  French  at  Saint  Mary's  from  1939- 
1943.  visited  the  school  October  5.  She 
has  just  received  her  discharge  from  the 
W.  A.  C.  Miss  Johnson  served  in  Italy 
with  the  W.  A.  C.  for  more  than  a  year. 
.  .  .  Sue  Joyner,  ex  '42,  visited  Ruth  Woltz 
Alford,  ex  '39,  and  her  husband  in  Miami 
during  the  summer.  While  in  Florida  she 
also  saw  "Honey"  Peck  McCall,  '40  (H. 
S.).  and  Toddy  Boykin  Edwards.  '40  (H. 
S.I.  .  ,  .  Sally  McKinley,  '43,  writes,  "I 
left  Northington  General  Hospital  in  Sep- 
tember after  a  wonderful  experience  of 
eight  months  (nursing);  now  for  the  first 
time  in  four  years  I'm  actually  at  home  to 
stay.  I  am  not  planning  to  work  until 
after  Christmas.  Seems  so  strange  to  be 
back  in  Birmingham  doing  nothing."  .  .  . 
Betty  Lou  Britt,  '43,  graduated  from 
Northwestern  in  June,  and  since  that  time 
has  been  working  for  the  Chicago  Red 
Cross  as  a  case  aide  in  the  home  service 
department.  Along  with  her  Red  Cross 
work  Betty  Lou  is  taking  a  course  in  the 
Graduate  School  of  Social  Service  Admin- 
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istration  at  the  University  of  Chicago. 
She  writes,  "Graduate  work  on  a  part- 
time  basis  will  be  a  long,  tedious  process, 
but  at  least  it's  a  beginning  and  some- 
thing I  feel  sure  I  won't  regret."  Betty 
Lou's  address  is  302  Hyde  Park  Towers, 
818  Hyde  Park  Blvd.,  Chicago,  Illinois. 
.  .  .  Peggy  Osborn,  '43,  works  for  the 
Travelers'  Aid  as  a  case  aide  in  Chicago. 
.  .  .  Kate  Broadfoot,  '45,  writes  from  Ran- 
dolph-Macon, "Mary  C.  Bowers,  '45,  and 
I  room  next  door  to  Pat  Gwyn,  '4  4,  and 
across  the  hall  from  Mary  West  Paul,  '44. 
Mary  C.  and  I  met  Maria  Gregory,  '45, 
down  town  several  days  ago.  All  the 
S.  M.  S.  girls  from  Sweet  Briar  and  Ran- 
dolph-Macon are  planning  a  big  reunion 
dinner  soon;  it  should  be  fun  because 
there  must  be  nearly  twenty-five  of  us." 
.  .  .  Anna  Margaret  Moomaw,  '45,  is  ma- 
joring in  sociology  at  Hollins  College.  .  .  . 
Lucile  Aycock  McKee's,  '3  7,  husband  has 
returned  home  (Raleigh)  after  two  years 
overseas  in  the.E.  T.  O.,  and  has  received 
his  discharge.  .  .  .  Lt.  Rebecca  Harvey, 
who  taught  Physical  Education  at  S.  M, 
S.  from  1937-43  and  who  is  now  a  lieuten- 


ant in  the  Army  Medical  Corps,  is  sta- 
tioned at  McGuire  General  Hospital,  Rich- 
mond, Va.  Lt.  Harvey  visited  at  Saint 
Mary's  in  September.  .  .  .  Roberta  Bryant, 
ex  '46,  writes  from  George  Washington 
University,  "I  do  miss  not  getting  ready 
to  come  back  to  Saint  Mary's  this  year. 
Those  two  years  were  much  too  short." 
.  .  .  Jane  Evans  Wetmore's,  '43  (Mrs. 
Robert  J.),  address  is  2217  Blossom  St., 
Apt.  2,  Columbia,  S.  C.  .  .  .  Nancy  Poe,  ex 
'42,  has  accepted  a  position-as  secretary  to 
the  executive  secretary  of  the  Raleigh 
Chamber  of  Commerce.  .  .  .  Vi  Johnson 
Anthony,  ex '43,  is  living  in  Raleigh  while 
her  husband  finishes  work  toward  his  "de- 
gree at  State  College.  He  was  recently 
discharged  from  the  army.  ....  The  fol- 
lowing former  students  have  returned  to 
Saint  Mary's  this  fall  for  short  visits: 
Margaret  deRosset,  Adelaide  Winslow, 
Slocumb  Davis  Hollis,  Betty  Edwards, 
Lucy  Hancock,  Vi  Johnson  Anthony, 
Beppy  Hunter,  Mary  Arden  Tucker,  Mary 
Louise  Riddick,  Winifred  Rosenhaum, 
Betty  Via,  Mary  Gilmer  Cocke,  Ann  Ed- 
munds, Margaret  Rodwell,  Carrie  Maie 
Wade,  Katherine  Lane,  Frankie  Sham- 
burger,  Mary  Fishel,  Jane  Peete,  Gwen 
Hughes,  Ruth  Hayes,  Sara  Coe  Hunsucker, 
Sarah  Dawson  Davis.  .  .  .  Mrs.  John  Mat- 
tocks Cannon  (nee  Eugenia  Elizabeth 
Cooper,  '40)  lives  at  271  East  Pitt- 
man  Avenue,  Greenwich,  Conn.  .  .  . 
Mildred  Denny,  ex  '44,  will  graduate 
in  June  from  the  University  of  California 
in  Berkeley.  Her  address  there  is  1730 
La  Loma  Avenue,  Berkeley  4,  Calif.  She 
is  House  President  this  year.  .  .  .  Sarah 
Sutton  Tomlinson,  '39  (H.  S.),  writes, 
"We  are  now  moving  to  the  great  city  of 
Charlotte  where  Larry  will  be  with  James 
J.  Harris  &  Co.  I'll  have  to  send  you  my 
address  whenever  we  find  a  place  to  hang 
our  hat."  .  .  .  Martha  Joyce  Ross,  ex  '44, 
of  Clinton  is  modeling  in  New  York.  .  .  . 
Bitty  Grimes,  '42  (H.  S.),  is  president  of 
the  Pan  Hellenic  Council  at  U.  N.  C.  this 
year.  .  .  .  Dixie  French  Council,  ex  '41, 
of  Raleigh  is  going  to  the  Vogue  Fashion 
School  in  Chicago.  .  .  .  Peggy  Castleman 
Dixon's,  '40,  present  address  is  17  River 
Road,  Hopewell,  Va.  .  .  .  Martha  Ellen 
Dickerson,  '41,  writes,  "After  three  and 
a  half  years  at  Carolina  Beach,  we  are 
moving  back  to  Kinston.  I  have  two 
future  Saint  Mary's  products — Ellen, 
aged  two;  and  Glenn,  aged  three  months. 
.  .  .  Mallie  White  Bonney's,  '39,  husband 
is  with  the  army  of  occupation  in  Ger- 
many. She  says,  "If  he  doesn't  get  home 
soon,  maybe  I  can  go  over  there."  .  .  . 
Cornelia  Tongue,  '43.  teaches  school  in 
Wilmington.  .  .  .  Mary  White  Teague's, 
'41,  husband  is  on  terminal  leave  at  the 
present  time.  He  served  in  the  Navy  for 
four  and  a  half  years.  .  .  .  Helen  Mont- 
gomery Poole,  '39,  her  husband  and 
young  son  have  moved  to  503  Saint 
Christopher  Road,  Richmond,  Virginia. 
.  .  .  Sally  McKinley,  '43,  is  making  her 
debut  in  Birmingham  this  year.  .  .  .  Jean 
Huske,  ex  '46,  is  secretary  of  the  Philan- 
thropic Assembly  at  Carolina. 


December,  1945 


Message  from  the  President  of  the 
Alumnae  Association 


Dear  Saint  Mary's  Girls : 

In  these  days,  when  skies  are  brighter  and  hopes  for 
Saint  Mary's  are  being  realized,  the  loyalty  of  the  alum- 
nae cannot  be  too  strongly  emphasized.  There  is  even 
more  need  for  the  Association  to  uphold  the  standards 
and  traditions  of  the  school,  and  for  members  everywhere 
to  keep  alive  their  interest  and  to  be  willing  to  expend 
time  and  effort  to  aid  in  carrying  out  plans  for  Saint 
Mary's  advancement. 

Let  me  remind  you  that  the  time  will  soon  be  here  for 
meetings  of  chapters.  Chapter  presidents  have  received 
notices  about  their  meetings,  and  it  is  niy  hope  that  all 
of  the  chapters  will  meet  at  least  once  during  the  school 
year  and  that  each  chapter  will  report  a  large  attendance, 
for  it  is  by  attending  these  meetings  and  by  joining  the 
Alumnae  Association  from  year  to  year  that  you  can  main- 
tain your  contact  with  Saint  Mary's  and  with  the  friends 
you  made  while  you  were  here. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Alumnae  Council  on  October  3,  the 
Council  members  agreed  to  ask  the  chapters  to  take  as 
their  project  for  the  year  the  task  of  obtaining  as  many 
memberships  as  possible  in  each  chapter.  The  chapter 
which  has  the  most  new  members  by  May  will  have  its 
name  engraved  on  the  alumnae  loving  cup.  This  will 
have  to  be  worked  on  a  percentage  basis,  of  course,  be- 
cause the  chapters  vary  so  much  in  size. 

Mrs.  Frank  P.  Graham  (Marian  Drane,  '19)  of  Chapel 
Hill  and  Mr.  Charles  A.  Tucker,  of  Warrenton,  who  are 
members  of  the  Planning  Committee  of  the  Board  of 
Trustees,  attended  the  Council  meeting  in  October  and 
showed  us  plans  for  the  development  of  Saint  Mary's. 
These  plans  proved  to  be  so  interesting  to  us  that  we 
asked  that  they  be  shown  at  chapter  meetings  this  year. 
I  am  sure  that  all  of  you  will  want  to  see  these  plans  when 
your  chapter  meets. 

Now  that  the  war  is  over  an  order  has  been  placed  for 
a  new  .shipment  of  Saint  Mary's  Wedgwood  plates.  The 
plates  are  lovely  and  make  grand  wedding  presents  for 
Saint  Mary's  girls.  They  can  be  obtained  through  the 
alumnae  office  at  Saint  Mary's ;  so  please  write  the  alum- 
nae secretary  for  your  plates. 

May  I  wish  you  success  in  your  alumnae  meetings  this 
year  and  urge  each  of  you  to  pay  your  membership  dues. 
By  doing  so  you  will  receive  the  Bulletin,  you  will  be 


Mrs.  James  T.  Cordon  (nee  Betsy  London,  '06),  of  Raleigh, 
who  is  the  new  president  of  the  Saint,  Mary's  Alumnae  Associ- 
ation. Mrs.  Cordon  succeeded  Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire  (nee 
Ida  Rogerson,  '10),  of  Raleigh. 

helping  your  chapter  in  the  membership  competition,  and 
you  will  be  proving  your  loyalty  to  your  alma  mater.  To 
those  of  j'ou  who  do  not  live  in  chapter  towns  it  is  par- 
ticularly important  to  be  a  member  and  to  receive  the 
Bulletin,  for  the  Bulletin  will  serve  as  your  main  source 
of  Saint  Mary's  news. 

Sincerely  37ours, 

Betsy  London  Cordon,  '06, 
President,  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association. 


Mrs.  Ernest  Cruikshank  Resigns 


At  the  annual  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Trustees  on  Novem- 
ber 15,  announcement  was  made  of  the  resignation  of  Mrs. 
Ernest  Cruikshank  as  president  of  Saint  Mary's  School  and 
Junior  College.  Mrs.  Cruikshank's  resignation  will  become 
effective  on  June  30,  1946. 

Although  the  trustees  have  accepted  Mrs.  Cruikshank's 
resignation  they  expressed  deep  regret  that  she  is  leaving 
Saint  Mary's  and  their  appreciation  for  her  successful  term 
as  president  during  the  past  fourteen  years. 


An  alumna  of  the  school,  Mrs.  Cruikshank  (nee  Margaret 
Jones,  '96)  became  president  in  1932,  and  under  her  leader- 
ship Saint  Mary's  has  maintained  exceptionally  high  aca- 
demic standards,  the  student  enrollment  has  been  at  a  maxi- 
mum capacity  for  the  past  nine  years,  and  at  the  present  time 
an  extensive  program  of  repairs  and  modernization  of  the 
buildings  and  equipment  is  being  carried  out. 

A  committee  composed  of  trustees  from  each  of  the  dioceses 
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of  North  and  South  Carolina  has  been  appointed  to  obtain  a 
successor  to  Mrs.  Cruikshank  and  to  report  to  the  Board  of 
Trustees  in  the  early  spring.  Serving  on  this  committee  are : 
the  Et.  Eev.  Edwin  A.  Fenick,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  the  Diocese 
of  North  Carolina,  chairman;  the  Et.  Eev.  Thomas  H. 
Wright,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  the  Diocese  of  Eastern  Carolina ;  the 
Eev.  James  McDowell  Dick,  rector  of  the  Church  of  the  Good 
Shepherd  in  Ealeigh;  the  Eev.  Maurice  Clarke,  D.D.,  Cam- 
den, S.  C. ;  Joseph  B.  Cheshire,  Ealeigh ;  B.  Allston  Moore, 
Charleston,  S.  C. ;  and  Mrs.  A.  B.  Stoney,  Morganton. 


Saint  Mary's  1  04th  Year 

Saint  Mary's  opened  for  her  104th  year  the  week  of 
September  17  with  a  capacity  enrollment. 

The  opening  days  of  school  were  spent  in  the  registra- 
tion of  new  and  returning  students,  and  on  Thursday, 
September  20,  the  traditional  service  which  marks  the 
formal  opening  of  school  took  place  in  the  school  chapel. 
The  service  was  conducted  by  the  chaplain,  Eev.  Mr.  I. 
Harding  Hughes,  and  the  Rt.  Eev.  Edwin  A.  Peniek, 
Bishop  of  the  Diocese  of  North  Carolina  and  chairman 
of  the  Board  of  Trustees,  made  a  short  address  to  the 
student  body.  Following  this  service,  the  first  classes  of 
the  year  were  officially  begun. 

On  the  first  Saturday  night  of  school  the  annual  Old 
Girl-New  Girl  party  was  held  in  Smedes  parlor.  Faculty 
and  students  alike  donned  evening  clothes  and  spent  a 
very  pleasant  two  hours  becoming  acquainted  with  each 
other.  A  number  of  our  talented  students  provided  top 
entertainment  for  the  occasion,  and  Mrs.  Marriott  served 
delightful  refreshments. 

Changes  in  the  faculty  this  year  are  as  follows : 

Miss  Fannie  R.  Harmon  of  Wachapreague,  Virginia,  is 
teaching  biology  and  hygiene.  Miss  Harmon  received  her 
A.B.  and  M.A.  degrees  from  the  University  of  Illinois. 
She  is  replacing  Miss  Marjorie  Lalor,  who  resigned  this 
past  June  to  accept  a  position  at  the  Nightingale  Bamford 
School  in  New  York  City. 

Miss  Anna  D.  Graham  of  Oxford  succeeds  Miss  Gen- 
evieve Senecal  in  the  Physical  Education  department. 
Miss  Graham  is  a  graduate  of  the  Woman's  College  of  the 
University  of  North  Carolina,  and  holds  a  B.S.  degree. 
Miss  Senecal  is  at  Stanford  University  studying  for  her 
master's  degree  this  year. 

Dr.  Robert  F.  Brand  of  Raleigh  is  teaching  German, 
Spanish  and  history.  From  Cornell  University  he  has 
received  his  A.B.,  M.A.  and  Ph.D.  degrees.  Under  the 
Weil  Fellowship  granted  at  Cornell  he  has  studied  at  the 
University  of  Strasbourg  in  France.  Dr.  Brand  is  re- 
placing Mr.  Merle  Wing  in  the  German  department. 

Mrs.  William  Boles  of  Dunn  succeeds  Mrs.  Elaine  T. 
Phelps  as  head  of  the  Business  Department.  She  holds 
a  B.S.  degree  from  the  Woman's  College  of  the  University 
of  North  Carolina. 

Mr.  J.  W.  Morgan  of  Raleigh  succeeds  Mrs.  Norman 
Teter  as  chemistry  instructor.  Mr.  Morgan  received  his 
A.I;,  and  M.A.  degrees  from  Duke  University. 


Miss  Katherine  Morris,  '25,  of  Ealeigh,  is  the  new  art 
department  head.  She  succeeds  Mrs.  Augusta  Eembert, 
'19,  who  has  accepted  a  position  at  the  University  of  South 
Carolina.  Miss  Morris  has  studied  art  in  Greensboro  and 
New  York  City.  She  was  secretary  of  the  North  Carolina 
Art  Association  before  coming  to  Saint  Mary's  this  fall. 
Students  who  are  holding  leading  student  government 
offices  this  year  are :  Katherine  Fulton  of  Roanoke,  Va., 
president  of  the  student  body;  Carolyn  DesChamps  of 
Spartanburg,  S.  C,  vice-president  of  the  student  body; 
Poncie  Dawson  of  Cramerton,  president  of  the  Hall  Coun- 
cil; Mary  Helen  James  of  Wilson,  chief  marshal;  Sally 
Ann  Elliott  of  Washington,  editor  of  the  Belles;  Mary 
Pinckney  of  Columbia,  S.  C,  editor  of  the  Bulletin;  Jane 
Campbell  of  Atlanta,  Ga.,  editor  of  the  Stage  Coach; 
Mildred  Chappell  of  Richmond,  Va.,  president  of  the 
senior  class ;  Martha  Conger  of  Edenton,  president  of  the 
junior  class ;  Helen  Eppes  of  Henderson,  president  of  the 
sophomore  class;  Ann  Wicker  of  Tarboro,  president  of 
the  freshman  class ;  and  Helen  Mardre  of  Windsor,  presi- 
dent of  the  business  class. 

Quite  extensive  repairs  were  made  about  the  campus 
during  the  summer.  In  the  front  hall  of  Smedes  the  walls 
have  been  papered  and  the  floors  sanded ;  and  a  Viennese 
chandelier  has  been  hung  in  the  hall.  The  chandelier  is 
the  gift  of  Mrs.  J.  Lawrence  Sprunt  (nee  Annie  Grey 
Nash,  '03)  of  Wilmington.  A  concrete  floor  has  been  laid 
in  the  day  students'  room,  Holt  Hall  has  been  completely 
redecorated  inside,  floors  have  been  refinished  and  walls 
painted ;  the  swimming  pool  has  been  redecorated  and 
new  lights  have  been  installed;  fluorescent  lights  have 
been  installed  in  five  of  the  classrooms,  and  the  outside 
of  the  chapel  has  been  repainted.  A  moving  picture  sound 
projector  has  been  purchased  for  the  school  which  is  ex- 
pected to  be  a  great  asset  in  classroom  instruction.  This 
projector  was  purchased  with  funds  which  were  donated 
by  the  Business  Class  of  1945,  the  class  of  1947,  the  classes 
of  1948-49  together,  and  the  Dance  Marshals.  Additional 
funds  needed  to  make  the  purchase  were  provided  by  the 
school. 

It  will  be  of  interest  to  all  Bulletin  readers  to'  know 
something  about  the  new  hall  system  which  has  been  put 
into  effect.  The  Hall  Council  this  year  is  composed  en- 
,  tirely  of  seniors,  two  of  whom  live  on  each  hall.  During 
the  first  semester  one  senior  on  each  hall  is  acting  as  hall 
president  and  the  other  as  vice-president,  and  during  next 
semester  these  girls  will  alternate.  During  next  semester 
also  a  representative  will  be  elected  from  each  hall.  These 
girls  will  be  underclassmen,  and  will  assume  some  of  the 
responsibilities  of  the  hall  presidents  so  that  they  can 
learn  something  of  the  workings  of  the  Hall  Council  before 
next  year.  Under  the  new  Hall  Council  system  the  mem- 
bers have  more  responsibility  than  they  have  had  in  the 
past  and  the  hall  teachers  act  merely  in  an  advisory 
capacity.  Hall  presidents  may  issue  penalties  for  minor 
infringements  of  rules,  and  only  repeated  or  major  of- 
fenses are  taken  to  the  Council  as  a  whole.  The  new 
system  seems  to  be  a  great  improvement  over  any  we  have 
had  in  the  past,  and  is  working  quite  well. 
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SAINT  MARY'S  GIRLS  AT  OTHER  COLLEGES 

University  of  Alabama :  Martha  Stoney. 

Barnard  College,  Columbia  University:  Emily  McMillan. 

Converse  College:  Mary  Lynn  Lewis,  Laurie  Lucas, 
Barbara  Smith. 

University  of  Chicago:  Betty  Lou  Britt  (graduate 
work). 

Duke  University:  Ann  Edmunds,  Lucy  Gardner,  Ran- 
dolph Gardner,  Billye  Pope,  Margaret  Rodwell,  Mary 
Arden  Tucker,  Dorothy  Woodard. 

Finch  Junior  College :  Olive  Camp. 

Florida  State  College  for  Women:  Ann  Anderson, 
Martha  Ann  Maguire. 

George  Washington  University:  Roberta  Bryant,  Mary 
Dickey. 

University  of  Georgia:  Susan  Caldwell,  Barbara  Cleve, 
Jean  Conover,  Lucy  Harvey. 

Greensboro  College:  Emma  Britt  Davis,  Lena  Mae 
Grantham. 

Hollins  College:  Betty  Bobbitt,  Martha  Page  Hogg, 
Katherine  Legg,  Frances  Marks,  Anna  Margaret  Moo- 
maw,  Caroline  McGuirk,  Delight  Nuchols,  Isabel  Robin- 
son, Maybelle  Smith,  Caroline  Taliaferro,  Stuart  Verdery, 
Harriet  Whitaker. 

Katherine  Gibbs  (New  York  City) :  Carolyn  Holland, 
Barnie  White. 

University  of  Kentucky:  Mary  Fox  Clarke,  Maria  Legg. 

Marjorie  Webster  Junior  College :  Elaine  Frissell,  Dale 
Creech,  Alice  Shamburger. 

Meredith  College :  Clarice  Woolard. 

University  of  Michigan:  Betsy  Durham. 

North  Carolina  State  College:  Marcia  McMillin. 

University  of  North  Carolina :  Juanita  Anderson,  Fran- 
ces Avera,  Betty  Barnes,  Jean  Brooks,  Ann  Brundage, 
Betsy  Burke,  Betty  Chase,  Luzette  Galium,  Jane  Clark 
Cheshire,  Ann  Christian,  Marjorie  Cole,  Betsy  London 
Cordon,  Alice  Craig,  Ann  Cutts,  Helen  Davis,  Jane  Divers, 
Rebecca  Drane,  Betty  Edwards,  Mary  Virginia  Freeman, 
Annette  Fulton,  Bettie  Gaither,  Ruth  Gay,  Ann  Geoghe- 
gan,  Mary  Tom  Gilman,  Sibyl  Goerch,  Margaret  Goold, 
Betty  Graham,  Elizabeth  Grimes,  Bobby  Jean  Hardy, 
Mary  Louise  Harris,  Mary  Virginia  Hart,  Gwen  Hughes, 
Jean  Huske,  Mary  Pierce  Johnson,  Clara  Leigh  Kemper, 
Bettie  Kendrick,  Katherine  Lane,  Caroline  Long,  Hannah 
Lyon,  Margaret  Martin,  Mary  Louise  Martin,  Marilyn 
Mitchell,  Peggy  Moran,  Mildred  Parker,  Mary  Darden 
Quinerly,  Sallie  Robertson,  Sarah  Stockton,  Jean  Sullivan, 
Florence  Tyler,  Carrie  Maie  Wade,  Betsy  John  West,  Vir- 
ginia Wilson,  Margaret  Winslow,  Brent  Woodson,  Alma 
Young. 

Northwestern  University:  Mandelee  Linton,  Ann  Mac- 
Rae. 

Peace  Junior  College:  Sue  Tucker  Eason,  Sally  Tarry. 

Randolph-Macon  College :  Sarah  Bain,  Kate  Broadf oot, 
Fanny  Lee  Brooke,  Jean  Campbell,  Mary  C.  Bowers,  -Betty 
Clark,  Carolyn  Gaither,  Pat  Gwyn,  Tony  King,  Phyllis 
Kinsey,  Mary  West  Paul,  Sally  Ramsey,  Lucy  Seaman, 
Evelyn  Ann  White. 

Salem  College:  Jane  Bell,  Ruth  Hayes,  Sara  Coe  Hun- 
sucker,  Jane  Jeter,  Betsy  Long,  Nancy  Mercer,  Sue  Moore. 

School  of  Horticulture   (Pennsylvania) :  Susan  Thorp. 

Sophie  Newcomb  College:  Mary  Holmes. 


University  of  South  Carolina :  Betty  Lou  Hood,  Sidney 
Jones,  Lillian  Love,  Martha  Parker. 

Sweet  Briar  College:  Adelaide  Butler,  Felicia  Camm, 
Maria  Gregory,  Pat  Hassler,  Betty  Johnson,  Mary  Eliza- 
beth Jones,  Lee  Stevens,  Phyllis  Thorpe,  Lillian  West. 

Wake  Forest:  Mary  Gilmer  Cocke,  Frances  Wollett. 

Washington  School  for  Secretaries:  Margaret  Skidmore. 

Westminster  Choir  College:  Elisabeth  Turner. 

Woman's  College,  University  of  North  Carolina:  Sarah 
Crowder,  Sarah  Stewart,  Marguerite  Thompson,  Helena 
Williams. 


GRANDDAUGHTERS'  CLUB 

The  officers  of  the  Granddaughters'  Club  this  year  are : 
Dorothy  Oakey,  president;  Helen  Barnes,  vice-president; 
and  Amie  Watkins,  secretary-treasurer. 

Members  of  the  club  are : 

Edith  Allison,  Statesville.  Mrs.  W.  L.  Allison  (nee 
Mary  Ausley),  mother. 

Sarah  Barbee,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Claude  B.  Barbee,  Jr. 
(nee  Sarah  Gatling),  mother. 

Helen  Barnes,  Murfreesboro.  Mrs.  D.  C.  Barnes  (nee 
Irene  A.  Smith),  mother. 

Frances  Yarborough  Bickett,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  T.  W. 
Bickett  (nee  Fannie  Yarborough),  grandmother. 

Lucy  Brewer,  Oxford.  Mrs.  Charles  Hart  Brewer  (nee 
Lucy  Henderson  Kimball),  mother. 

Elizabeth  Carter,  Pinehurst.  Mrs.  Hugh  W.  Carter  (nee 
Elizabeth  Cheatham),  mother. 

Martha  Conger,  Edenton.  Mrs.  J.  H.  Conger  (nee  Nel- 
lie Cooper  Rose),  mother. 

Ida  Constable,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  H.  B.  Constable  (nee 
Katherine  Arbogast),  mother. 

Josephine  Cooper,  West  Hartford,  Connecticut.  Mrs. 
Junius  H.  Cooper  (nee  Frances  Scott  Brown),  mother. 

Virginia  Cullen,  Tarboro.  Mrs.  David  B.  Crosland  (nee 
Matilda  Virginia  Hart),  mother. 

Nancy  Lee  Duckett,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  C.  R.  Lee  (nee  Nan- 
nie Tomlinson),  grandmother;  Mrs.  Robert  B.  Duckett 
(nee  Ruth  Addison  Lee),  mother. 

Helen  Eppes,  Henderson.  Mrs.  C.  H.  Eppes  (nee  Helen 
Peoples),  mother. 

Lizzie  Hancock,  Oxford.  Mrs.  Charles  H.  Landis  (nee 
Mariana  Thorpe),  grandmother. 

Gene  Hines,  Greenwood,  South  Carolina.  Mrs.  Eli  Hines 
(nee  Olivia  Loftin),  great-grandmother. 

Lib  Price  Hines,  Roanoke  Rapids.  Mrs.  Eli  Hines  (nee 
Olivia  Loftin),  great-grandmother. 

Josephine  Hoyt,  Washington.  Mrs.  J.  C.  Hoyt  (nee 
Josephine  Copeland),  mother. 

Fannie  Mae  Hudson,  Shelby.  Mrs.  Harry  L.  Hudson 
(nee  Rubie  Logan  Thorn),  mother. 

Anne  Huske,  Fayetteville.  Mrs.  John  Huske  ( nee  Helen 
Webb),  mother;  Mrs.  James  Webb  (nee  Annie  Bond), 
grandmother. 

Sara  Eliza  Lee,  Goldsboro.  Mrs.  H.  Fitzhugh  Lee  (nee 
Julia  B.  Borden),  mother. 

Adelaide  Boylston  Linehan,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  William  A. 
Linehan  (nee  Adelaide  Boylston),  mother;  Mrs.  Robert 
H.  Sykes  (nee  Adelaide  Snow),  grandmother. 

Helen  Roberson  Mardre,  Windsor.  Mrs.  George  Lewis 
Mardre  (nee  Helen  Roberson),  mother. 
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Mary  Louise  Moulton,  New  Bern.  Mrs.  George  Moulton 
(nee  Myrtle  Disosway),  mother. 

Elizabeth  Travis  Myatt,  Goldsboro.  Mrs.  Troy  Myatt 
(nee  Mary  Ellen  Travis),  mother. 

Margaret  Gary  Norfleet,  Jackson.  Mrs.  Thomas  Nor- 
fleet  (nee  Lelia  Powell),  grandmother. 

Nancy  Norton,  Durham.  Mrs.  L.  "Watts  Norton  (nee 
Anne  Ivey),  mother. 

Dorothy  Gordon  Oakey,  Hertford.  Mrs.  W.  H.  Oakey, 
Jr.  (nee  Marjory  Nixon),  mother. 

Martha  Ann  Olsen,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Edward  Stanley 
Marsh,  Sr.  (nee  Elizabeth  Bonner  Eborn),  great-grand- 
mother. 

Mary  Pierce,  Greensboro.  Mrs.  C.  A.  Pierce  (nee  Ida 
Hinnant),  mother. 

Katherine  Royall,  Goldsboro.  Mrs.  William  A.  Royall 
(nee  Elizabeth  Nash  Waddell),  mother. 

Elizabeth  Silver,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Sprague  Silver  (nee 
Bessie  Hinton),  mother;  Mrs.  Charles  Hinton  (nee  Eliza- 
beth Cain),  grandmother;  Mrs.  David  Hinton  (nee  Mary 
Carr) ,  great-grandmother. 

Mary  Glen  Slater,  Wilson.  Mrs.  W.  A.  Slater  (nee 
Minnie  Gorman),  grandmother. 

Sarah  Mell  Smith,  Birmingham,  Alabama. 
Smith  (nee  Margaret  H.  Gold),  mother. 

Lila    Spilman,    Statesville.      Mrs.    Robert 
(nee  Lila  Henkel),  mother. 

Henrietta  Thorp,  Rocky  Mount.    Mrs.  I.  D 
Julia  Russ),  mother. 

Logan  Collier  Vaught,  Winston-Salem.  Mrs.  James  R. 
Shepherd  (nee  Mary  Louise  Collier),  mother. 

Amie  Cheatham  Watkins,  Henderson.  Mrs.  S.  H.  Wat- 
kins  (nee  Annie  J.  Cheatham),  mother. 

Emily  Harrison  Weathers,  Orlando,  Florida.  Mrs. 
Brantley  A.  Weathers  (nee  Agnes  Tinsley  Harrison), 
mother. 

Ann  Wicker,  Tarboro.  Mrs.  Worth  Wicker  (nee  Ella 
Pender),  mother. 

Eleanor  Jennings  Harriss  Willetts,  Wilmington.  Mrs. 
George  N.  Harriss  (nee  Katherine  Grady  Meares),  grand- 
mother. 

Lenoir  Mercer  Williams,  Paison.  Mrs.  Marshall  Wil- 
liams (nee  Mary  Lyde  Hicks),  mother;  Mrs.  Louis  T. 
Hicks  (nee  Rachel  Mclver),  grandmother. 

Jane  Winston,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  R.  W.  Winston  (nee  Anne 
McKimmon),  mother. 

Martha  Best  Yorke,  Concord.  Mrs.  Aaron  Jones  Yorke 
(nee  Martha  Saunders  Best),  mother. 


Mrs.  A.  L. 
R.  Spilman 
Thorp  (nee 


"LEST  WE  FORGET" 

The  sun  was  setting.     A  dull  hot  haze 

seemed  to  tremble  on  the  air. 

The  sound  of  guns — of  cannon,  came 

plundering  through  the  dense  heat. 

Here,  amid  the  desolation,  were  a  few 

hastily  constructed  first-aid  tents. 

At  the  entrance  of  one  tent,  a  nurse  appeared. 

She  pushed  back  the  tent  flaps  from  her 

as  if  trying  to  get  more  air — breathe  more  freely. 

She  stood  quietly  for  a  moment,  staring 
out  across  the  forlorn  landscape — a  look 


of  desperate  sadness,  yet  of  hopefulness 

in  her  tired  eyes. 

She  had  just  left  the  cot  on  which  lay  the 

body  of  a  young  soldier,  whose  life,  only 

a  moment  before  had  ebbed  away. 

Ordinarily,  she  "could  take"  the  ordeal  of 

agony  and  death  with  which  she  was  in 

daily  contact,  but  THIS  ease — 

"God  in  heaven,"  she  breathed,  "will  this 

war  NEVER  end?" 

She  leaned  forward  for  more  air — 

"If  only  the  people  back  home 

could  SEE— if  they  only  KNEW  what  was 

going  on,  there  would  NEVER  be  another  war." 

Her  bod}'  trembled. 

She  could  not  rid  her  thoughts  of  "that  kid." 

She  stood  silently,  gazing  into  space. 

"He  was  such  a  wonderful  kid !    Everybody 

loved  him,  and  he  loved  everybody." 

Thoughts  of  his  last  hours  swelled 

through  her  breast — those  beautiful  moments, 

never  to  be  forgotten. 

Why  did  this  boy's  death  almost  overcome 

every  ounce  of  courage  that  she  could  muster? 

Was  it  his  youth?    His  blond  hair?    His  gentle  ways? 

She  felt  a  hand  laid  on  her  shoulder. 

Turning  slightly,  she  saw  the  surgeon  standing  near. 

"Come  on,  Jenny.     Get  jrourself  together. 

That  kid  sort  of  'got  us'  that  time.     Took 

all  the  guts  I  had  to  keep  a  steady  hand. 

But  who  could  fail  a  guy  like  him?    Come  on." 

She  turned  toward  him — wiping  the  sweat 

from  her  brow. 

"God  in  heaven,  John,  another  like  him, 

and  you  will  have  to  get  another  nurse — 

those  eyes — that  voice ! 

What  was  it  he  was  trying  to  tell  us 

about  the  Kingdom  of  God? 

and  how  happy  he  was  to  have  had  the 

chance  to  fight  for  truth  and  honor  and 

"for  things  to  be  as  God  wants  them — " 

Those  whispers  at  the  last — "No  more 

hate — no  more  war — only  LIFE — HIS — 

WAY—" 

and  I, 

kneeling  bj'  his  side,  swabbing  the 

pulsing  blood — breathing  with  him  to  the 

brink  of  Paradise — where  he  left  me — 

staggering,  weakened,  yet  strengthened, 

almost  viciously  strengthened  and  determined 

to  carry  on  his  valiant  fight — that 

fight  that  the  kids  sign  with  the  signature 

of  death,  against, . 

SIN— THE  FLESH— AND  THE  DEVIL. 

Emma  Barnwell  Heyward,  '06. 
Charlotte,  N.  C. 
—Reprinted  from  The  N.  C.  Churchman  of  October,  1945. 
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LAURA  CLARK,  '14,  REPORTED  SAFE  AND  WELL 

Laura  Clark,  '14,  interned  in  occupied  China  by  the 
Japanese  since  the  beginning  of  the  war,  has  been  liber- 
ated and  her  family  has  received  word  from  her  that  she 
is  well.  A  letter  dated  September  2  said  that  all  the  in- 
ternees were  still  required  to  live  at  their  camp,  Ash 
Camp,  near  Shaighai,  but  that  they  had  received  food 
supplies  and  were  free  to  go  in  and  out  and  to  receive 
visitors.  George  Laycock  of  Charlotte,  who  had  been 
interned  elsewhere,  has  visited  the  small  American  group 
in  Ash  Camp.    Most  of  the  personnel  there  are  British. 

Miss  Clark  writes  that  no  one  can  know  the  joy  and 
thanksgiving  which  she  felt  when  the  first  American 
plane  flew  over  camp  on  August  12,  flying  low  enough  for 
the  star  on  it  to  be  visible.  Immediately  she  and  a  co- 
patriot  tore  up  their  blue  curtain  and  their  mattress  cover, 
and  using  this  material,  with  a  gift  of  red  cloth  from 
British  friends,  they  made  a  flag  for  their  flagpole.  The 
time  of  their  return  is  uncertain,  dependent  upon  trans- 
portation and  other  details. 

Miss  Clark  returned  to  China  in  October,  1939,  after  a 
brief  furlough  spent  at  her  home  in  Scotland  Neck  and 
elsewhere. 
— Reprinted  from  The  N.  C.  Churchman  of  October,  1945. 


RICHMOND,   VA.,   ALUMNAE   CHAPTER   SPONSORS 
BENEFIT  BRIDGE 

The  Richmond  alumnae  chapter  sponsored  a  benefit 
bridge  party  on  October  30,  in  the  Parish  House  of  the 
Church  of  the  Holy  Comforter.  Hallowe'en  decorations 
of  cornstalks,  pumpkins,  black  cats  and  crepe  paper 
streamers  formed  a  most  attractive  setting  for  the  fifteen 
tables  in  play.  High  score  prizes  for  each  table  and  a 
grand  total  high  for  the  evening  added  much  interest  to 
the  game. 

Mrs.  John  Weber  (nee  Olivia  Mobley,  '26),  president 
of  the  chapter,  was  tireless  in  her  efforts  to  make  the 
party  a  success.  With  the  assistance  of  Elizabeth  Thomas, 
'29,  Mrs.  Hubert  B.  Haywood,  Jr.  (nee  Virginia  Allison, 
'39),  Mrs.  Floyd  Riddle  (nee  Virginia  Noell,  '29),  and 
Mrs.  Charles  Turner  (nee  Betsy  Latane,  '30),  Mrs.  Weber 
served  refreshments  of  popcorn,  cookies  and  assorted  cold 
drinks.  Others  who  assisted  in  the  undertaking  were 
Mrs.  Grice  McMullan  (nee  Elizabeth  Wood,  '25),  Mrs. 
Frank  E.  Pulley  (nee  Louise  Joyner,  '27),  Dorothy  Bar- 
rett, ex  '42,  and  Evelyn  Jackson,  '10. 

The  proceeds  from  this  party  were  sent  to  Saint  Mary's 
as  a  contribution  to  the  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund. 
Louise  Joyner  Pulley,  '27, 
Corresponding  Secretary, 
Richmond  Alumnae  Chapter. 


Class  News 


1889 

Mrs.  William  S.  Marks  (nee  Jane  Andrews  of  Raleigh) 
lives  at  525  South  Perry  Street,  Montgomery  5,  Alabama. 

1899 

Captain  Archibald  Henderson,  son  of  Mrs.  Archibald 
Henderson  (nee  Minna  Bynum)  was  stationed  in  England 
with  the  Air  Corps  last  spring.  After  V-E  Day  he  played 
in  tennis  matches  at  Wimbledon. 

1900 

Mrs.  William  H.  Lambeth  (nee  Mary  Spruill  Weeks) 
is  State  Regent  of  the  Tennessee  Daughters  of  the  Ameri- 
can Revolution.  Her  address  is  Shepherd  Place,  Belle 
Meade  Park,  Nashville  5,  Tennessee. 

1904 

Mrs.  T.  W.  M.  Long's  (nee  Minnie  Burgwyn)  son,  Lt. 
(jg)  T.  W.  M.  Long,  has  returned  to  this  country  after 
fourteen  months  duty  in  Europe. 

1905 

Mrs.  Louis  V.  Sutton  (nee  Cantey  Venable)  was  chair- 
man of  the  Raleigh  Little  Theatre  membership  drive  this 
year. 

1907 

From  June,  1944,  until  the  end  of  the  war  in  Europe, 
Mrs.  John  Hall  Manning's  husband,  Colonel  Manning,  was 
commanding   officer   of  an   infantry   conversion   training 


center  in  the  Mediterranean  theatre.  Mrs.  Manning  was 
Jane  H.  Stillman  of  Jacksonville,  Florida.  Her  present 
address  is  2911  Fairview  Road,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Mrs.  Alex  H.  Lucas  (nee  Lillian  Farmer)  lives  at  "Carle- 
ton,"  McClellanville,  South  Carolina. 

1913 

Mrs.  Duncan  MacRae  (nee  Rebecca  Kyle)  and  family 
have  moved  from  Evanston,  Illinois,  to  Bel  Air,  Mary- 
land. Dr.  MacRae  is  a  chemist  at  Edgewood  Arsenal, 
Maryland.  Their  daughter,  Ann,  '42  (Bus.),  is  a  student 
at  Northwestern. 

•  Mrs.  C.  F.  Williams,  Jr.  (nee  Dorothy  Hopkins)  lives 
at  Onancock,  Virginia. 

1916 

Margaret  Best  Royall's  husband,  Brigadier  General 
Kenneth  C.  Royall,  lias  been  nominated  by  President 
Truman  for  the  post  of  Undersecretary  of  War. 

1917 

Martha  Boardman  Wright  of  Winston-Salem  and  San 
Diego,  California,  was  married  recently  to  Mr.  P.  E.  Hines 
of  Texas.  The  Hines'  live  at  300  West  Wilson  Street, 
Albuquerque,  New  Mexico. 

1918 

Mrs.  Joseph  Umstead  (nee  Gladys  Williamson)  has 
moved  from  Raleigh  to  Baltimore,  Maryland,  to  live. 
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Mildred  I.  Berts'  address  is  C-120,  Louisiana  Hall,  Ar- 
lington Farms,  Arlington,  Virginia. 

1919 

Mrs.  A.  B.  Stoney  (nee  Mary  Wilson)  of  Morganton  is 
president  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  in  Western  North 
Carolina,  and  chairman  of  the  Nurses  Aide  in  Burke 
County.  In  October  Mrs.  Stoney  attended  a  meeting  of 
the  Executive  Board  of  the  Province  of  Sewanee,  which 
was  held  in  Atlanta. 

Augusta  Rembert  is  teaching  art  at  the  University  of 
South  Carolina.  Her  home  address  is  1723  Devine  Street, 
Columbia,  S.  C. 

1920 

Mrs.  Grover  Dillon  (nee  Mary  Guirkin)  took  a  trip 
through  Virginia  in  October. 

1927 

Martha  Dabney  Jones,  T/5,  WAC,  has  returned  to  the 
United  States  after  serving  in  Paris  for  over  a  year.  She 
is  at  home  in  Norfolk,  Virginia,  now. 

Mela  Royall  Carraway  is  taking  a  course  in  German  at 
Saint  Mary's  this  year.  Her  husband  is  with  the  army  of 
occupation  in  Europe. 

Mrs.  Joseph  Wilson  Ervin's  (Susan  Graham  Ervin) 
husband  is  a  member  of  the  House  of  Representatives 
from  North  Carolina.  The  Ervins'  address  is  3221  North 
Pershing  Drive,  Arlington,  Virginia. 

1928 

Mrs.  P.  C.  Pascall  (nee  Sydney  Curry)  lives  in  Wil- 
mington at  156  Parkway  Drive. 

1930 

Dorothy  Insley  Linker's  husband,  Captain  R.  W.  Linker, 
is  with  the  Army  Air  Corps.  Mrs.  Linker  lives  in  Char- 
lotte. 

1932 

Gertrude  H.  Mott  of  Raleigh  and  Washington,  D.  C, 
left  this  country  in  July  to  work  with  the  UNRRA  in 
Poland.  Miss  Mott's  address  is :  UNRRA,  Polonia  Hotel, 
Warsaw,  Poland. 

The  alumnae  secretary  has  been  fortunate  in  being  able 
to  read  some  of  Miss  Mott's  letters  to  her  mother.  Below 
are  excerpts  from  her  first  letters  telling  of  her  trip  to 
Poland. 

"Here  I  am  writing  to  you  from  Casablanca,  and  it 
really  seems  incredible.  As  we  came  in  tonight,  the 
fields  and  terrain  seemed  no  different  from  that  L 
have  seen  in  the  good  ole  U.  S.  A.,  and  I  had  to  pinch 
myself  to  be  convinced  that  it  was  North  African 
soil  there  under  me.  .  .  . 

"We  were  in  Casablanca  a  day.  In  the  morning  we 
drove  around  the  city  on  a  sight-seeing  tour.  It  was 
all  very  interesting.  We  saw  the  Sultan's  palace, 
the  Arab  sections  and  the  Jewish  sections.  Some  of 
the  homes  in  the  residential  section  were  beautiful. 
On  the  way  back  to  the  hotel  we  drove  along  the 
coast,  and  saw  what  our  G.  I.  driver  said  was  one  of 
the  largest  pools  in  the  world.  I  feel  sorry  for  all  the 
G.  I's  here.  They  all  long  so  for  home  and  think  1 
am  crazy  to  give  it  up  voluntarily.  .  .  . 


"The  flight  from  Casablanca  to  Cairo  was  beautiful. 
We  flew  over  the  desert  and  the  Mediterranean.  The 
coast  line  is  breath-taking,  with  that  glorious  blue 
water.  The  desert  was  where  much  of  the  North 
African  fighting  took  place  and  we  could  see  the 
tracks  made  during  the  fighting.  The  pilot  flew  us 
over  the  Pyramids  and  the  Sphinx  on  the  way  in.  In 
Cairo  we  had  dinner  at  the  club  where  Roosevelt  and 
Churchill  met  Chiang  Kai-shek.  .  .  . 

"The  flight  between  Cairo  and  Teheran  was  beau- 
tiful. We  flew  over  the  Suez  Canal,  Bethlehem,  Jeru- 
salem, the  Red  Sea.  After  we  landed  in  Teheran  we 
discovered  that  a  Soviet  plane  was  waiting  for  us, 
and  we  were  to  leave  the  next  morning  for  Moscow. 
We  had  to  lug  all  our  baggage  off  the  plane,  and  we 
were  then  driven  around  the  city  after  supper,  and 
it  was  all  very  interesting.  .  .  . 

"In  Moscow  one  afternoon  the  Vice  Commissar  of 
Foreign  Trade  gave  a  lunch  reception  for  the  delega- 
tion which  was  something.  Believe  it  or  not,  the 
lunch  lasted  from  3 :00  until  6 :15,  and  I  will  now  pro- 
ceed to  stagger  you  with  the  courses  :  Caucasian  wine 
cocktail,  caviar,  cheeze,  pirozky,  vodka,  salted  stur- 
geon, smoked  sturgeon,  Cracow  salami,  bologna,  ham, 
white  wine,  salad,  meat  ragout  in  cup,  soup,  baked 
sturgeon,  roast  fowl  with  peas  and  rice,  sherbet 
with  strawberries  and  cookies,  Russian  pastry,  coffee 
and  cognac.  Needless  to  say  I  was  unable  to  keep 
up  with  the  pace.  .  .  . 

"Yesterday  I  was  thrilled  by  our  being  taken  into 
the  Kremlin.  We  were  taken  through  the  museum 
there,  where  there  are  man}'  relics  of  old  Russia,  some 
perfectly  gorgeous  things.  We  saw  so  much  that  my 
head  was  literally  spinning  when  the  tour  was  com- 
pleted. Last  night  we  went  to  the  theatre.  The  show 
was  put  on  by  a  unit  of  their  Pacific  fleet,  There  were 
contests  among  the  various  units,  and  this  was  the 
winner.  It  was  marvelous,  the  singing  and  dancing 
were  simply  great.  Their  voices  were  very  good,  and 
the  Russian  dancing  can't  be  beat.  .  .  ." 

From  Moscow,  Miss  Mott  went  to  Wax-saw,  her  desti- 
nation. 

"Warsaw  is  the  most  tragic  place  I  have  ever  seen. 
Words  and  pictures  could  never  describe  the  utter 
and  complete  destruction  of  what  was  once  a  city. 
You  talk  of  it,  but  you  have  to  see  the  block  upon 
block  of  houses  and  buildings  in  absolute  ruin  to 
realize  what  war  and  wanton,  ruthless  cruelty  can 
do.  The  day  after  we  arrived  we  were  driven  around 
the  city,  and  it  is  simply  heartbreaking.  All  the 
monuments,  etc.,  are  gone  and  ljterally  miles  of  rub- 
ble and  gaunt  outlines  of  houses  with  nothing  but 
the  outer  walls  half  standing.  One  wonders  where 
these  people  find  the  will  and  courage  to  try  to  re- 
build. Lt  will  take  years.  There  are  thousands  of 
people  here,  and  one  wonders  how  they  manage  to 
live.  It  is  all  very  sad  and  sobering.  The  hotel 
where  we  are  staying  is  the  only  one  left  and  is  here 
because  it  was  the  headquarters  of  the  Gestapo,  and 
they  hadn't  time  to  destroy  it.  We  are  really  much 
more  comfortable  than  I  had  dared  to  hope.  .  .  . 

"Yesterday  we  were  driven  out  in  the  country  to 
see  some  of  the  villages.     Most  of  the  children  and 
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women  were  barefooted  and  half  of  the  men.  It  is 
very  common  to  see  people  carrying  their  shoes  in 
order  to  save  leather.  The  farms,  also,  are  destroyed, 
and  it  is  all  a  very  grim  picture.  .  .  . 

"The  hotel  we  are  in  is  run  by  the  Government,  and 
we  are  remarkably  comfortable.  It  is  pitiful  the  way 
these  people  are  making  a  life  for  themselves,  so  much 
destruction,  and  so  little  opportunity  for  gaiety,  and 
yet  in  the  cafes  they  are  singing.  It  is  a  never-ending 
source  of  amazement  to  me  how  they  manage  to  live 
here." 

1935 

Rosalie  McNeill  Massengale  (Mrs.  Robert  N.)  is  living 
at  211  Archway,  Austin  21,  Texas. 

Slocumb  Davis  Hollis'  husband,  Lt.  Comdr.  John  B. 
Hollis,  returned  to  the  States  in  October  after  serving  in 
the  Pacific  for  eighteen  months.  Slocumb  taught  in  the 
business  department  at  Saint.  Mary's  temporarily  during 
September. 

Effie  McLean  English  has  resigned  her  position  in  Ra- 
leigh, and  is  now  working  in  New  York  City. 

Letty  Lassiter  Wilder  and  her  young  son,  Benjamin, 
are  living  in  Raleigh  at  3017  Banbury  Road.  Lt.  Lynn 
Wilder  is  due  home  soon. 

Shirley  Haywood  Alexander's  husband,  Lt.  Com.  Thom- 
as Alexander,  returned  to  this  country  in  September  from 
twenty  months  duty  in  the  Pacific. 

Hortense  Jones,  of  Greensboro,  left  this  country  in  July 
for  Red  Cross  duty  in  the  European  theatre.  She  crossed 
the  Atlantic  on  the  Queen  Elizabeth. 

The  Rt.  Rev.  Thomas  H.  Wright,  D.D.,  was  consecrated 
Bishop  of  the  Diocese  of  East  Carolina  on  October  5,  at 
St.  James'  Church,  Wilmington.  His  wife  is  the  former 
Hannah  Knowlton,  of  Charlotte. 

1936 

Polly  Easley  Spruill's  (Mrs.  Frank  P.,  Jr.)  new  address 
is  1319  Williamson  Drive,  Raleigh.  Her  husband  has  re- 
cently been  appointed  Assistant  Attorney  General  of 
North  Carolina. 

Rebecca  Williams  Long's  (Mrs.  William  Lunsford)  new 
address  is  Sunny  Acres  Sanatorium,  Cleveland  22,  Ohio. 

Ruth  Long  Williams'  husband,  Peter  Pescud  Williams, 
has  received  his  discharge  from  the  Navy. 

1937 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Janet  Lawrence  Holmes  (Mrs. 
Thomas  H.  Holmes,  III),  Weldon.  N.  C. 

A  glance  at  the  news  of  our  class  as  a  whole  seems  to 
be  typical  of  all  young  women  today.  Our  lives  are  not 
unusual,  the  events  taking  place  are  humdrum ;  but  to 
each  of  us  as  individuals,  big  things  are  happening.  Some 
of  us  are  raising  families,  making  adjustments  alone  to 
problems  that  we  never  have  had  to  face ;  some  of  us  are 
welcoming  our  husbands  home  after  long  separations. 
Others  of  us  are  "working  girls,"  proud  of  our  little  suc- 
cesses and  overcoming  our  petty  failures  as  we  pursue 
our  careers.  We  are  a  cross  section  of  American  woman- 
hood today. 

Among  those  of  us  who  have  children,  as  evidenced  by 
the  cards  we  sent  out,  the  offspring  is  the  first  news  item, 
and  the  husband's  whereabouts  the  second.  In  fact,  I  was 
so  amused  and  interested  at  this  repetition  on  card  after 


card  that  I  am  inspired  to  draw  up  some  statistics,  such 
as  "number  of  class  members  married,"  "number  of  ba- 
bies," "number  of  boys,"  "number  of  girls,"  etc.  If  I  can 
get  full  response  from  the. cards,  I  would  like  to  publish 
these  statistics  in  the  class  letter  at  some  future  date. 

As  to  our  news,  Barbara  Barnes  Bowers  has  just  re- 
turned to  Lillington  from  Richland,  Washington,  where 
husband  Scott,  a  chemical  engineer,  has  been  doing  re- 
search work  on  atomic  energy. 

Kitty  Bernhardt  Foss  has  a  son,  born  July  21.  Kitty, 
her  two-year-old  daughter  and  the  baby,  are  with  her 
family  in  Salisbury  after  spending  the  summer  with  the 
Foss  family  in  Chicago.  Kitty's  husband  is  a  lieutenant 
in  the  Army  Air  Corps,  Intelligence  Department. 

Mary  Lee  Cowper  is  working  for  the  State  in  Raleigh. 
Sara  Craig  Dickerson  is  in  Monroe.  She  writes  that  she 
saw  Connie  Thigpen,  Virginia  Bower,  and  Eleanor  Jack- 
son Burleson  in  Charlotte  during  the  summer.  At  that 
time  Eleanor  was  getting  ready  to  join  her  husband  in 
Trinidad.  Since  that  time,  I  have  heard  that  Eleanor  has 
arrived  and  is  happily  settled. 

In  August  I  visited  Olive  Cruikshank  Foss  in  Raleigh. 
It  was  the  first  time  we  had  seen  each  other  in  three  years 
and  we  talked  steadily  for  the  two  and  one-half  days  of 
my  visit  and  still  have  a  lot  of  catching  up  to  do.  Olive 
hopes  that  Bob  will  get  "home  by  Christmas" — the  watch- 
word for  so  many  of  us — but  she  saj's  she  has  heard  noth- 
ing definite. 

Becky  Davis  Walkley  and  her  seven-months-old  son  are 
in  Dunn.  Becky's  husband  is  still  in  Germany.  Katherine 
Fleming  Sherwood  stays  busy  nursing  her  seven-months- 
old  son  and  says  she  is  "waiting  for  Germany  to  get 
through  with  George." 

Peggy  Mathewson  Hasbrouck  writes  from  Hillsdale, 
New  Jersey,  that  in  addition  to  her  sixteen-months-old 
daughter,  she  has  a  brand  new  son,  born  September  14. 

Helen  Rose  Witten  Duffy  surprised  us  all  when  she  an- 
nounced she  had  twins,  a  boy  and  a  girl,  born  September 
12.  Her  husband,  George,  became  a  civilian  August  20, 
and  the  family  is  in  Oxford  at  the  present. 

Mary  Taylor  Hinnant  Mosier  is  waiting  with  her  two 
children,  Memrie  and  Dave,  Jr.,  in  Greenville  for  Dave  to 
come  home  from  Japan.  Nancy  Jernigan  left  for  a  trip 
to  the  West  Coast  on  October  1,  and  will  come  back  to 
Ahoskie  in  November.  Connie  Fagan  and  her  sister,  Bar- 
bara, have  been  serving  overseas  with  the  Red  Cross  for 
some  time  now ;  Connie  in  China  at  last  reports,  and 
Barbara  in  France. 

Tootsie  Martin  Harney  writes  that  she  is  still  living  in 
Elizabeth,  New  Jersey  where  Capehart  is  a  chemist.  She 
has  one  child.  She  tells  me  that  Virginia  Worth  Gonder's 
husband  is  on  his  way  home  from  the  Pacific. 

I  had  a  note  from  Lib  Young  White  the  other  day,  tell- 
ing me  about  her  little  girl,  born  August  13,  and  I  con- 
clude that  she  is  a  very  well  behaved  child.  Lib  says 
that  when  the  baby  was  christened  recently  she  slept 
through  the  entire  procedure.  George  has  been  discharged 
and  is  finishing  up  his  A.B.  at  the  University  of  Richmond. 

Agnes  Gregory  Carter  and  her  husband,  recently  dis- 
charged from  the  Navy,  and  five-months-old  daughter, 
Ann  Boyd,  are  in  Halifax  until  their  post-war  plans  are 
worked  out. 

At  Virginia  Beach  last  month  I  saw  Mary  Louise  Rid- 
dick,  who  had  a  job  there  as  desk  clerk  for  the  summer ; 
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Flora  McDonald,  who  was  working  for  the  Chamber  of 
Commerce ;  and  Ann  Cox,  who  had  taken  an  apartment 
at  the  beach,  commuting  to  her  WAVE  duties  at  Norfolk 
Naval  Base. 

I  am  one  of  the  very  lucky  ones  at  present.  Tom  came 
home  the  middle  of  September  after  six  months  in  Ger- 
many and  France.  He  goes  to  Aberdeen,  Maryland,  next 
week  and  Steve  and  I  will  stay  in  Chapel  Hill  until  we 
find  out  where  his  next  station  is  to  be. 

Let  me  hear  from  you. 

1938 

CLASS  SECRETARY :  Louise  Jordan  Smith  (Mrs.  John 
MacNeill  Smith),  533  Oakridge  Avenue,  Fayetteville, 
North  Carolina. 

Thanks  to  the  excellent  double-post  cards  issued  by  the 
Alumnae  Office  your  humble  correspondent  was  spared 
the  routine  scribbling  this  quarter.  The  response  was 
good,  but  it  should  have  been  perfect,  if  only,  as  Louise 
Partrick  admitted,  to  save  those  two  cents. 

Doris  Butler  became  Mrs.  Hal  Stewart  of  Clinton  on 
November  2.  She  was  probably  too  excited  to  send  any 
other  news  or  comments  but  hers  is  'nuffi  said. 

Ann  Dawson  is  at  home  in  Kinston,  907  Dewey  St.  Says 
she  plans  to  read  the  Bulletin  for  news — not  a  bad  idea 
for  you  other  "belles." 

Sarah  Griffith  Upchurch  (Mrs.  Alfred)  is  at  home  at 
97  N.  Union  St.,  Concord,  and  is  "subbing"  at  the  high 
school.  Katherine  Hancock  Hancock  (Mrs.  Robert  C.) 
is  addressed  Box  38,  Fairfax,  Va.  She  is  expecting  Bob's 
return  any  day.  He  has  enough  points  to  be  discharged, 
so  they  will  probably  settle  somewhere  but  don't  know 
where  yet.  Betsy  Hobby  Glenn  (Mrs.  John  A..  Jr.)  will 
be  at  South  Hill,  Va.,  until  December  1.  Johnny  is  buying 
tobacco  for  Reynolds,  and  nine  months  old  daughter, 
Beth,  is  a  real  tobacconist  enjoying  life  in  various  towns 
and  a  real  baby  getting  into  everything.  Their  perma- 
nent address  is  760  Stratford  Rd.,  Winston-Salem. 

Jean  Hunt  Bittinger  (Mrs.  Donald  Stuart)  has  a  son 
one  year  old  named  Andrew  Hunt.  She  is  living  at  3910 
Livingston  Street,  N.  W.,  Washington  15,  D.  0.  Grant 
Jones  Creekmore  (Mrs.  Oliver  M.,  Jr.)  is  another  wife  and 
mother  with  indefinite  post-war  plans.  She  is  at  Wrights- 
ville  Beach  expecting  her  husband's  return  and  discharge 
any  day.  Patsy  Jones  Buffington  (Mrs.  Carl  Eugene)  is 
in  Greensboro  and  sent  news  of  her  sister  Hortense,  '35, 
who  has  been  a  Red  Cross  worker  in  Bremen,  Germany, 
since  July,  and  of  Susan  Baker  Sevier,  who  has  a  son, 
Robert  Baker,  born  August  9. 

Nancy  Maupin  Neely  (Mrs.  Charles  B.)  is  at  5218  27th 
Road,  Arlington,  Va.,  until  December  15.  when  Charles 
will  be  released  from  naval  duty.  Then  they  hope  to  re- 
turn to  North  Carolina  and  the  Chrysler  Corporation. 
They  were  in  John  Ramsey's  wedding,  October  1,  and  had 
a  grand  time  seeing  North  Carolina  people. 

Mary  Lily  Moore  Ajden  (Mrs.  Daniel  I).,  Jr.)  is  at  209 
E.  Morgan  St..  Raleigh.  Dana  is  seven  months  old  and 
"quite  the  stuff."  Danny  flew  six  missions  as  Radar  Offi- 
cer on  B-29's  and  is  still  on  Tinian  but  expects  to  be  home 
soon. 

Louise  Partrick  is  at  5231';,  E.  Franklin  St..  Chapel  Hill. 
I'm  glad  she  respects  the  school's  pennies  even  if  she  has 
ignored  mine  for  so  long.  Patty  Patton  Hairston  (Mrs. 
Nelson)  is  living  at  5  Salem  Avenue,  Asheville.     Nelson 


has  enough  points  for  discharge  and  should  be  home  by 
Christmas  but  is  discouraged  about  the  possibility  of  it. 

Jo  Pope  Mixon  (Mrs.  Willard)  is  still  in  Aberdeen  but 
hopes  to  move  soon.  Mixon  has  been  in  the  Army  for  five 
years  and  still  sees  no  way  out.  She  says  Mary  Lou  Rid- 
dick  is  in  Scotland  Neck  after  a  summer  at  Virginia  Beach 
at  the  Avalon.  Kay  Roberson  is  at  home  at  517  McDaniel 
Avenue,  Greenville,  South  Carolina,  and  is  enjoying  life 
loafing  and  working  in  various  community  projects. 

Sarah  Ruark  Moore  (Mrs.  Joseph  Calhoun,  Jr.)  is  at 
home  at  1610  Jarvis  Street,  Raleigh.  She  expects  Joe 
about  December  1,  and  they  will  probably  be  in  Washing- 
ton, D.  C,  until  he  is  discharged.  Says  Raleigh  is  dull 
and  wants  to  know  how  to  get  an  apartment  in  Wash- 
ington. 

Mary  Emma  Robbins  Jennings  (Mrs.  Michael  Graham) 
is  our  newest  bride.  Her  permanent  address  is  1603  Her- 
mitage Court,  Durham,  but  they  are  now  living  at  the 
Keenan  Hotel,  Fort  Wayne,  Indiana.  Charlotte  Ruffner 
Taylor  (Mrs.  Charles  D.)  is  at  home  with  her  parents  at 
1910  Park  Drive,  Raleigh.  She  has  no  hopes  for  that 
myth,  "home  by  Christmas."  Anita  is  fifteen  months  old 
and  full  of  fun. 

Thanks  to  a  five-day  week  and  standard  time  I  heard 
from  Anne  Shook.  One  of  those  wonderful  long  letters 
she  promises  to  distribute  widely  after  the  duration.  She 
has  just  finished  a  year  at  Maxwell  Field  working  for  the 
"Roger-Dodger  boys"  in  Operations,  her  third  job  at  the 
Field.  As  supervisor  of  flight  records,  she  receives  re- 
ports from  everybody  upon  arrival  and  departure.  What 
a  job  for  Shook,  but  she  must  be  wilting  under  it  for  she 
doesn't  want  to  say  "Howdy"  again  except  to  the  "hus- 
bands and  Juniors  of  all  you  little  lassies."  Says  she  runs 
into  numerous  Saint  Mary's  ex  beaux,  Bruce  Downey, 
Sonny  Lambeth,  Jim  Murray,  A.  B.  Potter  and  Freddy 
Miller.  Doris  Butler's  cousin,  Johnny  Ashford,  lives  down 
the  street  and  Mrs.  Jane  Andrews  Marks,  '89,  lives  just  J 
around  the  corner,  and  Shook  says  her  subscription  to  the  ! 
News  and  Observer  and  interest  in  everything  about  Saint 
Mary's  and  Raleigh  and  North  Carolina  are  like  money 
from  home. 

Janie  Yeatman  is  with  the  Red  Cross  in  Alabama ;  still 
Box  756,  Gadsden,  working  hard  and  hoping  for  a  vaca- 
tion. Margaret  Burgwyn  Cooley  (Mrs.  Tillman  W.)  has 
been  living  in  Laurel,  Maryland,  for  the  past  year  (200 
Sixth  Street),  but  since  her  husband  expects  a  discharge  I 
from  the  Army  soon  she  and  her  son  are  returning  to 
Woodland  this  month.  Tillman,  Jr.,  was  two  years  old  < 
last  May  and  keeps  his  mother  busy. 

Jean  Miller  Yeiser  is  living  in  Syracuse,  N.  Y.,  at  180 
Homecroft  Road.  She  writes,  "Harry's  with  the  Seventh 
Fleet  in  Shanghai,  at  last  writing.  My  baby  will  vie  with 
any  other  'alum's'  in  any  category — looks,  intelligence, 
natcherly !    I'm  doing  Nurses'  Aide  work  again." 

Helen  Noell  Branch  was  most  excited  when  she  wrote, 
for  she  was  getting  ready  to  leave  for  New  York  to  meet 
Read,  whose  ship  was  due  in  a  day  or  two.  And  Becky 
Norman  Leager  wrote  that  she  is  spending  the  month  of 
October  in  Asheville  with  Sam  who  is  there  on  business. 

Ann  Cox  is  a  lieutenant  (jg)  in  the  WAVES  and  is  still 
stationed  at  the  Norfolk  Air  Station.  She  says,  "My  duties 
have  included  about  everything  from  teaching  Storekeep- 
ers (male)  to  inspecting  cargo  inbound  Sea  Plane  Ten- 
ders." 
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As  for  me,  Mac  will  be  out  of  the  Navy  tomorrow  (Oc- 
tober 11),  and  I'm  going  to  New  York  on  Friday  for  a 
celebration  before  we  settle  down  with  our  daughter  and 
the  law.  Mae  and  his  little  girl  had  a  joyous  introduc- 
tion last  month.  She  will  be  a  year  old  in  November. 
Fall  has  been  a  happy  season  for  me  this  year,  to  be  long 
remembered. 

Speaking  of  memories  I  heard  somebocty  singing  "Har- 
bor Lights"  tonight.  Does  that  give  you  "That  Old  Feel- 
ing?"   Please  write. 

1939 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Lossie  Taylor  Noell  (Mrs. 
Charles  E.  Noell),  620  Market  Street,  Wilmington,  N.  C. 

The  response  to  the  cards  that  I  sent  out  was  poor,  but 
I  hope  that  was  due  to  their  being  late  getting  out.  Next 
time  I'll  give  3-ou  more  notice  and  hope  you'll  reciprocate 
with  lots  of  news. 

The  weddings  will  make  a  good  starting  point.  Helen 
Jean  Farmer's  card  tells  me  that  she  is  now  Mrs.  David 
Compe  and  living  in  Alexandria,  Virginia,  but  she  didn't 
offer  even  an  additional  scrap  of  information  about  her- 
self. Jane  Emerson  has  announced  her  engagement  to 
Bill  Bruce  from  Columbia,  S.  C,  but  now  of  the  USNR, 
which  makes  her  wedding  plans  rather  uncertain.  They 
are  hoping  that  he  will  either  obtain  a  leave  or  a  discharge 
some  time  this  fall  though,  or  by  January  at  the  latest. 

Mariana  Hancock  Kuester  had  a  son  last  July,  and  as 
you  know,  she  already  had  a  daughter  two-and-a-half. 
Her  husband,  Faison,  expects  to  be  discharged  from  the 
Army  next  month,  and  they  will  be  moving  to  Charlotte 
by  the  first  of  the  year.  Woody  Fagan  Davis  writes  from 
Green  Cave  Springs,  Florida,  that  her  husband  has  re- 
turned from  overseas  and  that  she  is  happy  to  be  busy 
housekeeping  in  a  lovely  home.  Her  son  is  ten  months 
old ;  she  says  he  gets  more  like  his  dad  every  day,  and, 
according  to  Frances  Warren  who  saw  them  before  they 
went  to  Florida,  he  is  darling.  Frances  is  working  at 
home  helping  her  brother.  Hallie  is  doing  student  work 
for  the  Episcopal  Church  at  Sophie  Newcomb  and  at  the 
same  time  completing  her  undergraduate  work,  both  of 
which  she  is  crazy  about.  She  says  that  they  are  plan- 
ning to  build  an  Episcopal  Student  Center  there  soon. 
Virginia  Allison  Haywood  is  working  with  the  Arts  and 
Skill  Corps  at  McGuire  General  Hospital  in  Richmond, 
and  Rose  Martin  Ellison  is  continuing  her  work  as  a  per- 
sonnel officer  in  the  Bureau  of  Aeronautics  for  the  Navy 
Department  in  Washington  while  Charlie  flies  transports 
in  the  Pacific.  Mallie  says  she  is  still  working  and  wait- 
ing for  husband  Jack  to  come  home,  which  she  hopes  will 
be  soon. 

Lucy  Pittinger  Smith  is  in  Dallas,  Texas,  with  Len  who 
got  home  from  the  Pacific  in  August.  They  will  be  there 
for  four  months  while  he  takes  primary  flight  training. 
Frances  Coxe  Humphries'  future  is  hanging  in  the  balance 
at  present  as  there  is  a  possibility  she  and  Tom  might  go 
to  South  America  for  two  years  or  more.  Tom  is  con- 
sidering staying  in  the  regular  Army  Air  Corps.  Anita 
Coxe  is  now  nineteen  months  old  and  keeps  Fran  busy. 
Fran  and  Mary  Connally  were  able  to  have  a  reunion  in 
Asheville  recently  when  the  Humphries  were  on  leave. 
Thanks  to  "Chink"  Taylor  and,  the  Eastern  Air  Lines, 
Mary  Connally  and  Jan  Coxe  flew  to  Greenville,  South 
Carolina,  where  the  family  met  them.  When  Mary  Con- 
nally got  back  to   Bronxville,  Jan  Coxe  started'  off  to 


Sarah  Lawrence  Nursery  School  where  he  encountered 
his  first  love,  the  daughter  of  the  college's  new  president. 
Mary  Connally  had  just  had  a  nice  visit  from  Miss  Lalor 
who  has  a  new  position  this  year  at  Nightingale-Bamford 
School  in  New  York  City. 

Betsy  Rodwell  Tucker  says  that  there  is  no  news  with 
her;  she  and  Betty,  her  two-and-a-half-year-old  daughter, 
are  still  in  Warrenton  waiting  for  Charles  to  come  home 
from  Japan.  Becky  Davis  Morris  is  in  a  fever  as  she  ex- 
pects Lewis  some  time  in  November  and  has  even  gotten 
tickets  for  the  Carolina-Duke  game  in  anticipation.  Lewis 
will  get  out  of  the  Navy  when  he  arrives,  and  I  hope  that 
Ted  will  also  get  out  in  November. 

So  here's  hoping  that  by  the  next  issue  of  the  Bulletin 
all  husbands  will  be  home,  and  we  can  begin  to  settle  back 
to  peacetime  homes. 

1940 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Ann  Christian,  502  Fenton 
Place,  Charlotte  4,  N.  C. 

My  exams  and  these  class  letters  have  coincided  so 
many  times  now  that  when  the  letter  is  due  I  realize  it  is 
time  for  the  other.  However,  after  October  27  I  will  be 
a  Carolina  alum  and  from  then  on  your  guess  is  as  good 
as  mine. 

I  was  so  surprised  when  I  bumped  into  Erwin  the  last 
of  August.  We  had  a  hurried  chat  and  discovered  we 
were  sorority  sisters.  She  was  living  a  life  of  leisure  in 
Burlington  doing  nothing. 

Mary  Helen  dashed  a  card  off  to  me  the  day  before  she 
was  to  fly  to  San  Francisco  to  meet  Lieutenant  Com- 
mander Hill  who  had  just  returned  from  fourteen  months 
duty  in  the  Pacific.  Cornelia  Clark  House  is  keeping 
house  in  Walterboro,  South  Carolina,  where  Dick  is  base 
adjutant  at  an  army  air  base.  Phyllis  Gatling  Sandvig, 
her  husband  and  six-months-old  son  are  living  in  Jack- 
sonville, Florida.  She  wrote  that  she  had  run  into  Mamie 
Burnett  Willard,  '41,  who  was  also  there  with  her  hus- 
band, and  had  talked  to  Becky  Lockwood  James,  '40 
(H.  S.). 

Booker  is  marking  time  until  her  "elusive"  navy  doctor 
returns  from  the  Pacific.  Mary  O'Keeffe  Bowman  will  be 
an  army  wife  for  a  while  yet  as  Joe  is  staying  in  the  Air 
Corps.  When  Mary  wrote  they  were  in  Meridian,  Mis- 
sissippi, but  expected  the  field  to  close  soon.  Keep  us 
posted,  Mary. 

Dody  writes  she  has  her  hands  full  taking  care  of  little 
Elizabeth.  She  is  in  hopes  that  Bill  will  be  back  in  the 
States  by  Christmas.  Dottie  Bunn  Stuart  is  also  on  the 
waiting  list  for  Al  who  has  been  in  the  Pacific  for  eighteen 
months.  She  expects  him  to  get  a  leave  soon  and  then 
possibly  to  be.  stationed  in  Norfolk. 

Congratulations  are  in  order  to  Elsie  Broocks  Markham 
and  Norma  Large  Hollingsworth.  A  son,  John  Edward, 
Jr.,  was  born  August  14  to  Ensign  and  Mrs.  Markham ; 
and  a  son,  Harry  Dewitt,  Jr.,  was  born  August  12  to  Pfc. 
and  Mrs.  Hollingsworth. 

There  are  still  a  few  of  us  who  are  undecided  as  to  a 
married  name,  or  if  we  have  decided,  we  can't  do  very 
much  about  it.  Betty  Youngblood  is  mixing  work  with 
play  in  Concord.  She  is  busy  planning  and  may  go  back 
to  school.  Hats  off  to  you !  Trotter  is  still  banking — for 
what  I  wonder.  Peggy  Dennis  is  doing  psychiatric  social 
work  at  Duke  Hospital. 

My  news  is  so  limited  that  once  again  I  plead  with  each 
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of  you  to  please  drop  us  a  line  ouee  in  a  while.  Guess  a 
lot  of  us  will  really  be  settling  down  now.  Our  mailing 
list  is  quite  inaccurate  but  only  you  can  help  us  out.  Let's 
not  lose  contact  with  one  another.  I'm  still  all  for  a  re- 
union, and  soon  too !    Don't  forget  your  alumnae  dues. 

1941 

Ann  Seeley  Davey's  husband,  Lt.  (jg)  William  Leonard 
Davey,  USNR,  has  returned  from  sea  duty  in  the  Atlantic. 
Upon  his  discharge  from  the  Navy,  he  and  Ann  plan  to 
move  to  Ahoskie  and  run  a  newspaper. 

Margaret  Swindell  Diekerman's  new  address  is  104 
South  Main  St.,  Wallingford,  Connecticut.  Her  husband 
has  received  his  discharge  from  the  Navy. 

Betty  Wales  Silver  and  her  husband,  Lt.  Charles  H. 
Silver,  are  living  at  Port  Sill,  Oklahoma,  where  he  is 
stationed. 

Janice  Fitzgerald  is  a  member  of  the  music  faculty  at 
Saint  Mary's. 

Winifred  Rosenbaum  joined  the  American  Red  Cross 
on  May  28  this  year.  She  took  a  six  weeks  course  in  hos- 
pital recreation  in  Washington,  D.  C,  and  while  there 
she  saw  Gene  Davis,  ex  '40,  who  is  also  with  the 
Red  Cross.  Following  her  course  in  Washington,  Wini- 
fred was  sent  to  Atlanta  for  a  short  time,  where  she  saw 
Edith  McKenzie,  ex  '41,  who  works  in  the  Southeastern 
Area  Red  Cross  office.  Winifred  is  now  stationed  at  Camp 
Blanding,  Florida.  Her  address  is :  Winifred  Rosenbaum, 
ARC,  ASF  Regional  Hospital,  Camp  Blanding,  Florida. 

Kathreen  Massie  is  working  in  Washington,  D.  C. 

Mary  Swan  Dodson  Xisbett  and  her  young  son  are  liv- 
ing in  Rydal.  Pennsylvania.  Her  husband  is  a  lieutenant 
in  the  Navy  and  is  on  an  APD  in  the  Pacific. 

Anna  Wood  Ra  gland  and  her  husband,  Trent,  are  living 
in  Raleigh.    He  has  received  his  discharge  from  the  Navy. 

Kathleen  Thompson  Bogasse's  husband  is  an  insurance 
representative  in  Raleigh. 

1942 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Allie  Bell,  814  Cowper  Drive, 
Raleigh,  N.  C. 

My  last  "Nub  Hunt"  at  the  Alumnae  tea  last  week  was 
not  even  as  successful  as  the  previous  one  at  graduation. 
Frances  Vann  said  that  someone  from  the  class  of  '37  said 
she  felt  young  at  the  tea;  so  you  can  just  imagine  how  I 
felt.  At  the  next  tea  I  hope  we'll' prove  that  the  class  of 
'42  isn't  an  extinct  species. 

During  graduation  at  S.M.S.  last  spring,  Ellen  Phlegar 
came  through  Raleigh  on  her  way  to  visit  in  Salisbury, 
and  we  went  over  to  school  for  the  senior  play.  Ellen 
spent  the  summer  in  Christiansburg,  but  1  think  slie  will 
be  back  in  Norfolk  this  winter.  The  old  contest  between 
Junior  ami  John  is  still  in  full  swing,  with  no  solution 
ahead  in  the  near  future. 

At  the  graduation  tea  Nancy  Peete  was  present.  She 
had  just  wound  up  a  year  of  teaching  school  in  Warrenton 
and  was  all  ready  for  a  nice  long  rest.  We  saw  Eleanor 
Thomas,  Mary  Dickey  and  Caroline  Long  finally  get  their 
diplomas.  Caroline  is  now  at  Carolina,  and  Eleanor  had 
planned  to  go  until  she  recently  took  an  engagement  ring. 

Early  in  the  summer  down  at  Wrightsville  Beach  none 
other  than  Mary  Wright  was  seen  playing  in  the  sand. 
She  was  looking  fine  and  said  that  young  Carol  was  keep- 
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ing  her  plenty  busy.    Dick  had  just  been  home  on  a  leave 
at  that  time. 

Janet  Kelly  is  hard  to  keep  up  with,  but  she  was  in 
Raleigh  one  day  in  August.  She  and  Martha  were  plan- 
ning to  attend  a  wedding.  Janet  said  that  Annapolis 
was  wonderful  during  June  Week,  and  she  was  planning 
a  return  visit  in  September.  Any  plane  heard  buzzing 
over  the  S.M.S.  sun  porch  eould  have  Ellis  Barnard  at: 
the  controls,  for  she  wrote  in  July  that  she  was  doing  a 
little  fljring  and  was  working  at  Fort  Knox  as  secretary 
for  two  British  army  officers.  Between  tea  parties  she 
said  they  teased  her  about  Luck}7  Strike  cigarettes,  and? 
every  piece  of  correspondence  from  the  office  was  marked 
"LS/MFT."  Her  address  then  was:  British  Liaison  Sec- 
tion, Armored  Board,  Fort  Knox,  Kentucky. 

Contributing  to  the  grapevine,  Ellis  said  that  she  and 
Carolyn  Cauble  Boyer  were  going  to  get  together  this  fall 
at  Hollins,  where  both  of  their  little  sisters  are  in  school. 
They  haven't  seen  each  other  since  those  days  on  first 
floor  Holt. 

Speaking  of  Kentucky  babes,  Minkie  and  Carol  are 
trotting  on  the  bluegrass.  Carol  and  Dan  are  now  living 
in  Lexington.  Carol  was  in  Chapel  Hill  about  a  month 
ago  and  was  looking  wonderful  after  working  several 
months  in  New  York.  She  had  cut  her  hair  in  an  adorable 
baby  bob,  and  with  those  Fifth  Avenue  clothes  she  really 
looked  smooth.  She  and  Dan  now  have  an  apartment, 
and  for  all  our  gadabouts,  here's  the  address :  Chandler 
Hall,  Apt.  204,  441  West  2nd  St,  Lexington,  Ky. 

Minkie  must  be  too  occupied  with  keeping  house  to 
write,  but  news  about  her  has  sneaked  out.  She  and  0.  A.: 
got  together  one  night  in  New  York  and  went  to  a  prize- 
fight. Of  course  they  didn't  watch  the  fighting,  and  after 
a  few  minutes  of  giggling  and  Mink's  whispers,  they  were< 
asked  to  quiet  down.  Ksty  and  Minkie  also  saw  each 
other  in  New  York,  and  shopped  and  saw  a  play.  The 
last  time  I  had  her  address  it  was:  Mrs.  Harry  Denham, 
206  E.  Chestnut,  Louisville,  Ky. 

Olivia  Anne  was  in  North  Carolina  recently  on  her  vaca- 
tion, and  last  week-end  we  almost  got  together  but  didn't 
quite.  I  was  in  Philadelphia  for  the  Carolina-Penn  game 
and  went  up  to  New  York  Saturday  night  to  see  her,  audi 
she  came  to  Philadelphia  to  see  me.  We  ended  up  having 
a  long  telephone  conversation.  She  still  loves  New  York 
and  sounds  as  though  she  is  having  a  wonderful  time. 
Jim  came  to  see  her  in  Rowland  when  she  was  vacation- 
ing, and  was  in  New  York  recently.  O.  A.  is  still  with 
Outdoor  Advertising,  and  loves  it.  The  rest  of  that  apart- 
ment of  S.M.S.  girls  is  crazy  about  New  York  too.  Jean 
Fulton  came  to  Philadelphia  with  O.  A.,  but  I  missed  both 
of-  them.  Mildred  Lee  went  to  Annapolis  for  the  week- 1 
end,  and  Ruth  Bond  is  back  in  Tarboro  now.  0.  A.,  Mil- 
dred, and  Jean  are  moving  to  a  new  apartment  (which 
they  haven't  been  able  to  find  as  yet)  on  November  1,  so 
their  address  will  have  to  be  given  later. 

In  Chapel  Hill  recently  at  the  Georgia  Tech  game  who 
should  be  there  but  Betty  Walters  Smith  and  Jim.  They 
were  married  on  Saturday,  September  15,  in  Rocking- 
ham. They  were  both  looking  very  happy.  Cecelia  Dick's 
sister  was  there  too,  and  she  reported  that  Cecelia  was 
still  working  in  Chattanooga,  but  was  planning  to  get 
married  as  soon  as  Guy  came  back  from  overseas. 

Speaking  of  wedding  bells,  Anne  Dunn  and  Lt..  Samuel 
Robertus  Shaw,  USNR,  were*  married  on  June  23.    Grace 
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Butler  is  engaged  and  was  planning  to  get  married  this 
fall,  and  Anna  Fluck  and  her  fiance  were  seen  at  the 
Wake  Forest-Duke  game. 

Also  at  the  Georgia  Tech  game  were  Sammy  Pou  (sport- 
ing a  wonderful  suntan  after  a  summer  at  Morehead 
City),  and  Ihrie  Pou  Carr  and  Betsy  Anne  Clendenin 
Bradshaw.  Mary  Martha  Phillips  is  at  home  in  Chapel 
Hill  now ;  Craig  is  out  in  California  expecting  his  orders 
any  day. 

Kay  recently  went  up  to  Washington,  New  York,  and 
Baltimore  on  her  vacation.  She  is  still  attached  to  the 
Girl  Scouts  and  to  Peachtree  Street,  and  has  been  living 
in  quite  a  whirl.  She  saw  Dick  in  Washington  and  he 
was  in  Atlanta  recently,  and  they  have  been  painting  both 
towns  red. 

Kay  said  that  Janet  James  Lindsay  and  Mark  and 
young  Don  are  moving  into  a  new  house  in  Hapeville,  Ga. 
,They  were  in  Atlanta  for  awhile,  but  they  had  an  apart- 
ment with  no  furniture. 

Dolores  Pagg  came  down  from  Kern^rsville  for  a  few 
days  this  summer.  She  was  graduated  from  Sweet  Briar 
in  June,  and  is  planning'  to  collect  soon  on  her  graduation 
present  of  a  convertible.  Her  major  was  in  art,  and  she 
may  get  a  job  this  fall. 

I  hear  that  Peeny  Bernhardt  Green  and  Yank  have  a 
baby,  born  in  July. 

Raleigh  has  quite  a  few  Saint  Mary's  girls  of  1942 
vintage.  Mary  Bryant  Upshaw  Pulghum  is  working  with 
the  North  Carolina  League  of  Municipalities,  and  hopes 
that  Jimmy  will  be  home  in  the  spring.  Sally  Tucker 
Wideman  left  a  few  weeks  ago  for  Washington  to  be  with 
Prank's  family.  Before  she  left  we  had  a  few  get-to- 
gethers with  Emily  Cheshire  Townsend,  Betty  Bronson 
Burwell,  Bebe  Castleman,  and  Jonny  Norman.  Betty  is 
working  as  a  draftsman  for  the  Highway  Department 
while  waiting  for  Bill  to  come  back  from  Europe.  Bebe 
and  Jonny  are  still  with  the  statistics  department  at  State 
College.  Jonny  recently  went  down  to  Atlanta,  and  said 
that  she  saw  Roper. 

Ann  Seeley  Davey  is  again  with  the  Associated  Press 
after  a  long  vacation  when  Bill  was  in  the  country.  Dilys 
Edmunds  was  in  the  S&W  a  few  weeks  ago,  and  I  see  Ida 
Dunn  Parnell  every  now  and  then.  Ed  in  on  Okinawa. 
Henriette  Hampton  and  Henrietta  Ragland  are  working 
here  with  the  United  War  Fund.  Betsy  Blount  is  teaching 
fin  the  business  department  of  Saint  Mar.y's  again  this 
year.  She  says  that  the  teachers  don't  discipline  the  halls 
any  more,  and  you  can  now  go  downtown  on  a  Saturday 
night  date  even  if  you  aren't  a  senior — five  years  too  late ! 

The  grapevine  is  really  leaving  out  lots  of  people ;  so 
sail  of  you  please  write  me  what  you  are  doing  and  any 
Inews  you  may  have  heard  about  the  rest  of  the  Nubs. 
Any  time  you  are  in  Raleigh,  call  me  at  the  "Carolina  Co- 
operator"  (the  name  of  the  magazine  I  work  on),  or  at 
home,  4762,  and  we'll  have  a  big  old  S.M.S.  reunion. 

1943 

The  class  of  1943  extends  its  sympathy  to  Emily  Chesh- 
ire Townsend,  ex  '43,  whose  husband,  Lt.  Walter  Scott 
Townsend,  USNR,  has  been  reported  missing  since  Sep- 
tember 16,  near  Okinawa.  He  was  commander  of  the 
Minesweeper  YMS-98. 


CLASS  SECRETARY:  Daphne  Richardson,  112  Sted- 
man  Street,  Fayetteville,  N.  C. 

It  seems  that  I'm  always  caught  without  too  much  news 
to  give  you.  I'll  be  in  Fayetteville  all  year;  so  won't  you 
please  send  me  a  card  telling  me  where  3Tou  are  and  what 
you're  doing ! 

The  working  girls  deserve  mention.  Lib  Hackney  is  a 
school  marm  in  Goldsboro  this  year.  Don't  you  pity  the 
helpless  children  ?  Heard  in  a  roundabout  way  that  B.  C. 
will  soon  be  home.  Is  that  right,  Lib?  Sally  Sanborn 
and  Betty  Michaux  are  both  in  Goldsboro  too,  supposed 
to  be  working. 

Cora  Lucas  has  a  wonderful  job  and  is  having  the  best 
time.  She's  in  New  York  working  for  Burlington  Mills. 
She  and  Harriet  Whitner  have  an  apartment  with  all  the 
trimmings.  Penny  Glenn  and  Judy  Clark  are  keeping 
up  with  the  tots>  again  this  year.  From  all  reports  the 
kindergarten  business  is  booming. 

Henny  Hampton  has  quite  an  important  executive  posi- 
tion. She's  in  charge  of  all  the  publicity  for  the  Com- 
munity War  Chest  Drive  in  Raleigh.  Mary  Ann  Dixon  is 
heading  for  New  York  in  about  a  week,  to  start  being  a 
sure-miff  career  woman. 

And  have  you  heard  the  happy,  happy  news  about  Pau- 
line and  Bobby?  He's  home  and  out  of  the  Navy !  They'll 
be  in  Henderson  from  now  on. 

In  the  baby  department  Jane  Council  Gregg  has  pri- 
ority. She  has  a  baby  daughter,  Jane  Covington,  born 
August  31.  I  haven't  seen  the  young  one  as  3ret,  but  Jane 
assures  me  that  she's  adorable,  and  I  know  she  is.  An- 
other happ}'  event  in  Jane's  life  is  the  expected  return  of 
Alex  from  the  Pacific  in  the  very  near  future. 

Mary  Ann  Cooper  pulled  a  big  surprise  act  not  long  ago. 
She's  now  wearing  a  beautiful  diamond  given  by  Lt.  Mel- 
ville Broughton,  Jr.  The  lucky  fellow  is  not  so  lucky  at 
present  however ;  he's  in  the  Pacific  ! 

The  most  exciting  news  of  the  moment  is  the  recent 
return  of  Mary  Burn's  fiance,  Captain  John  Detgen,  after 
thirteen  months  overseas.  As  I  write  this,  Mary  is  waiting 
impatiently  for  the  midnight  train  from  New  York.  Plans 
about  the  wedding  are  indefinite  as  yet,  but  in  the  next 
issue  of  the  Bulletin  I'm  sure  I'll  be  able  to  give  j'ou  a 
detailed  account  of  the  big  event. 

I  hope  you've  enjoyed  reading  this  as  much  as  I've 
enjoyed  writing  it.  Please,  let's  not  lose  all  contact  with 
each  other.  When  you  write  me,  include  all  news  about 
anyone  in  our  class.     Good-bye  for  now. 

1944 

Harriet  Whitaker  is  president  of  the  ADA  at  Hollins 
College. 

Betty  Edwards  and  Virginia  Hart  were  graduated  from 
the  University  of  North  Carolina  on  November  2. 

Fannie  Cooper  has  returned  to  Henderson  to  live.  Last 
winter  she  lived  at  Fort  Benning,  Ga.,  while  her  father 
was  stationed  there. 

1945 

CLASS  SECRETARY :  Jane  Peete,  University  of  North 
Carolina,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Saint  Mary's  is  well  represented  at  Carolina  with 
twenty-three  girls  from  our  class  of  1945. 

We  finished  rushing  for  sororities  about  two  weeks  ago. 
Bobby  Jean,  Luzette  and  I  pledged  Tri  Delt  here,  and 
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Jean  Campbell  pledged  Tri  Delt  at  Randolph-Macon. 
Mary  C,  who  is  also  at  Randolph-Macon  this  year,  was 
down  here  about  two  weeks  ago  and  she  had  just  pledged 
Pi  Phi.  She  and  Kate  are  roommates.  Kate  and  Lucy 
Seaman  both  pledged  Chi  0.  A  lot  of  the  girls  here  went 
Chi  0.  Kackie  is  president  of  the  pledges,  and  Prances 
Avera  is  secretary.  The  others  who  went  Chi  0  are: 
Sallie  Robertson,  Teence,  Mary  Tom,  Mary  Harris,  Gwen, 
Carrie  Maie  and  Missie.  Brundage,  Divers,  Caroline, 
Sibyl,  Ann  Cutts,  Bettie  Kendrick  and  Betsy  London  all 
are  Pi  Phi's.  The  A  D  Pi's  are  represented  by  Virginia 
Wilson,  Ruth  Gay  and  Margaret  Martin. 

I've  seen  Peggy  around  the  campus  a  few  times.  You'd 
think  with  so  many  of  us  over  here  we'd  see  a  lot  of  each 
other,  but  it's  quite  different.  I  see  Annette  Fulton  some- 
times as  she  is  going  to  and  from  class. 

Last  week-end  at  the  Duke-Xavy  game,  I  sat  next  to 
Margaret  Rodwell  and  Mary  Arden.  Ann  Edmunds  rooms 
with  Tuck,  but  I  didn't  see  her.  Nor  did  I  see  Billye  Pope 
who  is  also  over  there.  Maria  was  over  here  that .  same 
day,  but  I  didn't  get  a  chance  to  talk  to  her  very  long. 
She  is  crazy  about  Sweet  Briar. 

Betty  Lou  and  Jean  Sullivan  were  both  down  for  the 
Georgia  Tech  week-end.  It  was  mighty  good  to  see  them. 
Betty  Lou  is  going  to  the  University  of  South  Carolina 
in  November  and  will  room  with  Sid  (again).  Jean,  Sara 
Coe,  and  Ruth  Hayes  are  going  to  Salem  this  year.  Caro- 
lyn Holland  was  also  down  here  about  the  same  time. 


She's  getting  awfully  excited  about  going  to  Katherine 
Gibbs  in  New  York.  Eleanor  spent  several  days  with 
Sibyl  recently.  She  was  looking  as  beautiful  as  ever,  and 
plans  to  join  us  in  November. 

I  was  in  Raleigh  not  long  ago  and  was  so  surprised  to 
see  Wood.  She  was  in  a  hurry  as  usual,  but  I  did  find 
that  she  is  planning  to  go  to  Pennsylvania  this  fall  to 
study  Physio-Therapy.  Today  I  heard  that  Bunn  is  com- 
ing up  here  next  week-end.  She's  been  staying  at  home 
this  year;  lucky  girl,  no  work.  We  are  all  trying  to  find 
some  spare  time  for  studying.  I'm  having  a  wonderful 
time  being  majorette  for  the  band. 

Prances  Wollett  is  at  Wake  Forest.  She  is  the  only 
representative  over  there,  and  is  doing  well  in  journalism. 
Mary  Holmes  is  at  Sophie  Newcomb.  She  says  it's  won- 
derful down  there.  We  know  it !  Stuart  went  to  Hollins. 
All  of  us  were  disappointed  that  she  didn't  join  us.  Ditty, 
Moomaw  and  Sister  are  at  Hollins  too. 

Sylvia  is  going  back  to  Raleigh,  this  time  to  Hardbar- 
ger's.  She  tells  me  that  Kitty  Taylor  is  now  wearing  a 
ring.  Which  reminds  me,  Eleanor  is  wearing  the  most 
beautiful  ring  on  her  third  finger,  left  hand.  We  were 
all  agog  when  she  showed  it  to  us.  And  Flee  is  married; 
she  is  waiting  for  Bob  and  translating  Spanish  letters  for 
the  War  Department. 

Margaret  Skidmore  is  going  to  the  Washington  School 
for  Secretaries.  Susan  Thorp  is  in  Ambler,  Pennsylvania, 
(Continued  on  Page  26) 
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Hortense  M.  Jones,  '35,  of  Greensboro,  left,  and  Nancy  Louise  Holt,  ex  *4l,  of  New  York  City, 
arrived  in  the  European  Theatre  of  Operations  in  August  as  American  lied  Cross  staff  assistants. 


?lit.     Both  girls 
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Milestones 


Engagements 

Sarah  Patrick  Harden,  '44  (Bus.),  of 
Wilmington,  to  Gustav  A.  Miller,  Lieuten- 
ant, Army  of  the  United  States,  of  Long 
Island,  New  York. 

Jane  Parsley  Emerson,  '39,  of  Wilming- 
ton, to  William  R.  Bruce,  United  States 
Naval  Reserve,  of  Columbia,  South  Caro- 
lina. 

Mary  Augusta  Taylor,  '41,  of  Roanoke 
Rapids,  to  Robert  Fletcher  Long,  Lieuten- 
ant, United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Balti- 
more and  Washington. 

Betty  Hope  Via,  ex  '44,  of  Portsmouth, 
Virginia,  to  Frank  Richard  Hufty,  Pri- 
vate, Army  of  the  United  States,  of  Nor- 
folk, Virginia.  Private  Hufty  is  now  sta- 
tioned at  Fort  Belvoir,  Virginia.  No  date 
has  been  set  for  the  wedding. 


Weddings 


Meta  Boykin  Alexander,  ex  '44  (Bus.), 
of  Durham,  to  Edward  Boykin  Beard, 
Cadet,  United  States  Army  Air  Corps,  on 
Saturday,  September  22,  in  Grace  Episco- 
pal Church,  Camden,  South  Carolina. 
Meta  Boykin,  ex  '44  (Bus.),  was  maid-of- 
honor.  Cadet  Beard  is  stationed  at  Napier 
Field,  Alabama,  and  the  couple  is  living 
in  Dothan. 

Charlotte      Dunford      Anderson,       '44 

(Bus.),  of  Raleigh,  to  George  Philemon 
Clark,  Jr.,  Ensign,  United  States  Naval 
Reserve,  of  Wilson,  on  Wednesday,  Octo- 
ber 2  4,  in  Duke  Chapel,  Durham.  Ensign 
Clark  is  stationed  at  the  Naval  Operating 
Base,  Norfolk,  Virginia. 

Charlotte  Winston  Arinistead,  ex  '44, 
of  Kinston,  to  Robert  Hayes  Ferguson, 
Jr.,  Lieutenant,  United  States  Marine 
Corps  Reserve,  of  Grand  Island,  Nebraska, 
on  Friday,  November  23,  in  St.  Mary's 
Episcopal  Church,  Kinston.  Lillian  West, 
'42  (H.  S.),  and  Pauline  Blanton,  '43 
(Bus.),  were  bridesmaids. 

Susan  Burruss  Ashburn,  ex  '46,  of  Vir- 
ginia Beach,  Virginia,  to  Donald  Sheldon 
Bedsole,  Lieutenant  (jg),  United  States 
Naval  Reserve,  of  Fayetteville,  on  Friday, 
June  15,  in  Ahoskie. 

Louise  Barlow  Bryan,  '36,  of  Tarboro, 
to  John  Philip  Ballard,  United  States 
Naval  Reserve,  also  of  Tarboro,  on  Fri- 
day, August  2  4,  in  Calvary  Episcopal 
Church,  Tarboro. 

Doris  Butler,  '38,  of  Clinton,  to  Hal 
Stewart,  on  Friday,  November  2,  in  Clin- 
ton. 

Anne  Westcott  Dunn,  '42,  of  Birming- 
ham, Alabama,  to  Samuel  Robertus  Shaw, 
Lieutenant,  United  States  Naval  Reserve, 
on  Saturday,  June  2  3,  at  Saint  Mary's  on 
the  Highlands,  Birmingham. 

Elizabeth  biles  Edwards,  '44,  of  Tar- 
boro, to  the  Reverend  Robert  Malcolm 
McNair,  of  Tarboro,  on  Saturday,  Novem- 
ber 10,  in  Calvary  Episcopal  Church, 
Tarboro. 

Helen  Jean  Farmer,   '39,   of  Bailey,  to 


David  P.  Compe,  of  Dumont,  New  Jersey, 
on  Saturday,  June  9,  in  Washington,  D.  C. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Compe  live  at  3254  Martha 
Custis  Drive,  Alexandria,  Virginia. 

Elizabeth  Tayloe  Fowle,  '40,  of  Wash- 
ington, to  Samuel  Timothy  Nicholson  Car- 
ter, Major,  United  States  Army  Air  Corps, 
of  Washington,  on  Saturday,  September 
15,  in  Saint  Peter's  Episcopal  Church, 
Washington.  The  couple  is  living  in 
La  Junta,  Colorado,  where  Major  Carter 
is  stationed. 

Betsy  Newsome  Gallagher,  ex  '43,  of 
Baltimore,  Maryland,  to  Boyd  Foster 
Reeder,  Lieutenant,  Army  of  the  United 
States,  on  Tuesday,  October  2,  in  Balti- 
more. 

Margaret  Anne  Gregory,  ex  '43  (H.  S.), 
of  Raleigh,  to  Edward  Colhoun  Suhling, 
Private  First  Class,  United  States  Marine 
Corps  Reserve,  of  Lynchburg,  Virginia,  on 
Saturday,  September  15,  at  8  o'clock,  in 
Christ  Episcopal  Church,  Raleigh.  Hen- 
riette  Hampton,  '43,  was  maid-of-honor; 
Michelle  Telfair  Bratton,  '44,  and  Hen- 
rietta Ragland,  '44  (Bus.),  were  brides- 
maids. Mr.  Suhling  received  his  discharge 
from  the  Marine  Corps  in  late  September, 
and  the  couple  is  now  living  in  Lafayette, 
Indiana,  where  Mr.  Suhling  is  attending 
Purdue  University. 

Margaret  Wilson  Hairston,  ex  '42,  of 
Raleigh,  to  Walter  Hatch  Lee,  Private 
First  Class,  Army  of  the  United  States,  of 
Asheville,  on  Friday,  August  3,  in  the 
Saint  Mary's  School  Chapel,  Raleigh.  Pfc. 
Lee  is  the  son  of  Mrs.  L.  Lyons  Lee  (nee 
Virginia  Miller,  '06).  He  has  just  re- 
turned from  overseas  after  serving  with 
the  13th  Airborne  Division  in  Europe. 

Mabel  Chauvin  Hochenedel,  ex  '41,  of 
Houma,  Louisiana,  to  Carroll  Woolsey 
Allen,  Jr.,  on  Saturday,  September  29,  at 
her  home,  Crescent  Farm  Plantation, 
Houma,  La. 

Judith  Kaplan,  ex  '43,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Henry  Berger,  of  Miami,  Florida,  on  Sun- 
day, August  26,  in  Baltimore,  Maryand. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Love,  '41  (H.  S.),  of 
Burlington,  to  Charles  Daniel  Orth,  III, 
Lieutenant,  Army  of  the  United  States,  of 
New  York  City,  on  Tuesday,  September 
18,  in  the  First  Presbyterian  Church,  Bur- 
lington. Lt.  Orth  has  recently  returned 
from  service  in  the  European  Theatre. 

Flora  McDonald,  ex  '40,  of  Raleigh,  to 
David  Walter  Seifert,  Jr.,  Lieutenant 
(jg),  D.  C.  United  States  Naval  Reserve, 
of  Weldon,  on  Saturday,  December  1,  at 
S:30  o'clock,  in  the  Church  of  the  Good 
Shepherd,  Raleigh.  Annie  Webb  Cheshire 
de  la  Vergne,  '39,  was  the  matron-of- 
honor.  The  couple  is  living  in  Williams- 
burg, Va.,  where  the  groom  is  stationed. 

Valeria  Virginia  Olive,  '43,  of  Lexing- 
ton, to  Lewis  Simms  Hartzog,  Lieutenant, 
Army  Air  Force,  on  Saturday,  Novem- 
ber 3. 

Marie  Fiquet  Pate,  '4  0  (H.  S.),  of  Laur- 
inburg,  to  James  Hinton  Pou  Bailey,  Cap- 
tain, Army  of  the  United  States,  of  Ra- 
leigh and  Washington,  on  Wednesday, 
August  1,  in  the  Laurinburg  Presbyterian 
Church.  Captain  Bailey  is  the  son  of 
Senator  and  Mrs.  Josiah  W.  Bailey. 


Mary  Watson  Prince,  '3  9  (H.  S.),  of 
Raleigh,  to  Stewart  Shaw  Richardson, 
Lieutenant,  United  States  Naval  Reserve, 
of  Macon,  Georgia,  on  Saturday,  Novem- 
ber 3,  in  the  Church  of  the  Good  Shep- 
herd, Raleigh.  Dixie  French  Council,  ex 
'41,  was  matron-of-honor. 

Mary  Emma  Robbins,  '3S,  of  Durham, 
to  Michael  Graham  Jennings,  Lieutenant, 
United  States  Army  Air  Corps,  of  Green- 
ville, South  Carolina,  on  Tuesday,  Septem- 
ber 25,  in  the  First  Methodist  Church, 
Fort  Wayne,  Indiana.  Lt.  Jennings  is 
temporarily  stationed  at  Baer  Field,  Fort 
Wayne,  Ind. 

Helen  Knight  Royster,  '41,  of  Hender- 
son, to  Richard  Jemson  Jones,  Jr.,  Lieu- 
tenant (jg),  United  States  Naval  Reserve, 
of  Henderson,  on  Saturday,  December  1, 
in  the  Presbyterian  Church,  Henderson. 
Sally  Tarry,  ex  '44,  was  one  of  the  brides- 
maids. 

Mary  Shaw,  '39  (Bus.),  of  Enfield,  to 
William  Almon  Hart,  Lieutenant,  Army  of 
the  United  States,  of  Tarboro,  on  Wednes- 
day, June  27,  in  the  Church  of  the  Ad- 
vent, Enfield. 

Karlyn  Sloan,  ex  '46,  of  Fayetteville, 
to  Guy  Cornman,  Ensign,  United  States 
Naval  Reserve,  on  Wednesday,  July  25,  in 
South  Carolina.  The  couple  is  living  at 
Virginia  Beach,  Virginia. 

Dorothy  Spivey,  '42  (Bus.),  of  Raleigh, 
to  Winston  Rex  Burnham,  Sergeant,  Army 
of  the  United  States,  of  Mesa,  Arizona  and 
San  Diego,  on  Thursday,  August  2  3,  at 
3:30  o'clock,  in  West  Raleigh  Presbyte- 
rian Church,  Raleigh.  Sgt.  Burnham  has 
recently  returned  from  Europe,  and  is  sta- 
tioned at  Camp  Mackall  with  the  13th 
Airborne  Division. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Swain,  ex  '42,  of  Wil- 
mington, to  Thomas  Lauriston  Crittenden, 
Captain,  Army  of  the  United  States,  on 
Saturday,  August  25,  in  Wilmington. 

Grace  Stoneham  Walker,  ex  '42,  of 
Ahoskie,  to  William  Dare  Boone,  Jr.,  Pri- 
vate First  Class,  Army  of  the  United 
States,  of  Winton,  on  Saturday,  August 
25,  in  Basnight  Memorial  Methodist 
Church,  Ahoskie. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Walters,  '42,  of  Char- 
lotte and  Rockingham,  to  James  White 
Smith,  Lieutenant  (jg),  United  States 
Naval  Air  Corps,  of  La  Mesa,  California, 
on  Saturday,  September  15. 

Adelaide  Paris  Winslow,  '3  6,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  Rufus  Oliver  Crawley,  of  Ra- 
leigh and  Statesville,  on  Saturday,  De- 
cember 29,  at  S:30  o'clock,  in  the  Church 
of  the  Good  Shepherd,  Rocky  Mount. 
Mary  Wood  Winslow,  '37,  was  the  maid- 
of-honor;  and  Betty  Willcox,  '42,  and 
Margaret  Winslow,  '44,  were  among  the 
bridesmaids.  The  couple  is  living  in  Ra- 
leigh at   2713  V2    Lockmore   Drive. 


Births 

A  son,  James  Robert,  to  Mi-,  and  Mrs. 
Raymond  Stuart  Baldwin,  of  Norfolk, 
Virginia,  on  July  7.  Mrs.  Baldwin  is  the 
former  Keith  Lane,  ex  '40  (Bus.),  of  Suf- 
folk. Virginia. 
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A  son,  George  Scott,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  George  Scott  Barnard,  of  Richmond, 
Virginia,  on  October  19.  Mrs.  Barnard  is 
the  former  Dorothy  Digges,  ex  '39  (H.  S.), 
of  Charlottesville,  Virginia. 

A  daughter,  Michelle  Telfair,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  John  Bratton,  Jr.,  of  Ra- 
leigh, on  July  2  5.  Mrs.  Bratton  is  the 
former  Michelle  Telfair,  '44,  of  Scarsdale, 
New  York,  and  Raleigh.  Lt.  Bratton  is 
serving  in  China  with  the  First  Marine 
Division. 

A  daughter,  Frances  Payne,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Edward  Austin  Darr,  Jr.,  of  Raleigh, 
on  September  27.  Mrs.  Darr  was  Marilyn 
Hoff,  '42   (Bus.),  of  Raleigh. 

Twins,  a  boy  and  a  girl,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
George  Duffy,  of  Oxford,  on  September  12. 
Mrs.  Duffy  was  Helen  Rose  Witten,  '3  7, 
of  Oxford. 

A  son,  to  Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Henry 
Carter  Foss,  of  Salisbury,  on  July  21. 
Mrs.  Foss  is  the  former  Katherine  Davis 
Bernhardt,  '37,  of  Salisbury. 

A  son,  Erenest  Jesse,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Erenest  Jesse  Gaither,  of  Winston- 
Salem,  on  August  15.  Mrs.  Gaither  is  the 
former  Jessie  Pailin  Skinner,  '37,  of  Eliz- 
abeth City. 

A  daughter,  Margaret  Page,  to  Major 
and  Mrs.  J.  B.  Gaither,  of  Somerville, 
New  Jersey,  on  September  21.  Mrs.  Gai- 
ther is  the  former  Helen  Page,  '38,  of 
Raleigh. 

A  son,  Warren  Richard,  Jr.,  to  Lt.  (jg) 
and  Mrs.  Warren  Richard  Garrett,  of  Ra- 
leigh, on  October  10.  Mrs.  Garrett  is  the 
former  Nancy  Mann,  '3S  (Bus.),  of  Ra- 
leigh. Lt.  ( jg)  Garrett  is  on  duty  in  the 
southwest  Pacific  at  the  present  time. 

A  daughter,  Griselle  Cooper,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  A.  W.  Gholson,  Jr.,  of  Hen- 
derson, on  April  2.  Mrs.  Gholson  is  the 
former  Betsy  Cooper,  '34  (Bus.),  of  Hen- 
derson. 

A  daughter,  Olivia  Lamb,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  George  Gilliam,  of  Franklinton,  on 
June  27.  Mrs.  Gilliam  is  the  former 
Beverly  Vann,  '37,  of  Franklinton.  The 
Gilliams  have  another  daughter  two  years 
old.  Mr.  Gilliam  is  the  son  of  Olivia 
Lamb  Gilliam.    '0  2,   and  has  recently   re- 


ceived  his   discharge   from   the   army   air 
corps. 

A  daughter,  Jane  Covington,  to  Lieu- 
tenant (jg)  and  Mrs.  Smilie  Alexander 
Gregg,  Jr.,  of  Lake  Waccamaw,  on  August 
31.  Mrs.  Gregg  is  the  former  Jane  Cole 
Council,  ex  '43,  of  Lake  Waccamaw. 

A  daughter,  Elizabeth  Vardeman,  to 
Lieutenant  and  Mrs.  Tyndall  Peacock 
Harris,  of  Jacksonville,  Florida,  on  Sep- 
tember 24.  Mrs.  Harris  was  Mary  Eliza- 
beth Vardeman,  ex  '43,  of  Jacksonville, 
Florida. 

A  son,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Donald  Ells- 
worth Hasbrouck,  of  Hillsdale,  New  Jer- 
sey, on  September  14.  Mrs.  Hasbrouck 
is  the  former  Marguerite  Mathewson,  '37, 
of  Bristol,  Rhode  Island. 

A  son,  Harry,  Jr.,  to  Pfc.  and  Mrs. 
Harry  Hollingsworth,  of  Goldsboro,  on 
August  12.  Mrs.  Hollingsworth  was 
Norma  Doris  Large,  '40,  of  Rocky  Mount. 

A  daughter,  Jane  Grey,  to  Lieutenant 
and  Mrs.  William  Turner  Kenyon,  of 
Clovis,  New  Mexico,  on  August  IS.  Mrs. 
Kenyon  is  the  former  Doris  Jane  Linzey, 
ex  '45,  of  Raleigh.  Lt.  Kenyon  is  a  navi- 
gator in  the  army  air  corps. 

A  son,  Faison  Shaw.  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Faison  Shaw  Kuester,  of  Oxford,  in 
July.  Mrs.  Keuster  is  the  former  Mari- 
anna  Hancock,  '39,  of  Oxford. 

A  son,  Robert  N.,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Robert  N.  Massengale,  of  Austin,  Texas, 
on  September  21.  Mrs.  Massengale  was 
Rosalie  Pitzhugh  McNeill,  '35,  of  Lum- 
bertou. 

A  son,  Leslie  Terrell,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
James  B.  Oliver,  of  Norfolk,  Virginia,  on 
July  6.  Mrs.  Terrell  is  the  former  Mar- 
garet Terrell,  ex  '40,  of  Norfolk,  Virginia. 
The  Olivers  have  a  son,  James  B.,  Jr., 
who  is  three  years  old. 

A  daughter,  Martha  Anne,  to  Lieuten- 
ant and  Mrs.  Garnett  Saunders,  of  Win- 
ston-Salem, on  June  5.  Mrs.  Saunders  is 
the  former  Georgia  Hales  Goodson,  '34, 
of  Winston-Salem.  Lt.  Saunders  is  on 
duty  in  the  Pacific  at  the  present  time, 
and  Mrs.  Saunders  is  living  at  home  with 
her  parents  at  365  Arbor  Road,  Winston- 
Salem. 


A  son,  Robert  Baker,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
William  Kearney  Sevier,  of  Greensboro, 
on  August  9.  Mrs.  Sevier  is  the  former 
Susan  Baker,  '39    (H.  S.),  of  Greensboro. 

A  daughter,  Charlotte  Winborne,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Charles  M.  Shaffer,  of  Burling- 
ton, on  October  5.  Mrs.  Shaffer  was  Char- 
lotte Winbome,  '32,  of  Marion. 

A  son,  Raleigh  Alexander,  II,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Johnston  Reid  Shoemaker,  of 
Charlotte,  on  August  24.  He  was  named 
for  his  uncle,  Major  Raleigh  A.  Shoe- 
maker, who  was  killed  in  Germany  in 
May,  1944.  Mrs.  Shoemaker  is  the  for- 
mer Beatrice  Josephs,  '32,  of  Charlotte. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shoemaker  have  another 
son,  Reid,  Jr.,  who  is  three  years  old. 

A  son,  George  Major,  to  Lieutenant 
and  Mrs.  Sam  F.  Teague,  Jr.,  of  Raleigh, 
on  October  18.  Mrs.  Teague  is  the  former 
Mary  Doyle  White,  '41,  of  Edenton. 

A  son,  William,  Jr.,  to  Captain  and 
Mrs.  William  Ward,  of  Monroe,  Louisiana, 
in  May.  Mrs.  Ward  is  the  former  Jose- 
phine Johnson,  ex  '39,  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Elizabeth  Lawrence,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Warren  W.  Way,  of  Wilmington, 
on  September  2S.  Mrs.  Way  was  Ann 
Lawrence,  '2  6,  of  Raleigh. 

A  son,  Alex,  III,  to  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Alex 
Webb,  of  Raleigh,  on  August  19.  Mrs. 
Webb  was  Mary  Louise  Hall,  '37  (H.  S.), 
of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George 
Ludlow  White,  of  Richmond,  Virginia,  "on 
August  13.  Mrs.  White  is  the  former 
Elizabeth  Farrow  Young,  '37,  of  Rich- 
mond, Va. 

A  daughter,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Graham 
Whitehead,  of  Scotland  Neck,  on  October 
10.  Mrs.  Whitehead  was  Mary  Betty 
Suitor,  '43   (Bus.),  of  Weldon. 

A  daughter,  Barbara  Allen,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  John  W.  Wilkey,  Jr.,  of  Raleigh,  on 
October  14.  Mrs.  Wilkey  was  Ruby  Allen, 
'43    (Bus.),  of  Raleigh. 


Deaths 

Louise  Taylor  Busbee,  '91,  of  Raleigh, 
on  June  IS. 


P.S.— 


PERMANENT  CLASS  SECRETARIES 


Let's  form  the  habit  of  letting  our  class  secretaries  hear  from  us  every 
now  and  then!  It's  quite  a  job  for  a  secretary  to  send  cards  three  times 
a  year  to  each  member  of  her  class  asking  fur  news,  and  it's  a  discouraging 
one  for  her  when  we  don't  even  acknowledge  her  card.  So  when  your 
secretary  writes  you  next,  (111  out  that  card  she  will  enclose  and  let  her 
know   all   about   what    is   going    on    in    your    life. 

Th-   permanent  class  secretaries  are: 

L31S — Mrs.  I'.  H,  Rogers  (Arabelle  Thomas),  181G  West  Home  Avenue, 
Hai  IsvMle,  S.  C. 

1020 — Mrs.  \v,  C.  Salley  (Katherine  Baitsi.  n;oo  West  49th  Street,  Nor- 
folk,  Va. 

1937  —  Mrs.    Thomas   H.    Holmes    (Janet   Lawrence),    Weldon.    N,   < '. 

lias— -Mrs.  , kill  n  MacN,  Smith  I  Louise  .Jordan),  533  Oakrklge  Avenue, 
Fayettevllle,    N.    C. 

1039 — Mrs.  Charles  E.  Noell  (Lossie  Taylor),  620  Market  Street,  Wil- 
mington,  N.   C, 

1940 — Mrs.  Charles  X.  Goodno  (Ann  Christian),  :01  Park  Avenue, 
Raleigh,  N.  C. 

1941  —  Mrs  Paul  rjick».-rman  (Margaret  Swindell),  104  South  Main  Street, 
Wallingford,  Conn. 

1942— Allie   Hell,   xi-i   Cowper   Drive,    Raleigh,    x.    c 

1943 — Daphne    Richardson,    ii-   S  ted  man   Street,    Fayetteville,   N.   C. 

1944  —Mrs.  Roberl  Malcolm  McNair  (Betty  Edwards),  LOOS  si.  Patrick 
s i,    Tarboro,    N.    C. 

194fi— Jane   Peete,   Church   Street,  Warrenton.    N,   < '.  — p.  H. 


CLASS  NEWS 

(Continued  from  Page  24) 
at  the  School  of  Horticulture.  Lucy  Hancock  is  also  going 
to  business  school,  but  she  is  staying  in  Oxford.  Martha 
Stoney  is  going  to  the  University  of  Alabama ;  Mar- 
guerite Thompson  and  Sarah  Stewart  are  at  W.  C.  I  think 
Phyllis  Cowdery  is  coming  down  here  in  November. 
Vickie  Tyler  is  here,  and  I  see  her  often  as  we  live  in  the 
same  dorm.  Roberta  and  Mary  Dickey  are  both  at'  George 
Washington  in  Washington. 

Well,  1  guess  this  is  about  the  end  of  the  row.  Maybe 
there  will  be  news  from  the  other  girls  next  time.  Every- 
body did  well  in  sending  in  the  news — keep  it  up!  It's 
grand  hearing  from  you. 
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December,  1945 


This  sketch  is  taken  from  the  blueprints  of  the  proposed  changes  for  the  circle  drive  in  front  of  Smedes  Building. 
The  drive  is  being  contracted  and  parking  spaces  added  on  either  side.  Whereas  there  is  now  no  distance  between 
the  front  steps  of  the  main  building  and  the  driveway,  in  the  new  plans  the  driveway  will  be  seventy-six  feet  from  the 
steps.    These  improvements   will   begin   within   the  next   few  months. 
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For  those  of  you  who  have  not  paid  your  alumnae  dues  this  year  and 
who  would  like  to  continue  receiving  the  Bulletin,  a  subscription  blank 
is  printed  below. 

Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  Needs  Your  Membership 

Dues  to  the  Alumnae  iVssociation  give  you : 

1.  An  active  membership  in  the  Association. 

2.  A  year's  subscription  to  the  Bulletin  (3  issues  per  year). 

I  enclose  $2,   (        ),  $5,  $10,  $25,  $50,   (  )   to  the  Saint  Mary's 

Alumnae  Association. 


Maiden  Name '. Class- 

Married   Name 

Address 


Make  checks  payable  to:   Saint  Maky's  Alumnae  Association 

(Contributions  deductible  on  Federal  and  State  Income  Tax  returns) 

Please  add  any  information  about  yourself  or  other  old  students  that 
would  be  of  interest  for  use  in  a  Bulletin. 
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SAINT  MARY'S 

S/5   ffoing   Thing*/ 


Keep  in  Touch  With  the  School 
and  the  Alumnae 


*>en<£  JJou.1  /ientuetinlp   "&uei.    To 

PEGGY  HOPKINS,  ^/«™«*_sw*ty 
Saint  Mary's  School,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

and  continue  to  tecelve  the  NEW  jSutletln 


Volume  35,  Number  2 

of  the  Bulla  tin  is  the  Catalogue  of  the 

Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College, 

published  in  February,  1946. 

It  is  bound  separately. 
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THE  COVER 

Appearing  on  the  front  cover  of  this  issue 
of  the  Bulletin  is  a  view  of  East  Rock. 
This  picture  was  taken  from  the  side  of  the 
front  campus  and  presents  a  lovely  view 
of  the  old  stones  of  East  Rock,  the  ivy  cov- 
ering them  and  the  shrubbery  surrounding 
them.  East  Rock  houses,  on  the  first  floor, 
the  administrative  offices  and,  on  the  second, 
living  quarters  for  some  of  the  underclass- 
men. In  the  background  of  the  picture  can 
be  seen  a  small  part  of  East  Wing. 


Editor 


Mart  Bull  Pinckney 


CONDITIONS  IN  EUROPE 

To  the  American  people  the  war  has 
finally  come  to  an  end.  Peace  has  come  at 
last  and  has  brought  with  it  so  many  of 
the  luxuries  that  we  have  missed  much  dur- 
ing the  past  few  years.  We  Americans  are 
lucky,  for  we've  had  it  so  much  easier  than 
most  of  the  countries  of  Europe.  We  have 
all  made  sacrifices  of  some  kind,  but  what 
do  we  know  of  real  suffering? 

The  end  of  the  war  to  the  Europeans  has 
a  quite  different  meaning.  They  are  starv- 
ing and  homeless.  One  is  considered  very 
lucky  if  he  owns  a  few  rags  with  which  to 
clothe  himself.  Styles  ?  What  do  they 
mean  to  those  who  are  in  danger  of  perish- 
ing from  exposure? 

We  often  complain  among  ourselves 
about  the  scarcity  or  poor  quality  of  certain 
goods.  Do  we  know  what  it  means  to  be 
really  in  need  of  something,  to  need  it  so 
very  much  that  it  is  absolutely  essential 
for  human  existence?  None  of  us  do,  simply 
because  we  have  never  had  to  endure  such 
hardships.  To  many  of  our  European 
neighbors  the  end  of  the  war  has  meant 
nothing  more  than  the  end  of  fighting  and 
dictatorship.  They  are  still  a  homeless  and 
starving  people.  Many  of  them  have  never 
known  the  barest  necessities  of  life  which 
we  expect  and  take  for  granted.  If  these 
people  could  see  the  average  American  din- 
ner table  of  today,  they  probably  wouldn't 
believe  their  eyes. 

We,  who  live  in  a  land  of  such  abundance, 
have  a  debt  to  pay.  These  people  have 
given  their  homes,  their  lives,  and  their 
loved  ones  in  order  to  save  the  world  from 
complete  destruction.  In  doing  so  they 
have  spared  us  the  real  agonies  of  human 
suffering  which  they  have  endured  for  so 
long.  Now  they  are  destitute ;  they  look  to 
us  for  help.  We  cannot  and  will  not  for- 
sake them.  D.  G.  O. 


THE   BELLES   OF   SAINT   MARY'S 

What  is  it,  we  ask,  that  makes  a  girl  a 
Saint  Mary's  girl?  People  spot  us  wher- 
ever we  go  and  immediately  recognize  that 
certain  combination  which  seems  to  spell 
Saint  Mary's.  We  girls,  with  a  natural 
assurance,  accept  this  strange  reaction  from 
outsiders.  While  often  wondering  about  it, 
we  never  stop  to  fathom  the  depths  of  so 
intangible  a  thing. 

An  observer  recognizes  a  Saint  Mary's 
girl,  but  how?  What  are  the  "tip-offs"  to 
reveal  her  identity  as  a  belle  of  Saint 
Mary's?  She  is  neat  in  her  personal  ap- 
pearance ;  reserved  and  poised ;  gracious 
and  co-operative;  and  certainly  genuine.  All 
these  and  more  personal  qualities  are  hers. 

Girls  come  to  Saint  Mary's  from  every 
part  of  the  country.    They  bring  with  them 
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fine  qualities,  some  developed,  some  not ; 
and  through  life  in  the  school  develop  and 
emphasize  a  character  which  identifies  them 
wherever  they  may  go,  a  character  which 
will  steadfastly  carry  them  not  only  through 
college  but  through  life. 

Saint  Mary's  is,  in  that  sense,  intangible. 

Where  do  these  qualities  originate  in  the 


mold  for  Saint  Mary's?  Someone  sets  the 
standard  of  values  by  which  Saint  Mary's 
girls  live  and  expand  their  own  individual 
character  to  reveal  graciousness,  co-opera- 
tiveness,  dignity,  and  genuineness.  We 
have  a   model :   our  president. 

C.  L.  H. 


OBEDIENCE 


Maybe  to  some  of  us  here  at  Saint  Mary's 
some  of  the  rules  and  regulations  by  which 
we  must  live  seem  a  little  strict  or  uncalled 
for.  We  must  remember,  though,  that  these 
rules  were  made  by  experienced  people,  by 
those  who  are  interested  in  our  welfare  and 
happiness.  We  must  remember  also  that 
our  parents  approved  of  the  rules ;  other- 
wise, they  would  not  have  sent  us  here  to 
school.  The  rules  are  not  the  rules  by 
which  wre  live  at  home  and  that  is  quite 
natural,  for  at  home  the  rules  our  parents 
make  for  us  apply  only  to  our  families. 
Here,  where  there  is  a  large  number  of 
girls,  the  rules  have  to  apply  to  all.  How- 
ever, there  are  certain  standards  of  living 
which  we  must  all  uphold;  and  to  follow 
the  rules  made  for  us  is  one  of  the  stand- 
ards I  am  sure  has  been  taught  to  all 
of  us. 

There  have  been  many  changes  in  the 
regulations  this  year  and  we  know  that  we 
all,  especially  the  old  girls,  recognize  that 
fact  and  appreciate  it-  Several  privileges 
have  been  given  to  us  that  we  have  never 
had  before,  and  we  want  to  be  grateful  for 
the  responsibility  placed  in  our  hands.  If 
we  abuse  the  privileges  we  have  received 
this  year,  they  will  be  taken  away  from  us, 
and  no  one  wants  that  to  happen.  We  want 
to  prove  ourselves  worthy  of  the  regula- 
tions and  capable  of  living  up  to  them.  We 
are  not  children ;  we  are  young  women  who 
are  learning  to  adapt  ourselves  to  our  sur- 
rounding circumstances  so  that  in  time  we 
may  be  worth-while  women,  able  to  take  a 
responsible  place  in  the  world. 

M.  B.  P. 


IT'S  SPRING  AGAIN! 

Spring  has  come  to  Saint  Mary's  again 
and  with  it  the  restless,  "want-to-get-away" 
feeling.  Across  the  campus  Saint  Mary's 
girls  sit  staring  blankly  before  them,  open 
but  unnoticed  books  on  their  laps,  and  in 
their  eyes  expressions  of  all  the  imaginative 
things  in  the  world.  Around  them  the  grass 
is  a  beautiful  green  and  the  squirrels  chase 
one  another  up  and  down  the  trees.  The 
birds  sing  merrily  and  the  fresh  March 
winds  blow  the  clouds  across  the  blue  sky 
and  rustle  the  ivy  and  vines  on  the  sides  of 
the  buildings.  The  limbs  of  the  trees  show 
tiny  buds  and  leaves  and  by  the  chapel  and 
other  places  on  the  campus  flowers  are 
already  blooming.  There  is  the  odor  of  the 
first  blossoms  in  the  air  and  the  sky  seems 
as  endless  as  it  is.  It's  becoming  harder  to 
concentrate  on  lessons  and  classes,  espe- 
cially when  the  windows  of  the  rooms  are 
open  and  the  voices  and  laughter  of  those 
fortunate  to  be  outside  float  into  the  rooms. 
This  year  spring,  as  it.  always  does,  seems 
more  beautiful  and  happier  than  any  spring 
before,  and  particularly  to  Saint  Mary's 
girls  who  greet  it  with  eager  and  welcoming 
spirits.  M.  B.  P. 


Saint  Mart's  School^ 


'Comedy  Of  Errors" 

Why  do  many  people  pretend  to  be  something  they're 
not?    Here's  an  example  of  that  and  the  outcome. 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '49 


It  was  all  a  horrible  mistake !  I  knew  that  from  the 
very  start ;  yet  I  did  not  know  just  what  should  have 
been  done  about  it. 

You  see,  it  all  began  when  one  of  my  more  intellectual 
friends  invited  me  to  a  literary  tea,  and  in  some  state  of 
madness  I  accepted.  From  that  extremely  unfortunate 
moment  on,  utter  chaos  reigned. 

This  tea,  which  was  to  develop  into  a  nightmare,  was 
given  in  the  apartment  of  a  young  Ph.D.  of  my  acquaint- 
ance. The  exact  address  was  a  little  obscure,  but  I  finally 
found  it  precisely  one  hour  after  the  other  guests  arrived. 
This  in  itself  was  a  tragic  occurrence,  for  as  I  gracefully 
entered  the  room,  I  abruptly  came  in  contact  with  the  cold 
floor,  via  a  small  scatter  rug  which  had  been  placed  in  a 
strategic  position  near  the  door.  From  my  prone  position 
I  found  myself  smiling  up  the  tweed  trouser  leg  of  my 
astonished  host,  who  gently  set  me  once  more  on  my  own 
tottering  feet.  I  finally  found  the  courage  to  look  past 
his  towering  stature,  whereupon  my  gaze  was  met  and 
returned  by  such  a  mass  of  staring  unsmiling  faces  that 
I  had  a  sudden  desire  to  curl  up  again  on  that  cozy  rug 
and  just  lie  there  until  the  whole  miserable  affair  was 
over.  This,  needless  to  say,  was  impossible  at  the  mo- 
ment; so  my  patient  host  toured  the  room,  glibly  pro- 
nouncing the  unpronounceable,  while  I  followed,  like  a 
tug  in  the  wake  of  the  "Queen  Mary." 

As  soon  as  I  had  been  introduced,  I  was  left  alone  to 
try  my  unsteady  wings  in  the  flight  into  the  vast  spaces 
of  intellectual  society.  I  saw  a  bewildered,  weizened 
little  man  in  baggy  tweeds.  He  was  sitting  in  a  corner 
balancing  a  cup  of  tea  on  his  knee.  Seeing  a  possible 
refuge.  I  fled  to  him  and  began  a  gay  little  stream  of  chat- 
ter. He  smiled  politely,  looked  embarrassed,  and  re- 
mained mute.  After  a  half  hour  of  merry  monologue, 
some  kind  friend  whispered  to  me  that  he  was  a  noted 
Roumanian  scientist  who  spoke  not  one  word  of  English. 
It  was  really  just  as  well,  I  suppose. 

I  wandered  about  from  one  group  of  geniuses  to  another 
like  a  mad  bee  in  a  clover  patch.  I  finally  alighted  among 
a  group  of  formidable  looking  women  discussing  poetry. 
This,  however,  was  the  evening's  most  luckless  adventure, 
for  it  seems  they  were  discussing  the  works  of  one  Mr. 
Dunbar,  Paul  Laurence,  to  be  exact.  Seeking  both  an 
entrance  into  the  conversation  and  a  claim  to  fame,  I  said 


brightly,  "Oh,  yes,  you  know,  of  course,  that  he  was  a 
relative  of  mine.  I  never  knew  him,  as  he  died  before  I 
was  born,  but  I'm  quite  readj'to  claim  kinship."  For  this 
unfortunate  remark  I  received  a  number  of  frozen  stares 
and  four  well-turned  backs.  I  found  out  just  last  week 
that  the  poet  Dunbar  takes  most  of  the  honors  for  out- 
standing Negro  poetry  in  America. 

After  what  seemed  an  eternitj'  I  was  once  more  in  a 
group.  This  time  professors.  At  this  point  I  had  defi- 
nitely decided  that  I  was  indeed  a  member  of  the  low 
forehead  set;  so  I  mutely  absorbed  little  gems  of  wisdom 
cast  down  by  these  mental  giants. 

These  creatures  of  culture  rapidly  conversed  in  words 
of  eight  or  more  syllables,  which  shortly  led  me  to  be- 
lieve that  they  were  completely  inebriated  with  the  ex- 
uberance of  their  own  verbosities.  (There  now,  it's  con- 
tagious, and  I've  got  it!) 

Suddenly  one  of  them  turned  on  me  and  fairly  de- 
manded, "Are  you  familiar  with  the  Acropolis?"  I 
blanched  slightly,  but  still  undaunted,  replied : 

"The  Acropolis?  Oh,  yes,  quite  familiar;  but  at  the 
moment  I  can't  remember  who  wrote  it."  I've  had  a  loath- 
some antipathy  for  the  Greek  school  of  architecture  ever 
since. 

An  enormous  woman  who  looked  like  a  fugitive  from 
Flash  Gordon's  world  sailed  up  to  me  and  gushed  ve- 
hemently, "My  deah,  we  don't  seem  to  have  met.  And 
are  you  one  of  the  literary  set?" 

I  flashed  the  result  of  continued  use  of  Pepsodent  in  her 
face.  "But  yes.  You  must  have  read  my  latest  article, 
'Criticisms  of  Keats  and  Shelley.'  " 

She  eyed  me  peculiarly.  "Of  course ;  then  you  must  be 
the  noted  Dr.  Constance  Holden." 

"Why,  yes,"  I  murmured,  fearing  the  worst. 

"What  a  coincidence,"  she  cooed ;  "so  am  I." 

This  was  too  much.  The.  apex  had  been  reached.  I 
staggered  toward  the  door.  A  group  of  dramatic  critics 
hovered  there,  for  some  reason  resembling  vultures  on  a 
fence. 

"Are  you  leaving  so  soon?"  someone  asked  hopefully. 

"Yes,"  I  muttered  faintly.  "My  work,  you  know. 
Thought  I'd  dash  off  something  before  supper.  Perhaps 
something  in  the  nature  of  an  unabridged  dictionary." 


GIFT  FOR  ENDOWMENT  FUND  GIVEN  BY 
MISS  ELIZA  A.  POOLE 

Saint  Mary's  has  inherited  from  the  estate  of  Miss  Eliza 
A.  Poole,  and  through  Miss  Bessie  T.  Brown,  a  deed  for 
seven  and  a  half  acres  of  land  in  the  Budleigh  residential 
section  of  Raleigh. 

Miss  Eliza  Poole  was  for  a  short  time  a  principal  and 
a  teacher  of  Saint  Mary's  School.  For  many  years  she 
was  a  well  known  school  teacher  here  in  Raleigh.  Her 
gift  is  for  the  endowment  fund  of  Saint  Mary's. 


NEW  SWITCHBOARD  SYSTEM  TO  BE  INSTALLED 

Arrangements  with  the  telephone  company  in  Raleigh 
are  being  made  for  the  installation  of  approximately  ten 
more  stations  and  a  central  switchboard  here  at  Saint 
Mary's. 

It  is  hoped  that  this  new  system  can  and  will  be  in- 
stalled during  the  spring  vacation  which  begins  on  March 
21.  Telephones  will  be  installed  on  each  hall  so  as  to 
improve  the  telephone  service  in  effect  here  now. 


March  1946 


Nothing  More 


Knowing  what  you  want  from  life  is  one  thing,  but  get- 
ting it  from  life  is  another ;  but  neither  knowing  nor  get- 
ting what  you  want  breeds  loneliness. 

By  Myra  Welsh,  '47 


The  girl  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  velvet-covered  love  seat 
staring  blankly  into  the  fire.  It  had  been  fully  five  min- 
utes since  those  footsteps  had  ceased  to  echo  down  the 
j  entrance  hall,  but  they  seemed  to  be  ringing  in  her  ears 
Still.  Her  throat  ached  and  in  the  palms  of  her  pale  hands 
were  little  half  moons  where  her  nails  had  bitten  into  the 
flesh.  The  fire  sputtered,  devouring  the  oak  logs,  and  the 
girl  raised  her  head.  Her  face,  thin,  oval,  punctuated  by 
enormous  dark  eyes,  was  devoid  of  all  expression. 

"It's  snowing  again,"  she  thought.  "More  snow  for  my 
birthday  this  year." 

She  looked  down  at  the  faint  imprint  where  the  ring- 
had  been  on  her  finger.  It  wasn't  losing  Eric  that  left 
her  feeling  as  though  she  stood  on  the  edge  of  something 
dark  and  terribly  frightening.  She  had  known,  these 
months  they  had  been  engaged,  that  it  wouldn't  pan  out. 
She  admired  Eric,  but  she  knew  that  marriage  to  him 
would  be  impossible.  "The  lesser  of  evils,"  she  thought 
Bitterly.  He  must  have  known  the  way  she  felt.  He 
knew  everything  in  her  life — about  her  mother — the  entire 
story.  They  had  been  companions  for  years.  He  loving 
her,  she  admiring  his  abilities,  looking  on  him  as  a  sensi- 
tive soul  that  helped  hers  to  grow.  Together  they  dis- 
cussed everything  under  the  sun,  aired  their  views.  His 
going  would  hardly  alter  the  picture  of  her  existence,  but 
she  would  miss  him  terribly.  He  had  made  this  sombre 
room  with  its  massive,  outmoded  expensive  furniture  ring 
with  his  gay  nonsense.  More  than  that,  he  had  made  it  a 
storeroom  for  their  combined  knowledge,  a  place  for  long 
serious  talks  about  a  thousand  things.  Even  then  she'd 
never  been  really  close  to  him.  Not  until  today,  though, 
did  she  know  that  he  realized  that  she  lacked  the  trust, 
the  faith,  the  deep  understanding  a  woman  has  for  the 
man  she  loves. 


Today  had  brought  her  face  to  face  with  the  thing  she 
had  denied  to  herself  and  tried  to  build  a  barrier  against 
time  and  again.  How  had  he  put  it?  0,  yes,  she  remem- 
bered.    He  had  stood  there  by  the  wing  chair. 

"I'll  never  understand .  you,  Stewart.  1  thought  once 
that  marriage  would  change  you.  Nothing  will  change 
you,  Stewart.  I  should  have  known  a  year,  a  month  ago. 
Why  you  ever  promised  to  marry  me  is  just  another  of 
the  things  that  I  can't  explain.  You're  like  a  Maugham 
novel,  Stewart.  I've  read  you,  understood  what  you  mean 
to  me,  but  explain  you?  It  can't  be  done.  You're  a  mil- 
lion different  people  in  a  thousand  different  moods.  God 
knows  you've  had  enough  to  hurt  you.  I've  tried  not  to 
make  it  worse." 

He  walked  to  the  door. 

"Dear  Lord,  he  looks  relieved.  I  wonder  how  long  he's 
wanted  to  say  that,"  she  thought.  Her  expression  didn't 
change. 

At  the  door  he  turned ;  his  voice  was  calm  when  he 
spoke.  "Stewart,  be  something.  You  have  a  great  talent, 
although  neither  of  us  knows  yet  what  it  is." 

Just  that. 

What  he  had  said  stunned  her,  but  strangely  enough  it 
didn't  hurt,  didn't  matter.  He  hadn't  quite  understood, 
but  he  had  been  groping  at  the  truth.  Suddenly  the  mean- 
ing of  her  life  was  quite  clear  to  her.  She  wanted  to  fling 
open  the  doors  and  windows  of  this  house  and  let  cold, 
sharp  air  rush  in,  to  snatch  up  a  coat  and  rush  out  and 
walk  and  walk.  She  moved  as  if  to  rise,  then  leaned  back 
against  the  love  seat  and  closed  her  eyes. 

"Well,  why  don't  I  go;  why?  I  could  tell  Miss  Gib- 
son if  Mother  waked  .  .  ." 

Outside  the  snow  fell  faster.     It  was  almost  dark. 


Development  Program  Progresses 

By   E.   F.    Stoughtost,    Business    Manager 


Much  progress  has  been  made  in  the  planning  of  im- 
provements to  the  facilities  of  Saint  Mary's  School. 

Contracts  have  been  let  for  two  new  125  horsepower 
boilers  and  a  hundred-foot  radial  brick  stack  as  the  first 
step  in  constructing  a  much  needed  new  central  heating 
plant.  Work  on  the  stack  is  scheduled  to  begin  in  April, 
and  the  boilers  are  to  be  delivered  in  May.  Plans  are 
being  drawn  for  a  new  laundry  building  to  be  constructed 
concurrently  with  the  new  heating  plant.  Both  buildings 
should  be  in  operation  by  the  beginning  of  the  1946-47 
session  of  the  school  year.    Upon  completion  of  these  two 


buildings,  the  present  combined  laundry  and  heating  plant 
structure  will  be  torn  down. 

The  planning  committee  expects  to  contract  for  exten- 
sive improvements  to  the  'front  campus  by  March  1,  and 
preliminary  work  may  be  started  this  spring.  Plans  an- 
ticipate paving  the  roads  and  walks,  constructing  an 
attractive  entrance  gateway  on  Hillsboro  Street,  and  de- 
veloping a  flagstone  court  in  front  of  Smedes  Hall. 

Orders  will  also  soon  be  placed  for  new  electric  kitchen 
equipment  to  be  installed  before  the  opening  of  school  in 
September. 


Saint  Mart's  School/ 


A  Right  Guy 

Chuck  knew  that  it  is  human  nature  to  forgive,  "but 
also  that  it  is  not  as  easy  to  forget. 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '49 


Chuck  sat  on  the  fence  and  squinted  his  eyes  into  the 
sun.  No,  there  was  no  shade,  and  if  he  got  into  the  truck, 
it  would  be  hotter  than  ever;  so  he  just  sat  there,  his 
shoulders  haunched  forward  and  his  overseas  cap  pulled 
down  as  far  as  possible  to  shade  his  eyes. 

The  war  was  all  over  now  and  his  job  was  a  dull  one. 
Guarding  hot,  sweaty  German  prisoners  at  work  in  a  field 
was  not  exactly  the  way  he  had  pictured  this  man's  army. 
His  more  idealistic  visions  had  been  brought  on  by  Tom's 
experiences.  Tom  was  a  number  of  things.  He  was 
Chuck's  older  brother,  an  Air  Corps  lieutenant,  a  deco- 
rated hero,  and  to  Chuck  he  was  God. 

But  Tom  was  dead. 

Chuck  remembered  his  sixteenth  birthday  well,  for  on 
that  day  three  years  ago  he  learned  about  Tom.  From 
that  day  on.  Chuck  had  dreamed  of  getting  even  with 
the  Jerries. 

Well,  he  was  in  the  army  now,  a  rifle  was  in  his  hands, 
and  there  were  the  Jerries,  standing  before  him,  shirtless, 
defenseless,  working  in  the  field. 

Chuck  laughed  to  himself.  He  remembered  the  first 
leave  that  Tom  had.  It  had  been  Christmas  and  Chuck 
blew  all  his  savings  on  a  stop-watch  for  Tom.  Both  were 
prouder  of  that  watch  than  anything  else  in  the  world. 
Chuck  and  Tom  had  sat  on  the  cold  steps  and  planned 
an  Air  Corps  career  unparalleled  by  any  flying  fool. 

Now  Chuck  was  a  grounded  pigeon,  and  he  never 
stopped  cursing  his  near-sighted  eyes. 

The  Germans  wandered  indolently  towards  the  chow 
wagon  which  had  just  pulled  up.  Chuck  unfurled  his 
long  legs  and  sauntered  over  with  them. 

It  was  too  hot  to  eat;  so  Chuck  sat  on  the  running 
board.  A  tall  thin  German  leaned  against  the  fence  and 
smiled  amiably  at  him.  Chuck  grinned  back.  He  didn't 
mean  to,  but  it  was  just  too  natural  to  resist.  The  Ger- 
man walked  toward  him. 

"You  hot  too,  ja?" 

Chuck  nodded.  The  German  walked  to  the  back  of  the 
truck  and  returned  with  a  chunk  of  ice. 


"In  Africa  we  put  ice  on  the  wrist.  Very  much  cooler 
dat  vay.  You  try."  He  extended  his  hand  to  Chuck,  who 
took  the  ice  and  held  it  to  his  wrist.  Sure  enough  some 
of  the  heat  slowly  left  him  and  the  cool  relief  flooded  his 
body. 

"Good  trick,  nein?" 

"Very  good.    Thanks,  it's  a  good  thing  to  know." 

Chuck  pulled  out  a  cigarette  from  his  damp  shirt  pocket. 
"Have  one?"  he  said. 

A  look  of  mingled  surprise  and  gratitude  came  into  the 
prisoner's  face  as  his  grimy  hand  took  the  cigarette. 

The  German  looked  at  him  keenly.  He  was  young, 
almost  as  young  as  Chuck.  Suddenly  he  spoke.  "You 
live  here  in  Texas,  nein?" 

"No,"   said    Chuck.      "No,    I   live   in   Friedburg,    Newm 
Hampshire,  and  I'm  a  helluva  long  way  from  home." 

A  smile  stretched  across  the  German's  wide  mouth.  "I 
live  in  Friedburg,  Germany.  A  gut  place.  All  Friedburgs 
gut  places,  ja?" 

Chuck  grinned  at  the  coincidence.  They  sat  in  the 
meager  shade  of  the  truck,  talking  about  home  like  boys, 
not  prisoner  and  guard. 

"Maybe  we  were  wrong,"  Chuck  thought.  "He's  a 
right  guy.  He  couldn't  kill  anybody.  Why,  he's  just  a 
kid." 

The  sergeant  came  back  and  the  prisoners  rose  slowly 
to  resume  their  tasks.  The  kid  from  Friedburg  turned  to 
Chuck.  "Keep  this  so  I  don't  lose  it,  please."  He  handed 
Chuck  a  watch  and  returned  to  the  field. 

"He's  a  right  guy,"  Chuck  thought  again.  "We  musta 
been  awfully  wrong." 

It  was  then  that  he  glanced  down  at  his  hand.  The 
watch  was  an  American  make,  and  its  vague  familiarity 
disturbed  him.  He  dared  not  turn  it  over  and  yet  he 
must.  The  inscription  was  simple,  easy  to  read,  easy  to 
comprehend.  He  read  it  twice  before  he  realized  it,  for 
its  simplicity  was  alarming.  "Merry  Xmas,"  it  read,  "from 
Chuck." 


YET  PEACE  DID  COME 

By  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

The  night  was  pain-filled,  dark,  and  sad, 
The  world  was  bathed  in  endless  tears; 

The  bleak  and  sorrowing  beyond 
Was  echoing  with  human  fears. 

Yet  peace  did  come,  her  lamp  upraised, 
And  opened  eyes  which  did  not  see, 

And  prayed  that  Tyranny  and  Death 
Would  soon  be  but  a  memory. 


ON  THE  FUTILITY  OF  KEEPING  ONE'S  THOUGHTS 
TO  ONESELF 

By  Mtra  Welsh,  '47 

I  never  see  a  bit  of  prose 

Or  read  a  line  of  verse 
That  I  don't  associate  with  those 

I  know  (or  don't,  much  worse). 

I  hate  to  think  of  living 

My  life  within  a  shell ; 
Of  wanting  and  of  giving, 

But  perhaps  it's  just  as  well. 
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The  Conversation 

An  ordinary  procedure,  ordering  a  coke.   Not  so  ordi- 
nary the  conversation  in  the  next  booth. 

By  Charlotte  Hoffman,  '46 


Virginia,  her  copper-colored  hair  gleaming  in  the  sun, 
stopped  to  drop  her  letter  with  its  long  serial  number  into 
the  corner  mail  box  and  then  swung  on  down  the  street. 
Humming  happily  to  herself,  she  pushed  open  the  door  of 
the  "Coke  Shoppe"  and  found  an  empty  booth  under  the 
cold  stirring  air  of  the  big  overhead  fan. 

"Hi,  Jackie." 

"Hello,  Miss  Virginia.  It's  a  mighty  hot  day  outside, 
isn't  it?" 

"It  certainly  is,"  smoothing  her  cool  green  linen.  The 
girl  flashed  a  smile  at  Jackie.  "Could  you  fix  me  a  tall 
coke  with  lots  of  ice?" 

"Sure  thing.    I'll  have  it  ready  for  you  in  a  minute." 

The  juke  box  at  the  end  of  the  long  marble  soda  foun- 
tain buzzed  as  someone  put  in  a  nickle,  and  "I'm  Gonna 
See  My  Baby"  filled  the  room  with  its  musical  assurance. 

"Here  you  are,  Miss  Virginia.    Lots  of  ice." 

"Oh,  thank  you,  Jackie." 

Virginia  sat  swinging  her  foot  to  the  gay  time  of  the 
music  and  sipped  her  coke.  She  was  conscious  of  voices 
coming  from  the  next  booth.    The  music  stopped  and  the 


conversation  was  quite  clear. 

"Yes,  Lucy,  I  remember  the  night  they  met.  It  was  at 
the  big  summer  dance  at  the  country  club,  wasn't  it? 
You'd  think  she  had  always  known  Dick,  the  way  she 
smiled  up  at  him  on  the  dance  floor  that  night.  Wasn't 
he  good  looking  in  that  summer  gray  uniform?" 

"He  certainly  was.  And  she  was  lovelier  than  I've  ever 
seen  her  in  that  pale  gold  evening  dress,  her  eyes  spark- 
ling. The  dress  made  her  hair  look  like  burnished 
copper." 

Virginia,  with  a  little  half  smile  on  her  lips,  sat  fingering 
her  pink  straw  and  remembering. 

"They  had  such  fun  in  those  two  weeks  before  he  had 
to  leave.    Was  it  to  the  Pacific?" 

"Yes,  a  destroyer.  It's  hard  to  realize  that  only  a  year 
ago  he  was  here  and  now  .  .  ." 

In  the  next  booth  the  girl  with  the  copper-colored  hair 
sat  stiffly,  all  color  drained  from  her  face.  The  pink 
straw,  broken,  dangled  limply  in  the  half -filled  paper  cup. 

"Yes,  it  must  have  been  a  terrible  shock  to  his  mother 
when  the  telegram  came.    Does  Virginia  know?" 


RECREATION  ROOM 

It  will  be  of  great  interest  to  all  alumnae  to  know  that 
at  long  last  a  recreation  room,  though  small,  is  being  pro- 
vided for  the  students  at  Saint  Mary's. 

Holt  Hall  basement,  whose  dimensions  are  30'  x  40',  is 
being  remodeled  into  a  recreation  room.  Those  familiar 
with  Holt  basement  as  a  storage  place  will  be  amazed  to 
see  it  now.  The  ceiling  has  been  sealed  and  the  pipes,  as 
much  as  possible,  covered  or  eliminated.  The  dirty  red 
brick  walls  have  been  painted  a  beautiful  pristine  white, 
and  the  cement  floor  has  been  covered  with  colorful  tile 
blocks.  In  the  corner  opposite  the  entrance  a  milk  and 
soft  drink  bar  has  been  built.  This  should  tempt  many 
who  otherwise  would  go  to  the  "Little  Store"  for  food  in 
the  afternoons. 

To  date,  unfortunately,  the  school  has  been  unable  to 
buy  the  type  of  furniture  necessary  for  such  a  student's 
recreation  room ;  it  is  ironical,  now  a  recreational  room  is 
available,  that  the  students  cannot  use  it  for  lack  of  ap- 
propriate furniture.  When  the  room  finally  is  furnished, 
in  addition  to  the  milk  bar,  there  will  be  card  tables,  vic- 
trola  records,  and  comfortable  chairs  under  good  lights 
for  reading. 


WINGS 

By  Edith  Hamilton,  '46 

She  had  glanced  up  at  the  darkening  sky  and  wondered 
what  had  drawn  her  attention  to  it  when  she  realized  that 
the  bomber  flying  overhead  was  in  trouble.  It  looked  like 
a  crippled  bird  in  a  wild  storm  valiantly  fighting  for  sur- 
vival. The  motor  coughed  and  the  helpless  plane  began 
to  drop  further  and  further.  She  looked  down  at  the 
navigator's  wings  pinned  on  her  sweater  and  wondered. 
The  pilot  was  making  a  desperate  attempt  at  a  crash  land- 
ing and  seemed  to  have  the  situation  under  control.  The 
odds  were  against  him,  however.  The  thunder  cloud  had 
opened  up  and  rain  filled  the  air  between  the  earth  and 
sky.  Suddenly  the  huge  clums3'  bomber  nosed  into  a 
screaming  dive.  A  deafening  roar  filled  the  air.  Then 
everything  was  silent  except  for  the  sound  of  the  rain 
falling  on  the  soft  earth.  She  looked  slowly  down  at  her 
wings  again  and  wondered. 


TO  A  FRUITLESS  ADORATION 

By  Betty  Bowles,  '50 

How  could  you  know  the  sorrow  caused  me? 
You  knew  not  how  intense  the  pain 
Inflicted  by  yourself  in  thoughtless  moments. 
0  God !   If  I  could  only  gain 
One  blissful,  feeling  look  of  adoration. 
The  darkness  of  the  groping,  hoping  hours 
Would  not  have  been  in  vain. 
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"The  Light  That  Failed" 

Every  detail  of  the  material  and  actual  was  certain; 
only  uncertainty  waited  at  the  top  of  the  stairs. 

By  Mary  Bull  Pinckney,  '46 


The  stairs  pushed  into  the  blackness  above  me.  They 
seemed  endless,  but  I  knew  them  well,  knew  that  there 
were  sixteen  steps  to  the  first  landing,  thirteen  to  the  next, 
and  fifteen  up  to  the  hall.  I  knew  that  the  railing  had  a 
crack  down  the  middle,  between  the  first  and  second  land- 
ings, that  the  carpet  was  worn  through  on  the  twenty-first 
step,  and  that  the  last  fifteen  steps  were  the  steepest. 

The  perspiration  on  my  forehead  had  run  down  the 
side  of  my  face.  It  was  unbearably  hot,  and  the  house 
seemed  to  have  been  closed  for  a  long  time.  I  knew  that 
that  was  wrong.  Actually  it  was  cooler  here  than  in  any 
place  that  I  had  been  all  summer.  I  clutched  the  rail  be- 
cause my  hands  began  to  tremble,  and  started  up  the 
stairs. 

On  the  second  step  I  stopped.  1  tried  to  see  above  me, 
knowing  full  well  that  there  was  a  landing  there  and  noth- 
ing to  see  until  I  reached  the  hall.  1  forced  my  mind  to 
accept  that  fact  and  walked  on.  I  walked  quickly  then 
because  I  knew  that  soon  I  would  begin  to  wonder  about 
the  hall  again. 

I  got  to  the  eleventh  step  and  then  I  turned  back  and 
took  a  step  down,  knowing  that  it  could  never  be,  that 
still  I  had  to  go  on.  I  seemed  to  have  taken  an  exception- 
ally long  time  to  lift  each  foot  to  the  next  step,  and  when 
I  reached  the  landing  I  groped  out  in  the  darkness  for 
the  table  I  knew  was  there.  I  was  exhausted  and  breath- 
ing heavily,  and  there  was  no  sound.  I  wanted  to  scream, 
to  faint,  to  die ;  yet  I  could  not  do  the  least  of  these.  My 
better  self — was  there  a  better  self  at  this  moment? — 
supported  me. 


I  wanted  to  hear  even  a  faint  movement  of  the  trees  out- 
side or  of  the  floor  creaking,  but  there  was  no  sound. 
Even  my  footsteps  were  muffled  by  the  carpet. 

Thoughts  of  everything  and  yet  nothing  dashed  through 
my  head.  I  could  not  capture  nor  hold  to  one.  They 
raced  through  my  mind  faster  than  sound,  leaving  no  re- 
membrance, only  a  suggestion  of  something  having  been. 

I  felt  for  the  steps  again.  Somehow,  without  conscious 
feeling  or  thought,  I  walked  steadily  up.  Even  when  my 
heel  clicked  on  the  floor  of  the  twenty -first  step  I  did  not 
stop.  On  the  next  landing  was  an  octagonal  window  in  an! 
alcove.  I  could  see  no  light  through  the  window  and  still 
1  knew  it  was  there.  I  walked  over  to  it  and  when  there, 
could  distinguish  the  night  outside  from  the  black  inside. 
I  could  see  to  the  place  where  I  knew  the  sea  washed  the 
sand,  but  it  was  all  blackness  there. 

I  fingered  the  amethyst  necklace  about  my  neck  and 
felt  a  drop  of  perspiration  fall  onto  the  back  of  my  hand. 
Then  the  light  upstairs  was  turned  on.  It  shone  through 
the  crack  under  the  door,  not  enough  to  light  the  stairs. 
This  was  the  hardest  part  for  me — to  walk  up  the  fifteen 
steps  and  open  that  door. 

I  started  up  with  my  face  turned  upward.  It  was  long 
and  tedious  and  I  might  have  been  climbing  the  stairs  to 
heaven,  except  that  I  knew  no  heaven  waited  for  me  there. 
I  walked  and  walked ;  each  step  alone  seemed  fifteen,  and 
the  silence  magnified  itself  a  thousandfold  until  it  pressed 
me  in  on  all  sides  and  roared  at  me  like  the  roaring  of 
the  sea.  And  then,  while  yet  I  tread  those  stairs,  the  door 
was  thrust  open,  and  the  light?  It  only  threw  a  feeble 
gleam  onto  the  top  step. 


WINTER  REFLECTIONS 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '49 

I 

Twigs 

Black  lace  against  gray  satin, 
Bare  twigs  against  the  sky: 
They  make  a  lovely  pattern 
When  winter  night  is  nigh. 

II 

Afternoon 

Gray  smoke  curling  upward, 

A  lovely,  wavy  plume. 

Cold  sparrows  on  the  window  sill; 

The  still  warmth  of  the  room. 

They  make  ;i  lovely  picture, 

All  to  end  too  soon. 

Gray  smoke  curling  upward 

On  a  winter  afternoon. 


DEFINITION 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '49 

And  if  I  loved  you  less,  I  could  say, 

You  are  the  world  to  me. 

You  are  the  birdling's  waking  song. 

You  are  the  cool  green  sea. 

You  are  the  things  of  peaceful  calm. 

You  are  the  placid  and  the  meek. 

You  are  the  quiet  of  soft  gray  dawn. 

You  are  the  bliss  that  lovers  seek. 

But  I  love  you  much  too  much  for  these, 

And  my  tempestuous  heart 

Lies  not  still. 

You  are  the  thunder  and  the  wind, 

The  waves  and  every  wild  sweet  thrill. 

You  are  the  shock  of  vivid  flame, 

The  violent  sting  of  bitter  death. 

You  are  the  turmoil  of  my  soul. 

You  are  my  heart,  my  life,  my  breath. 
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The  Sisters 


Two  sisters  were  faced  with  almost  the  same  problem. 
One  went  one  way,  the  other  another  ...  or  did  she? 

By  Mary  Bull  Pinckney,  '46 


It  was  a  comfortable  feeling  to  Hope  to  have  Constance 
at  home  again.  It  had  been  almost  five  years  since  they 
had  talked  together  like  this.  In  fact,  it  was  the  night 
before  Constance  married  Irving  when  they  had  last 
leaned  back  against  the  square  sofa  and  stared  into  the 
fire. 

There  were  many  things  that  were  the  same.  The 
knotted  pine  of  the  walls,  the  peculiar  cactus  plant  pic- 
tures around  the  fireplace,  the  same  green  and  white  tiling 
on  the  floor.  Neither  Constance  nor  Hope  had  been  mar- 
ried then ;  neither  was  married  now. 

There  were  many  things  that  were  different,  but  they 
weren't  material  things.  Hope  couldn't  define  the  differ- 
ence, but  it  was  there.  Prom  her  silver  cigarette  case,  the 
one  that  Irving  had  given  her,  she  took  a  cigarette  and 
placed  it  between  her  lips. 

"How  does  it  feel  to  be  really  at  home  again,  Con- 
stance?" she  asked,  while  the  unlit  cigarette  moved  with 
her  lips. 

"I  don't  exactly  know.  I  won't  know  until  you  tell  me 
a  few  things,"  she  answered,  smiling  and  holding  a  match 
to  her  sister's  cigarette. 

Hope  took  the  cigarette  from  her  mouth  and  blew  three 
perfect  smoke  rings  into  the  still  air.  "Like  what?"  she 
asked,  and  her  breath  pushed  the  lazy  smoke  rings  into 
a  smoky  haze. 

For  a  moment  Constance  was  silent.     Then  she  began. 

"I  wanted  to  ask  you  this  when  we  last  sat  here  and 
talked,  Hope;  but  at  the  time  I  was  afraid  that  your  an- 
swer would  shatter  my  dreams  and  happiness.  Now  it 
doesn't  matter  that  way.  Now  I  only  want  to  know  out 
of  curiosity." 

While  Constance  had  been  saying  this,  she  had  been 
fingering  an  emerald  ring  on  her  hand,  but  now  she  looked 
up  into  Hope's  grey  eyes. 

"Why  didn't  you  marry  Irving?  I  know  that  you  could 
have.  1  know  that  he  waited  for  you  to  say  'yes';  I  know 
because  I  waited  too,  Hope.  You  hurt  him  so  much,  .vet 
you  must  have  loved  him.  I'm  sure  that  you  did  love 
him.  He  would  have  married  you  at  any  time ;  everyone 
knew  that.  Why  did  you  never  give  in;  why  did  you  let 
me  have  him?  You  could  have  had  everything  that  you 
have  ever  wanted." 

A  log  cracked  and  a  spark  flickered  out  onto  the  hearth. 
The  room  was  very  quiet  except  for  that.  Finally  Hope 
said: 

"No,  all  I  ever  wanted  was  his  love  and  to  be  first,  to  be 
above  all  other  things  to  him." 

She  reached  over  and  put  her  hand  on  Constance's  slim 
one. 

"You  know  that  that  would  have  been  impossible.  You 
know  because  you  wanted  the  same  thing,  Constance.  Oh, 
God,  I  wish  I  had  told  you  all  this  the  last  time  we  sat 
here  and  talked.    You  wanted  to  ask  me  and  I  wanted  to 


tell  you.  How  much  heartache  and  loneliness  I  could 
have  spared  you  had  I  told  you  that  you  would  never 
come  first,  that  his  medicine  would  always  be  before  you." 

Hope  moved  her  hand  and  picked  up  an  ashtray  from 
the  table  behind  the  sofa.  She  ducked  her  cigarette  and 
then  picked  up  the  paper  matches  and  struck  one.  They 
both  watched  it  burn  until  Hope  blew  it  out. 

"I  would  never  have  listened  to  you,  Hope.  I  had  loved 
him  for  too  long." 

"But  I  could  have  prepared  you." 

"No,  Hope.  I  believed  too  much  in  my  own  ability.  I 
thought  I  could  make  him  forget  both  his  medicine  and 
you.  I  guess  I  realized  though,  at  the  beginning  of  our 
marriage,  that  I  was  wrong."  Her  voice  dropped  to  a 
deep  whisper.  "You  didn't  notice,  Hope,  but  when  he 
repeated  the  wedding  vows,  he  looked  at  you." 

Hope  looked  up  quickly,  but  her  eyes  fell  when  they 
met  her  sister's.  She  remembered  all  too  well  that  her 
lips  had  moved  in  silence  as  she  had  also  repeated  the 
vows  .  .  .  that  her  eyes  had  never  left  Irving's. 

For  the  first  time  she  began  to  feel  as  though  she  had 
betrayed  Constance ;  but  she  was  overcome  by  a  hopeless 
feeling,  knowing  that  it  was  now  too  late  to  remedy  her 
act. 

"Hope,  1  didn't  have  his  medicine  only  to  fight  against; 
I  had  you.  One  was  enough,  but  two  were  impossible. 
That's  why  I  finally  had  to  leave  him.  Because  he  never 
came  to  me,  he  didn't  have  to  leave  me.  But  you  haven't 
really  told  me  why  you  didn't  marry  him,  Hope.  His 
medicine  wasn't  the  only  reason." 

Hope  stood  up  and  walked  across  to  the  window.  Con- 
stance watched  her,  and  watched  her  reflection  in  the 
window  as  a  match  flared  up  when  she  lit  another  cigar- 
ette. 

"I've  always  loved  Irving,  Constance,"  she  said  as  she 
walked  back  to  the  sofa.  "I  made  my  mind  rule  my 
heart,  though.  I  knew  that  if  I  married  him,  wanting  to 
be  the  only  one  for  him,  that  it  would  never  work.  I 
knew  that  eventually  I  would  be  miserable,  still  loving 
him ;  but  I  know  myself  so  well  that  I  knew  that  I  would 
leave  him,  just  as  you  have  done.  I  knew  that  the  rest 
of  my  life  would  be  torment  because  I  would  love  and 
hate  him  too.  This  way,  Constance,  I'll  always  love  him 
because  there  is  no  reason  now  why  I  should  come  before 
his  medicine.  Don't  think  that  it  was  easy,  because  it 
wasn't  easy  to  see  him  marry  you;  it  isn't  easy  now  to 
know  that  if  I  had  married  him  we  would  be  together." 

Hope  stopped  talking  then  only  because  the  telephone 
interrupted  her.  She  stepped  to  the  table  and  lifted  the 
receiver. 

"Hello?" 

"Hope?  Hope,  my  darling,  is  that  you?  I  love  you  so 
much,  Hope." 

It  was  Irving.  Hope  wondered  to  herself  if  hers  or 
Constance's  way  was  the  happier. 
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Recollections  Of  Tranquillity 

Summertime  in  an  old  house  in  Southern  Virginia  is  very 
real  and  wonderful,  and  winter  no  less  so. 


By  Betty  Sue  Tayloe,  '46 


The  house  of  my  great-aunt  in  a  little  old  village  in 
southern  Virginia  isn't  especially  old  itself,  but  it  is  char- 
acterized by  an  atmosphere  found  very  seldom  in  this  day 
of  unending  roar  and  rush. 

There  is  first  of  all  a  smell  of  cleanliness  and  freshness 
rather  like  that  of  the  morning  just  at  sunrise.  Then 
there  is  the  feeling  of  quiet.  This  is  not  an  enforced  still- 
ness, but  a  calm  which  seems  inherent  in  the  surroundings, 
a  ealm  which  soothes  the  restless  spirit  of  anyone  who 
comes  within  it. 

In  the  summer  the  doors  at  both  ends  of  the  hall  are 
left  open.  Sunshine  comes  in  at  the  back  door,  but  a  little 
breeze  blows  through,  bringing  in  the  coolness  of  the 
shade  thrown  by  the  big  oaks  in  the  front  yard. 

The  tranquillity  of  the  hall  pervades  the  whole  house. 
In  the  living  room,  or  parlor,  as  it  is  usually  called,  is  a 
fireplace  with  a  white-claj'ed  hearth  and  polished  brass 
andirons.  A  built-in  bookcase  is  beside  the  fireplace.  On 
either  side  are  comfortable  armchairs;  on  the  arm  of  one 
of  them  is  hung  a  bag  of  knitting.  A  low  footstool  stands 
near  by.  In  winter  the  floor  is  covered  by  an  old-fashioned 
carpet  which  is  replaced  in  summer  with  fresh,  sweet- 
smelling  matting. 

I  have  spent  many  a  hot  August  afternoon  stretched  out 
on  the  parlor  floor.  The  blinds  are  closed  against  the 
glare  and  heat,  but  the  open  slats  let  in  whatever  breath 
of  air  may  be  stirring. 

On  winter  afternoons  the  room  is  flooded  with  sun- 
light, and  a  fire  burns  brightly  on  the  hearth.  Here  we 
all  sit  reading,  knitting,  and  discussing  politics,  planting, 
books,  or  friends  and  relatives.  Nearly  always  there  is 
company  for  tea. 

Not  the  least  of  the  allurements  of  the  house  is  the 
upstairs.  The  bedrooms  are  big  and  airy,  heated  in  the 
winter  by  little  tin  stoves  that  glow  red  in  a  minute, 
warming  the  entire  room.  In  the  hall  is  a  step  down  to 
a  landing  that  leads  into  the  bathroom.  No  one  need  fear 
that  he  may  stumble  there,  however,  for  a  lanrp  burns 
there  all  night,  shining  reassuringly  through  the  dark- 
ness. 

Early  mornings  there  are  never  the  dull,  sleepy  times 
they  are  in  many  other  places.  I  usually  wake  up  when 
the  sun  is  just  rising  into  view.  I  lie  and  watch  the 
shadows  made  on  the  wall  by  the  boughs  of  the  tree  out- 
side my  window.  Then  it  suddenly  occurs  to  me  that 
something  interesting  might  be  going  on  downstairs  while 
I  stay  in  bed.  I  hop  up,  get  dressed,  and  run  downstairs. 
There  I  find  my  great-aunt  just  starting  out  with  a  basket 
on  her  arm.  She  ^ivcs  me  another  basket  and  I  follow 
her  to  the  garden  gate.  First  we  go  clown  to  the  back 
garden  and  pick  enough  tomatoes,  snaps,  and  butterbeans 
for  the  day.  We  gather  some  leaves  of  green  lettuce  and 
a  few  sprigs  of  parsley.  On  the  way  back  we  stop  and 
cut  1lie  flowers  for  the  house,  piling  some  of  them  on  top 


of  the  vegetables,  canning  bunches  of  them  in  our  arms. 

When  we  get  back  to  the  house  I  take  the  vegetables 
to  the  cook,  while  my  aunt  spreads  the  flowers  on  a  long 
table  on  the  shaded,  screened  back  porch.  There  she 
arranges  them  in  vases  for  every  room. 

I  always  feel  a  great  excitement  when  we  are  called  in 
to  breakfast.  In  the  months  when  all  the  family  are  there 
the  table  is  extended  to  its  full  length.  A  spray  of  morn- 
ing-glories, still  wide  open  and  sprinkled  with  dew,  lies 
in  the  center.  There  is  an  old,  well-cured  ham  cut  care- 
fully in  paper-thin  slices.  There  are  sliced  tomatoes  (the 
ones  picked  that  morning),  hot  biscuits,  country  butter, 
and  thick  cream,  clear  tea,  and  black  coffee.  Everybody 
is  expected  to  eat  a  lot  and  everybody  does.  The  dining 
room  is  shady,  and  a  breeze  pla3rs  with  the  curtains  in  the 
bay  window.  Outside,  the  birds  are  singing  as  if  they 
cannot  possibly  contain  their  joy  in  the  beauty  of  the  day.' 

In  wintertime  I  awake  to  find  a  little  darky  girl  or  boy 
making  a  fire  in  the  stove.  I  say  "good  morning"  and  he 
or  she  beams  with  delight.  As  soon  as  the  chill  is  out  of 
the  air,  I  get  up  and  dress.  I  dash  down  the  steps  and 
through  the  cold  hall.  The  dining-room  fire  is  crackling 
briskly. 

The  table,  now  made  small  and  round,  is  placed  under 
the  window,  on  it,  even  in  freezing  weather,  something 
green  or  blooming.  There  are  hot  rolls,  muffins,  or  waf- 
fles, fried  tomatoes  or  apples,  or  perhaps  stewed  potatoes. 
The  warmth  of  the  room  and  the  warmth  of  the  food  soaks 
into  me,  and  the  world  outside  seems  unbelievably  cold 
in  comparison. 

After  breakfast  my  aunt  reads  from  the  Bible  and  a 
church  paper.  As  we  kneel  by  our  chairs,  she  leads  the 
prayers  that  are  to  strengthen  us  through  the  day. 

There  is  nothing  pretentious  about  the  way  of  life  pre- 
served in  that  house;  neither  are  its  inhabitants  cut  off 
from  the  affairs  of  the  rest  of  the  world ;  yet  in  it,  and  in 
its  surroundings,  there  is  an  intangible  something  that 
makes  for  happiness  and  sincerity  in  the  minds  and  hearts 
of  all  who  come  within  it. 


99  44,  100%  PURE 
By  Myka  Welsh,  '47 

There  was  a  little  love  affair 

As  pure  as  fine  castile, 
But  I  have  just  discovered 

That  nry  lover  is  a  heel. 

There  was  a  little  love  affair, 
But  just  last  night  it  died. 

Ah  !   Sad  !   For  I  had  kept  it  well. 
(Did  1  say  "died"  ...  I  lied!) 


8 


Makch  1946 


Every  Day  Too  ! 


Gene  Rose,  '47 


I  am  waltzing  with  floating  grace,  my  billowing  skirt 
trailing  behind  me.  His  dark,  handsome  face  bends  above 
me.  Breathless,  I  wait  as  his  lips  part  and  he  says,  "Clang, 
clang,  clang !"  Odd  speech,  not  very  romantic  certainly, 
Bmt,  "Clang !"  again,  this  time  more  imperiously.  An 
ugly  suspicion  begins  to  take  form.  Impossible,  push  it 
from  your  mind.  Yet  "Clang !"  it  is.  The  ultimate  of  all 
dread,  the  depths  of  all  despair  hits  like  a  fifty-pound  ton 
mi  ice  on  my  stomach.  My  whole  being  sickens.  I  knew 
that  it  would  come  to  this  all  along.  A  reckless  defiance 
seizes  me ;  I  pull  the  covers  over  my  head  and  clutch  the 
pillow.  I  screw  my  eyes  so  tightly  shut  that  colored  pin- 
wheels  and  stars  blaze  before  me.  Insidiously  the  bliss- 
ful, tempting  relaxation  of  that  dream  creeps  back.  Once 
I  see  him ;  he  turns,  starts  towards  me  and  .  .  .  "Bri-i-i-ng !" 
My  head  snaps  up.    My  eyes  pop  open.     The  bed  covers 


fly  off  as  if  by  automatic  control,  and,  with  one  convulsive 
jerk,  I  leap  to  the  floor,  my  regimented  soul  obeying  the 
summons  of  the  Last  Bell.  In  this,  my  hour  of  need,  I  find 
myself  possessed  with  that  strength  of  desperation  which 
comes  to  those  who  combat  overwhelming  odds. 

Enjoying  all  the  sensation  of  a  jet-propelled  cyclone, 
I  jump,  wiggle,  squirm,  and  twitch  myself  into  my  ap- 
parel. (Sock,  sock,  sock ;  have  the  mice  gone  off  with  it?) 
Then  a  deep  breath  and  swoosh,  through  the  door,  my 
pace  increasing  as  that  Atlantic  blizzard  referred  to 
around  here  as  the  morning  breeze  slaps  my  eyes  open. 
Whish,  a  streak  across  the  quadrangle.  "It's  a  bird,  it's 
a  plane,  it's  Superm — ."  Nope,  only  Gene  off  to  breakfast 
after  all,  a  slave  to  convention  and  student  government 
regulations. 


HOMECOMING 

By  Edith  Hamilton,  '46 

She  picked  up  the  phone  and  held  her  breath.  Yes,  it 
was  her  long  distance  call,  finally.  She  had  put  it  in  eight 
hours  ago,  eight  nerve- wracking,  tedious  hours. 

Frantically  she  cried,  "Hello?    Hello?" 

The  harsh  voice  of  the  operator  cackled  over  the  wire, 
"I'm  sorry,  but  the  wires  to  San  Diego  Naval  Air  Base 
are  busy.  I  will  be  unable  to  reach  Ensign  John  E.  Wilson 
for  a  few  more  hours." 

She  had  heard  that  many  times  that  day.  With  a  small 
defeated  gesture  she  replaced  the  receiver  on  the  hook. 
It  was  too  late  now.  Her  call  would  never  reach  him  in 
time.  She  shuddered.  Now  she  would  have  to  face  him 
instead  of  making  a  feeble  and  cowardly  explanation. 


WHY  EINSTEIN  HAS  GRAY  HAIR 

By  Logan  Vauoht,  '48 

The  afternoon  is  clear  and  cool, 

Cries  echo  down  the  hall, 
But  I — ah  me ! — am  in  my  room. 

(I  heed  algebra's  call.) 

Ten  little  problems,  so  I  thought, 

And  simple  too — alas ! 
And  all  about  me  geniuses 

Finished  theirs  in  class. 

While  other  girls  can  stroll  around, 

And  games  of  tennis  play, 
I  struggle  with  square  roots  and  stuff, 

With  "N  of  M  gives  A." 

If  ever  I  should  pass  the  course 

(And  don't  to  X  succumb), 
The  government  will  pay  me  to 

Make  an  atomic  bomb. 


A  BRAVE  MAN  DIES 

By  Gene  Rose,  '47 

One  of  a  strain  a  little  stronger  than  the  rest, 

Or  perhaps  by  circumstance  more  sorely  pressed, 

Takes  from  time  to  time  his  stand  against  the  tide, 

Shouts  his  creed,  does  his  deed,  waves  his  flag 

And  is  swept  on,  eliminated  by  the  relentless  drag  of  the 

multitude, 
Yet  sinks  glorying  to  triumph  in  spirit  by  falling  in  body. 

At  such  a  time  among  those  standing  by, 
Thus  gathered  there  to  see  a  brave  man  die, 
Each  feels  within  his  heart  a  touch  of  death 
As  if  he  too  had  drawn  a  fading  breath. 
Some  in  jubilant  relief  will  cry, 

"I  saw  a  brave  man  die,  but  'twas  not  I,  'twas  not  I"; 
And  some  in  bitter,  secret  shame  within  will  sigh, 

"I  saw  a  brave  man  die,  but  'twas  not  I,  'twas  not  I." 


CONFESSION 

By  Betty  Bowles,  '50 

I  let  my  soul  slip 

From  its  velvet  nesting  place 

Into  the  monotony 

Of  my  pious  breast. 

Down,  down  it  plunged 

Flying  and  spinning  like  an  angry  moth 

Whose  singed  wings 

Beat  the  air ; 

Plummeting  like  the  falling  star 

That  stirs  the  stillness 

Of  a  June  night. 

On  it  fell 

Into  the  bottomless  pool  of  slimy  filth 

That  fools  call  damnation. 
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MAKE  MINE  OLD  FASHIONED 

By  Gene  Rose,  '47 

1    really    get    astonished    and    thoughtful    through    and 

through 
When  I  read  about  the  kinda  things  that  science  is  gonna 

do 
With  plastics  and  synthetics  and  this  jet  propulsion  stuff. 
The   world's   gone   all   atomic,   which   is   awesome,    sure 

enough. 

When,  nowadays,  you  wish  to  travel,  you  walk  or  drive 

a  car. 
Tomorrow  rocket  suits  and  radio  beams  will  swish  you 

near  or  far. 
Cooking,  sweeping,  cleaning  will  soon  be  out  of  date 
When  robot  maids  and  butlers  keep  all  in  a  spotless  state. 

If  school  you  would  avoid  and  education  shun, 

"Larnin'  "  pills  will  enable  you  to  take  it  easy,  hon. 

Tt  would  seem  the  future  loomed  ahead,  leisured,  snug, 

and  cozy; 
But,  oh,  my  dears,  just  wait  and  see,  one's  prospect's  not 

so  rosy. 

Although,  don't  mistake  me,  I'll  never  scoff  at  ease, 
There's  one  thing  I  must  handle  personally,  if  you  please. 
For  though  I'm  all  for  atoms  and  radar  too,  my  dove, 
I'll  have  no  radioed  kisses,  or  scientific  love. 


OCTOBER 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '49 

Gray  is  the  smoke  that  upward  curls  ; 

Brown  are  the  leaves  that  burn. 
October  is  the  chill  month's  name 

That  makes  my  heart  now  yearn. 

Crisp  were  the  leaves  beneath  our  feet; 

Chill  was  the  air  around. 
Sweet  were  the  words  you  whispered  then 

That  made  my  heart  quite  pound. 

October's  cheerful,  sun-lit  sky 

Has  changed  to  colder  rain. 
Yet  with  the  smoke  from  burning  leaves 

My  heart  wafts  up  again. 


PAST  INDEFINITE 

By  Myra  Welsh,  '47 

I  know  exactly  what  you  are. 

You  don't  fool  me  at  all. 
(A  rose  by  any  other  name 

1  still  know  what  to  call.) 
1  know  your  every  thought  and  deed, 

First,  always,  and  last. 
Your  past  may  not  be  definite, 

But  you  definitely  have  a  past! 


SINATRA  WAS  NEVER  LIKE  THIS 

By  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

My  radio's  a  wondrous  thing, 

One  of  those  combinations, 

With  many  little  knobs  and  rings 

And  other  odd  creations. 

Its  polished,  decorated  front 

Is  quite  a  nice  exterior ; 

But  never  music  does  it  give, 

Just  noises — weird,  inferior. 

Refrain : 

Crackling's  and  whistles  and  gratings 

and  sneezes ; 
Wolf-calls  and  buzzings  and  ringings 

and  wheezes. 

Other  folks,  it  seems  to  me, 

No  matter  what  theirs  are, 

Can  coax  from  scratched  up,  broken  wrecks, 

Programs  from  oh — so — far. 

Their  radios  are  clear  as  bells, 

And  if  they  want  to  hear 

A  certain  program,  large  or  small, 

They  find  it  without  tears. 

Yet  when  I  want  to  hear  some  swing 

Or  some  play  so  dramatic, 

I  search  and  search  and  always  find 

Dead  silence  or  loud  static. 

Refrain : 

Cracklings  and  whistles  and  gratings 

and  sneezes; 
Wolf-calls  and  buzzings  and  ringings 

and  wheezes. 


WORD  GEMS 

By  Charlotte  Hoffman,  '46 
I 
Winds  sweeping,  wheeling,  whipping — salty  spray, 

White  frothy  licks,  flickering,  rising,  towering, 
Crashing  relentlessly  down  in  wild  churning, 
Foam  and  jade. 

II 
Warm  rippling  sunlight  floating, 

Hovering — Autumn's  bronze,  copper, 
Amber-flecked  crimson,  splashed  and  caressed 
In  shimmering,  golden  topaz. 

Ill 

Lake  ripples  gleam,  sparkle  and  flash 

Lapping,  lapping  on  sand}'  shores 
Where  pines  rise  gently  swaying — 

Cool,  sighing,  emerald. 

IV 
Trails  of  violet,  whiffs  of  pink,  bathed, 

Floating  in  western  blue;  blue 
Now  melting,  streaming,  flowing  in  liquid  gold 

And  ruby  fire. 

V 
Fading  light,  blue  shadows  blurring, 

Cool  air  whispering — stillness — 
Slipping  suddenly  into  clear,  brittle,  tinkling 

Sapphire  night. 
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/»»'/  ALUMNAE 


By  Peggy  Hopkins,  Alumnae  Secretary 


Across  My  Desk 


Helen  Holt  Morrison's,  '39,  husband 
has  received  his  discharge  from  the  serv- 
ice, and  he  and  Helen  are  living  in  Con- 
cord. .  .  .  Betsy  Rodwell  Tucker's,  '3  9, 
husband  has  received  his  discharge  from 
the  Army  and  is  now  in  Chapel  Hill  com- 
pleting his  college  work.  Betsy  and  her 
daughter  are  at  home  in  Warrenton.  .  .  . 
Mary  Ann  Cooper,  '43,  is  on  a  Boyte- 
Brown  Tour  in  Mexico.  .  .  .  Jean  McCrory, 
'43  (H.  S.),  who  lives  at  1S53  West  Grace 
St.,  Richmond,  Va.,  writes,  "I'm  here  in 
Richmond  taking  a  course  in  Spanish. 
I'm  staying  at  Mrs.  Foster's  home;  Patsy 
Rodgers  stayed  here  last  year,  also  Betty 
Pott's  sister.  Helen  Redfern  and  her 
mother  are  living  here  too.  While  up 
in  New  York  City  in  September  I  saw 
Dede  Gant  and  Olive  Camp.  They  told 
me  that  Barbara  Ray  is  going  to  Finch 
Junior  College  with  them  too.  While  at 
Virginia  Beach  this  summer  I  saw  a  lot 
of  Mary,  Jane  and  Sally  Dickey,  Anne 
Dickson,  Shields  Jones,  Lee  Stevens, 
Louise  Eggleston,  Kathryn  Fulton,  and 
Betty  Pender."  .  .  .  Margo  Smith,  ex  '44, 
is  a  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Alabama.  .  .  .  Betty  Bassett,  '43, 
did  substitute  teaching  in  the  third, 
fourth,  and  fifth  grades  of  the  Bassett 
(Virginia)  school  this  past  fall.  At  the 
present  time  she  is  in  Florida  with  her 
family.  Betty  said  that  last  summer  she 
went  on  a  beach  house  party  with  thirty 
of  her  friends  from  Hollins,  and  in  the 
crowd  were  Beverly  Broun  and  Sally  San- 
born. .  .  .  Kitty  Sigmoii  Hunter's,  '4  0, 
husband  is  out  of  the  Army  and  has  a 
position  with  Shell  Oil  Co.  in  Raleigh. 
.  .  .  Betsy  Durham,  '45,  writes,  "Betty 
Winslow,  '44,  is  working  in  Detroit  now! 
Loves  her  job!  She's  called  several 
times,  but  I  haven't  seen  her  yet.  Seems 
good  to  have  an  S.  M.  S.-er  up  here." 
.  .  .  Ellen  Oast  Nutt,  '4  3,  and  her  hus- 
band Ed  are  on  the  West  Coast.  She 
was  at  home  for  six  weeks  in  the  fall 
when  Ed's  ship,  the  U.  S.  S.  Fall  River, 
was  in  Norfolk,  "a  lucky  break  for  the 
Nutts!"  .  .  .  Mary  Valentine,  ex  '46,  is 
making  her  debut  in  Richmond,  Virginia, 
this  winter.  .  .  .  Becky  Lockwood  James, 
'40  (H.  S.),  and  her  husband  visited  the 
campus  in  the  fall.  He  had  just  returned 
from  overseas  and  had  received  his  dis- 
charge. They  are  living  at  Atlantic 
Beach,  Fla.  .  .  .  Ruth  Woltz  Alford,  ex 
'3  9,  and  her  husband  live  at  Lyndhall 
Apts.,  Apt.  4-B,  University  Station,  Char- 
lottesville, Va.  Ruth's  husband  is  study- 
ing law  at  the  University  of  Virginia.  .  .  . 
Mary  Louise  Webb  Hall's,  '37  (H.  S.), 
new  address  is  1019  Cowper  Drive,  Ra- 
leigh, N.  C.  .  .  .  Dorothy  Louise  Walker 
Adams,'37  (Mrs.  William  P.,  Jr.) ,  lives  at 
501  First  Street,  Ahoskie.  N.  C.  .  .  .  Becky 
Davis  Walkley's,  '37,  husband  has  re- 
turned from  the  E.  T.  O.  and  received  his 
discharge.  They  are  living  in  Marble- 
head,  Massachusetts.  .  .  .  Sue  Gant  Mar- 
tin's, ex  '42,  husband  is  stationed  at  Fort 
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Lewis,  Washington.  She  and  her  young 
son  have  been  in  Washington  with  him 
during  the  fall  and  winter.  .  .  .  Virginia 
Hart,  '44,  who  is  working  in  Richmond, 
wrote,  "Patsy  Rodgers  is  working  here 
in  Richmond  also.  I'm  going  to  get  to- 
gether with  her  some  day  and  catch  up 
on  the  S.  M.  S.  news."  .  .  .  Ann  Seeley 
Davey,  '41,  writes,  "Finally  got  my  taffy- 
haired  husband  out  of  the  Navy  and  now 
we  are  working  together  in  Ahoskie,  edit- 
ing the  Hertford  Herald  and  the  Gates 
County  Index.  We  are  getting  to  be  real 
'coun'ry'  folks  (having  seen  little  besides 
hawgs  and  pine  trees  since  we  arrived  on 
January  1),  and  we  like  it  fine."  .  .  . 
Margaret  Bailey,  who  was  a  member  of 
the  faculty  in  1942-43,  received  her  com- 
mission in  the  WAC  at  Fort  Des  Moines, 
Iowa,  in  November.  .  .  .  Margaret  Hair- 
ston  Lee's,  ex  '42,  new  address  is  Box 
552,  Wake  Forest,  N.  C.  Her  husband  is 
stationed  at  Fort  Bragg  .  .  .  Helen  Ford 
Taylor,  '41,  writes,  "I  would  love  to  visit 
Saint  Mary's  again,  and  I  hope  to  send 
Packie,  my  two-year-old  daughter,  there 
some  day."  .  .  .  Betty  Barnard  Davidson, 
ex  '41,  is  living  at  Randolph  Field,  Texas, 
where  her  husband  is  stationed.  .  .  .  Jean 
Miller  Yeiser,  '38,  has  written,  "My  wee 
daughter  has  definite  dramatic  possibili- 
ties; is  Miss  Davis  listening!"  .  .  .  Mary 
Gene  Kelly,  '42,  reported  that  Eugenia 
Cox,  ex  '42,  is  now  teaching  school  in 
Hawaii.  "She  phoned  me  from  the  Dallas 
airport  en  route,  but  I  was  in  the  air 
somewhere  between  Mexico  City  and  Aus- 
tin and  missed  her  call."  .  .  .  Joyce  Kier- 
nan  Cadien's.  '4  3  (Bus.),  latest  address 
is  26  2  Congress  Road,  Norfolk  3,  Va.  .  .  . 
Sarah  Dawson  Davis,  '43,  and  her  hus- 
band, Johnny,  are  living  at  25  Village 
Apts.,  Chapel  Hill.  Johnny  is  completing 
his   college  work   at   the   University,   and 


Sarah  is  having  a  fine  time  eating  two 
meals  a  day  at  the  Zeta  Zi  house.  .  .  . 
Ann  Flowe  Prewitt's,  '3  9,  husband  has 
received  his  discharge  from  the  Navy  and 
they  are  living  in  Concord.  .  .  .  Jane 
Evans  Wetmore,  '43,  writes  from  Colum- 
bia, S.  C,  "Here  we  are  in  Columbia.  Bob 
is  stationed  here,  and  so  we  are  here  in- 
definitely, it  seems.  We've  finally  gotten 
settled  after  much  moving  and  living  out 
of  suitcases,  and  listening  for  our  land- 
lord to  holler.  This  is  quite  a  town  to 
find  a  place  to  hang  your  hat.  Have  run 
into  Shiny  Dial  Davis  and  Libba  Thorne 
Beerman."  .  .  .  Mary  Elizabeth  Love  Orth, 
'41  (H.  S. ),  whose  address  is  19  East 
76th  St.,  New  York  21,  N.  Y.,  writes,  "We 
moved  into  our  apartment  Thanksgiving, 
lucky  to  find  one,  and  we're  having  lots 
of  fun  fixing  it  up.  We've  painted  the 
fireplace  black  and  the  bathroom  red. 
Saw  Dede  Gant  at  the  Yale-Princeton 
game."  .  .  .  Ann  Dunn  Shaw,  '4  2,  and 
her  husband  live  at  2325  Brook  Manor 
Drive,  Birmingham,  Alabama.  Ann  writes, 
"We  are  mighty  pleased  to  be  civilians. 
We  have  a  darling  little  duplex  house  in 
a  section  in  Mountain  Brook."  .  .  .  Mary 
Hough  Coleman,  '44  (Bus.),  lives  at  1107 
Forest  Road,  No.  7,  Lakewood.  Ohio.  .  .  . 
Lucy  Meade  Beard's,  '40,  address  is  Mrs. 
W.  P.  Beard,  Jr.,  3724  N.  Pershing  Drive, 
Arlington,  Va.  .  .  .  Emily  Cheshire  Town- 
send,  ex  '43  (Bus.),  is  clerical  assistant 
at  the  Veterans'  Information  Center,  Ra- 
leigh. .  .  .  Marilyn  Reaves  Louthan,  '40 
(Bus.),  and  her  husband,  Frank,  live  in 
Norfolk,  Va.,  at  1115  Colley  Avenue,  and 
so  do  Flossie  Withers  Reinhardt,  '3  9 
(Bus.),  and  her  husband,  Bob.  Their  ad- 
dress is  Suburban  Park  Apts.,  Cromwell 
Pky.,  Norfolk,  Va.  .  .  .  Timpy  Woods,  '38 
(H.  S.),  expects  to  receive  her  discharge 
from  the  WAVES  soon.  At  the  present 
time  she  is  stationed  in  Washington,  D. 
C,  and  living  at  2023  Kalorama  Road, 
N.  W.  .  .  .  Katharine  Goold  Killian's,  '40, 
husband,  Major  Lewis  Killian.  has  re- 
turned from  28  months  overseas  where  he 
served  in  the  Persian  Gulf  Command.  The 
Killians  have  a  daughter,  Katharine.  .  .  . 
Ann  Shook,  '38,  visited  campus  in  Febru- 
ary with  Mary  Richardson,  '36.  Ann  has 
resigned  her  position  in  Alabama.  .  .  . 
Margaret  Burgwyn  Cooley,  '38,  writes,  "I 
think  my  subscription  to  the  Bulletin  has 
expired;  so  I  am  enclosing  a  check  for 
$2.00.  I  enjoy  it  greatly  and  don't  want 
to  miss  a  single  issue."  .  .  .  From  Wake 
Forest,  Mary  Gilmer  Cocke,  '45  (H.  S.), 
has  written,  "Frances  Wollett  and  I  are 
the  only  Saint  Mary's  girls  here  at  Wake 
Forest,  but  we  are  constantly  exchanging 
bits  of  news  about  Saint  Mary's.  I've 
seen  Patsy  Rodgers,  Jane  Lee  Parker, 
Frances  Bickett,  Sue  Everett,  Dot  Leak, 
and  several  other  Saint  Mary's  girls  over 
here  for  dances.  It's  really  good  to  see 
all  the  old  girls  again."  .  .  .  The  Carolina 
Playmakers  and  the  Department  of  Music 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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ROCKY  MOUNT  ALUMNAE  CHAPTER  MEETS 

The  Rocky  Mount  alumnae  chapter  held  a  dinner  meet- 
ing at  the  New  Ricks  Hotel  in  Rocky  Mount  on  Friday 
evening,  February  15. 

Miss  Vivian  Davenport,  president  of  the  chapter,  pre- 
sided at  the  meeting.  After  the  routine  business  had  been 
completed,  Mrs.  James  H.  Cordon,  president  of  the  Alum- 
nae Association,  introduced  the  speaker,  Mr.  Charles  A. 
Tucker,  of  Warrenton.  Mr.  Tucker,  who  is  chairman  of 
the  Landscape  and  Grounds  Committee  of  the  Centennial 
Fund  program,  told  the  alumnae  of  the  plans  for  develop- 
ment of  Saint  Mary's. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present :  Mrs.  Grover  Bon- 
ner (Florence  Spruill,  '35),  Mrs.  Austin  Comer  (Josephine 
Battle,  '28),  Mrs.  William  B.  Harrison  (Kate  Spruill,  '35), 
Mrs.  T.  D.  Jeffress  (Jane  Spruill,  ex  '39),  Mrs.  Frank 
Meadows  (Lou  Avent,  '19),  Mrs.  John  M.  Mebane  (Martha 
Battle,  '42),  Mrs.  Bruce  Savage  (Louise  Davenport,  '29), 
Mrs.  Isaac  Thorp  (Julia  Russ,  '21),  Mrs.  George  L.  Weeks 
(Mildred  Joyner,  '34),  Mrs.  R.  L.  Whitehurst  (Esther 
Stern),  Mrs.  Fred  J.  Wiggins  (Lillian  S.  Graver,  '28) ;  and 
Vivian  Davenport,  '26,  Kate  Parks  Kitchin,  '29,  Margaret 
Powell,  ex  '46,  Annie  Simpson,  '91,  Josephine  Smith,  '14, 
and  Peggy  Speight,  ex  '42. 


ALUMNAE  ACCEPT  GATEWAY  PROJECT 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Council  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alum- 
nae Association  in  January,  Mr.  Charles  A.  Tucker,  who 
is  chairman  of  the  Landscape  and  Grounds  Committee  for 
the  Centennial  Fund  program,  showed  the  members  plans 
for  the  erection  of  an  entrance  gateway  in  front  of  Saint 
Mary's.  As  shown  in  the  plans,  the  gateway  is  to  be  of 
brick  with  iron  grill  work.  The  old  summer  house,  that 
is  loved  by  so  many  of  our  alumnae,  is  to  be  restored  and 
will  conform  with  the  gateway. 

The  estimated  cost  of  the  entrance  gateway,  including 
the  base  of  the  summer  house,  is  $1,250;  and  the  estimate 
on  the  restoration  of  the  summer  house  is  $1,500.  The 
Alumnae  Council  voted  to  accept  the  erection  of  the  gate- 
way as  an  alumnae  project,  and  appropriated  $500  from 
the  treasury  for  this  purpose.  The  additional  $750  needed 
to  complete  this  project  will  be  raised  by  the  alumnae  as 
soon  as  possible.  Mrs.  William  M.  Person  (Mary  An- 
drews, '00)  is  chairman  of  the  entrance  gateway  commit- 
tee. As  soon  as  materials  are  available,  work  on  the  gate- 
way will  get  under  way.  It  is  our  hope  that  this  will  be 
in  the  near  future. 


LUCY  WELDON  EDWARDS 

Saint  Mary's  Oldest  Alumna  Dies 
By  Penelope  Davis  Plummek 


Though  she  lived  to  be  nearly  one  hundred  and  two 
years  of  age,  Miss  Luc.y  Weldon  Edwards  was,  to  the  last, 
a  woman  of  real  personality  and  unusual  charm  of  man- 
ner.   With  a  great  deal  of  dignity,  strength  of  character, 


a  keen  sense  of  appreciation  of  good  literature,  and  a 
great  love  of  nature,  she  loved  life.  While  confined  to 
Saint  Luke's  Home  in  Raleigh  during  the  last  few  years, 
there  was  rarely  a  day,  summer  or  winter,  when  she  did 
not  have  flowers  in  her  room  furnished  by  friends,  and 
she  wanted  no  curtains  at  her  windows  because  she  loved 
to  look  out,  and  wished  all  the  sunshine  and  fresh  air  pos- 
sible. To  the  last  she  would  read  some,  and  she  wrote 
most  beautifully.  She  did  not  care  for  a  radio  in  her 
room,  but  often  on  Sunday,  in  order  to  hear  a  service  or 
to  listen  when  a  prominent  speaker  was  on,  she  would  go 
to  the  sunparlor  and  was  wonderful  in  the  way  she  would 
pick  out  salient  points  and  comment  on  them. 

Miss  Lucy  was  also  wonderful  with  both  young  men  and 
women  in  the  service  during  World  War  II.  One  day 
when  asked  if  she  would  like  to  meet  a  young  soldier  who 
was  visiting  near  her  room,  she  said,  "Certainly  I  want  to 
meet  him.  I  don't  have  that  opportunity  often."  When 
he  entered  her  door  a  minute  later,  she  was  standing  at 
attention  and  saluted  him,  saying,  "I  don't  often  have  this 
privilege."  Then  when  they  were  seated,  she  charmed 
and  inspired  him  with  what,  she  said,  "was  a  beautiful 
picture  of  old  age  and  youth." 

Miss  Lucy,  as  she  was  called  by  countless  friends, 
"Cuckie,"  as  she  was  known  to  many  who  loved  her  as 
children,  spent  her  long,  useful  life  in  the  homes  of  rela- 
tives until  eighteen  years  ago  after  the  death  of  Mrs.  Colin 
Hawkins.  She  declined  homes  offered  her  by  friends  and 
went  to  Saint  Luke's  Home,  where  she  was  a  most  beloved 
and  influential  resident. 

Born  near  Ringwood,  Halifax  County,  N.  C,  February 
19,  1844,  both  of  her  parents,  Nathaniel  and  Rebecca 
Brownlow  Edwards,  died  when  she  was  quite  young.  At 
the  age  of  six  years  she  was  taken  to  Warrenton,  N.  C, 
to  be  reared  by  her  grandmother  Brownlow,  who  had 
moved  there  from  Virginia.  After  finishing  at  the  good 
schools  of  Warrenton,  she  came  in  1863  to  Saint  Mary's 
School,  expecting  to  finish  here,  but  with  the  coming  of 
Sherman's  army  to  Raleigh,  she  went  to  live  with  her 
cousins,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Weldon  Edwards,  who  had  no  chil- 
dren and  for  both, of  whom  she  was  named  Lucy  Weldon. 
Mr.  Weldon  Edwards  served  seventeen  years  in  Congress 
and  entertained  most  extensively  in  his  home,  Poplar 
Mount,  near  Ridgeway.  Among  his  many  distinguished 
guests  were  President  Buchanan  and  John  Randolph  of 
Roanoke.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edwards  also  reared  Mr.  Marma- 
duke  J.  Hawkins,  who,  after  Mr.  Edwards'  death,  moved 
Mrs.  Edwards  and  Miss  Lucy  to  his  home,  Oakley  Hall, 
Ridgeway,  N.  C.  Here  Miss  Lucy  lived  for  over  forty 
years.  When  that  home  was  broken  up  after  Mr.  Haw- 
kins' death,  she  came  to  Raleigh  to  live  with  Mrs.  Colin 
Hawkins. 

In  her  room  at  Saint  Luke's  Home  on  December  1,  1945, 
Miss  Edwards  fell  and  broke  her  hip.  She  was  hurried 
to  Rex  Hospital  where  she  received  every  attention,  but 
she  died  the  night  of  December  5.  Her  funeral  was  held 
from  Christ  Episcopal  Church,  and  she  was  laid  to  rest  at 
Oakwood  Cemetery,  Raleigh.  Beautiful  services  were 
held  for  her  at  both  the  church  and  cemetery,  and  both 
were  attended  by  a  large  number  of  friends. 
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MINNIE  BURGWYN  LONG 
President  of  Alumnae  Association — 1940-43 

By  Cornelia  Coleman,  '04 

When  Mrs.  T.  W.  M.  Long  of  Roanoke  Rapids  met  her 
death  in  an  automobile  accident  on  January  15,  Saint 
Mary's  lost  one  of  her  most  devoted  daughters  and  the 
Class  of  1904  one  of  its  outstanding  and  most  loyal  mem- 
bers. As  Minnie  Greenough  Burgwyn,  she  came  to  Saint 
Mary's  very  young  and  spent  five  happy  years,  showing 
even  then  that  joy  in  living,  willing  service,  loyalty  to 
friends,  family,  school  and  church,  which  were  character- 
istic of  her  throughout  her  life. 

At  Saint  Mary's  she  had  many  interests  as  is  shown  by 
the  offices  she  held,  such  as  president  of  the  Saint  Eliza- 
beth Chapter,  treasurer  of  the  Sigma  Lambda  •Literary 
Society,  secretary  of  our  class,  and  assistant  business  man- 
ager of  the  Muse. 

After  her  marriage  to  Dr.  Long,  she  moved  from  her 
home,  Jackson,  N.  C,  to  Roanoke  Rapids.  Here  her  un- 
tiring work,  interest  and  acceptance  of  responsibility  in 
the  little  church,  brought  her  husband  and  others  of  his 
family  into  active  membership  in  the  Episcopal  Church. 
Her  three  daughters  attended  Saint  Mary's  and  all  of 
them  were  taught  her  love  of  the  school.  Betty  Gray 
graduated  in  1931,  Margaret  in  1936,  and  Maria  was  a 
member  of  the  junior  class  in  1932-33.  Both  Betty  Gray 
and  Margaret  went  from  Saint  Mary's  to  the  University 
of  North  Carolina  and  were  graduated  as  librarians. 
Maria  chose  an  early  marriage  instead  of  a  full  college 
education.  Minnie  was  instrumental  in  having  several 
nieces  attend  Saint  Mary's  also. 

Minnie  was  an  active  worker  in  the  Alumnae  Associa- 
tion, serving  as  president  before  and  during  the  Centen- 
nial Celebration,  when  her  class  held  a  most  happy  re- 
union. For  two  years  she  was  a  member  of  the  Alumnae 
Council  and  for  many  years  was  president  of  her  local 
alumnae  chapter. 

She  is  survived  by  her  three  daughters ;  two  sons,  both 
of  whom  served  in  the  Navy ;  six  grandchildren ;  and  her 
twin  brother,  Judge  W.  H.  S.  Burgwyn.  Dr.  Long  died 
in  the  spring  of  1941. 


LEAH  McCLENAGHAN  McEACHIN 
South  Carolina  Alumna  Dies 

By  Leah  Townsend 

Mrs.  D.  M.  McEachin,  known  to  Saint  Mary's  as  Leah 
McClenaghan,  of  the  class  of  1884,  died  in  Florence,  S.  C, 
on  Saturday,  December  29,  1945,  at  the  age  of  eighty.  She 
made  an  outstanding  record  during  her  four  years  at 
Saint  Mary's.  In  a  copy  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Muse  for 
April,  1882  (Vol.  IV,  No.  3),  now  in  the  possession  of  her 
daughters,  under  an  article  of  hers,  she  wrote,  "South 
Carolina  has  come  off  in  flying  colors  this  month.  It  is 
very  hard  to  get  a  composition  in  the  Muse,  but  notwith- 
standing that,  nearly  every  South  Carolinian  has  one  in." 

Born  on  the  McClenaghan  plantation  on  the  Great  Pee 
Dee  on  May  25,  1865,  she  remembered  vividly  the  danger- 
ous days  of  Reconstruction  in  Marion  County.  She  taught 
for  many  years,  was  twice  married,  first  to  Belton  O'Neall 
Townsend,  author  and  attorney,  by  whom  two  children 
survive ;  Mrs.  E.  N.  Zeigler,  teacher,  and  Leah  Townsend, 
attorney,  of  Florence ;  second  to  D.  M.  McEachin,  planter 


and  businessman,  by  whom  she  had  one  son,  P.  H.  Mc- 
Eachin, attorney,  of  Florence. 

She  was  noted  for  her  delight  in  gardening  and  her 
able  and  active  work  in  women's  clubs  and  other  organi- 
zations, particularly  the  D.  A.  R.,  U.  D.  C,  League  for 
Woman's  Service,  Red  Cross,  American  Legion  Auxiliary, 
Woman's  Auxiliary  of  St.  John's  Episcopal  Church,  Fed- 
eration of  Women's  Clubs,  Robert  E.  Lee  Memorial  Foun- 
dation, in  most  of  which  she  held  state  office.  She  was 
proudest,  however,  of  her  South  Carolina  chairmanship 
for  Saint  Mary's  during  the  fund  raising  campaign  in 
the  1920's,  for  her  pride  in  the  school  was  strong  and 
enduring.  

KATHARINE  DRANE  PERRY 

President  of  Class  of  1918 

By  Alene  Hughes,  '18 

When  Katharine  Drane  Perry  (Mrs.  Bennett  H.  Perry) 
died  on  December  18,  something  very  fine  and  strong  and 
lovely,  was  taken  from  the  lives  of  those  who  knew  her. 
Her  loss  was  deeply  felt  in  the  whole  community  of  Hen- 
derson, where  she  had  lived  so  happily  with  her  husband 
and  son.  Relatives  and  friends  throughout  North  Caro- 
lina share  in  their  bereavement. 

Katharine  was  so  vital,  with  such  a  sparkle  and  such 
a  sense  of  humor,  that  she  was  an  addition  to  any  group. 
Her  honesty  and  integrity  were  equaled  by  her  modesty. 

Always  interested  deeply  in  the  church,  she  was  active 
in  many  phases  of  its  work:  Altar  Guild,  Church  School, 
young  people's  organizations,  Woman's  Auxiliary.  Her 
interests  also  extended  to  schools,  clubs  and  civic  affairs 
in  the  community. 

The  same  things  were  true  when  she  was  a  student  at 
Saint  Mary's.  Her  beauty,  her  friendliness,  her  joie  de 
vivre  made  her  very  popular.  Yet  Katharine  was  a  good 
scholar,  an  excellent  pianist,  and  faithful  to  many  re- 
sponsibilities in  the  school  and  church. 

She  attended  Saint  Mary's  from  1915-18.  She  was  class 
president  from  1916-18,  commencement  marshal  in  1916, 
winner  of  Essay  in  1916,  winner  of  Sketch  in  1917,  Sec- 
retary-Treasurer of  Mu  in  1917,  President  of  Mu  in  1918, 
Inter-Society  Debater  in  1917,  on  the  Muse  Board  in  1918, 
Secretary  of  the  Muse  Club  in  1917,  and  Chapel  Warden 
in  1918.  She  also  served  on  the  Alumnae  Council  from 
1938-43. 

Born  in  Edenton,  N.  C,  on  December  7,  1897,  Katharine 
was  a  daughter  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Robert  Brent  Drane  and 
Mrs.  Maria  Skinner  Drane.  She  is  survived  by  two  sis- 
ters: Mrs.  Cheshire  Webb  (nee  Eliza  Harwood  Drane,  '00) 
of  Hillsboro,  and  Mrs.  Frank  P.  Graham  (nee  Marian 
Drane,  '19)  of  Chapel  Hill;  by  three  brothers:  Brent 
Drane  of  Washington,  D.  C,  Dr.  Robert  Drane  of  Sa- 
vannah, Ga.,  and  the  Rev.  Mr.  Fred  Drane  of  Monroe; 
as  well  as  by  her  husband  and  son,  Bennett  H.  Perry,  Sr., 
and  Bennett  H.  Perry,  Jr.  Reared  in  the  high  and  happy 
traditions  of  a  Christian  family,  Katharine  carried  those 
ideals  throughout  her  life. 

I  cherish  many  happy  memories  of  our  days  together 
at  Saint  Mary's  and  in  the  years  since  our  graduation. 
We  were  not  only  classmates ;  we  shared  many  interests 
in  common  and  were  devoted  friends.  It  was  always 
great  fun  to  be  with  Katharine,  and  I  think  of  her  as  a 
very  rare  person. 
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Before  1900 

Mrs.  Edmund  Strudwick  (Nannie  Hughes,  '83),  who 
was  married  in  1890,  has  two  married  children,  Edmund 
Strudwick,  Jr.,  who  has  no  children,  and  Mrs.  Edmund 
M.  Preston  who  has  two  grown  daughters  and  one  son. 
Mrs.  Strudwick  has  been  living  in  Richmond,  Virginia, 
since  1895.  Her  husband  died  in  1928.  Mrs.  Strudwick's 
present  address  is  1429  Park  Avenue,  Richmond  20,  Va. 

Mrs.  Gardner  B.  Penniman  of  Penniman's  Point,  Long 
Island,  N.  Y.  (Mary  Johnstone,  '84  of  Georgetown,  S.  C), 
visited  Saint  Mary's  in  January.  This  was  her  first  visit 
to  Saint  Mary's  since  she  left  in  1884. 

Henrietta  Smedes,  '87,  of  Chapel  Hill,  has  been  awarded 
an  honorary  membership  in  the  Eugene  Field  Society,  a 
national  association  of  authors  and  journalists,  for  "hav- 
ing by  her  writings  made  an  outstanding  contribution  to 
contemporary  literature."  Miss  Smedes'  verses  have  ap- 
peared in  a  number  of  publications,  but  much  of  her  work 
is  still  unpublished. 

Mrs.  Blanche  Blake  Manor,  '93,  has  been  elected  presi- 
dent of  the  Raleigh  Circle  Club. 

The  class  of  1897  extends  its  sympathy  to  Theodora 
Marshall  Cameron  whose  husband,  Duncan  Haywood 
Cameron,  died  in  February  at  his  home,  815  Alameda 
Blvd.,  Coronado,  California.  Mr.  Cameron  was  a  native 
of  Raleigh.  The  Camerons'  two  daughters,  Margaret,  '29, 
of  Coronado,  and  Mrs.  E.  R.  Patterson  (Theodora  Cam- 
eron, '28)  of  Tucson,  Arizona,  are  Saint  Mary's  alumnae. 

Mrs.  A.  S.  Pendleton  (Eliza  Busbee,  ex  '97)  of  Raleigh 
says  she  did  not  graduate,  but  left  Saint  Mary's  in  1896 
to  study  voice  in  Baltimore.  She  went  from  "Miss  Katie's" 
room  through  Miss  Pearson's  room  "to  being  a  Senior  in 
the  'big  school.'  " 

1900-1910 

Mrs.  William  M.  Person's  (Mary  Andrews,  '00)  new 
address  is  Apt.  6-1,  Grosvenor  Gardens,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 
In  February  she  visited  Governor  and  Mrs.  Willis  at  the 
Executive  Mansion  in  Frankfort,  Ky. 

Ebie  Roberts  Simpson's,  '02,  son,  John,  returned  to  this 
eountry  in  November  after  more  than  two  years  duty 
with  the  Marine  Corps  in  the  Pacific.  He  is  now  stationed 
in  California. 

Cornelia  Coleman,  '04,  of  Macon,  Georgia,  writes,  "I 
kept  house  for  my  father,  who  was  a  widower,  for  many 
years,  and  raised  my  sister's  two  children  after  her  death. 
My  niece  married  the  summer  of  my  father's  death  in 
1936,  and  now  my  nephew  is  married  also,  has  a  little  son 
whom  he  has  not  seen,  as  he  is  still  in  Europe.  For  nearly 
three  and  a  half  years  I  have  been  working  at  Warner 
Robins  Air  Service  Command,  in  the  Teletj'pe  Distribu- 
tion for  the  Supply  Division.  I  find  the  work  most  in- 
teresting and  will  be  sorry  when  it  ends." 

Mrs.  Thornwell  French  Smith  (Florence  Grant,  '05) 
lives  at  210  Ann  St.,  Wilmington,  N.  C. 

Mrs.  D.  B.  Wesson's  (Elba  Gotten,  '07)  latest  address 
is  Id!)  Forest  Glen  Road,  Longmeadow,  Massachusetts. 
She  lias  lived  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah,  for  the  past  few 
years. 


Mary  J.  Spruill,  '07,  has  resigned  her  teaching  position 
in  Wake  Forest  and  is  living  in  Raleigh  at  1204  Cowper 
Drive. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ernest  F.  Peschau  of  Wilmington  have 
received  word  that  their  son,  First  Lieutenant  Ernest  F. 
Peschau,  Jr.,  died  in  a  Japanese  prison  camp  on  June  7, 
1944.    Mrs.  Peschau  was  Mary  Delamar  Burbank,  '09. 

1910-1915 

Mrs.  Brantley  A.  Weathers  (Tinsley  Harrison,  '11)  lives] 
at  1216  Lancaster  Drive,  Orlando,  Florida. 

Mrs.  E.  E.  Hall's  (Sarah  Hampton  Welsh,  '14)  address  is  j 
Pee  Dee  Experiment  Station,  R.  F.  D.  No.  2,  Florence, 
South  Carolina. 

1915 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Arabelle  Thomas  Rogers  (Mrs.! 
P.  H.  Rogers),  1816  West  Home  Avenue,  Hartsville,  S.  C. 

Peggy  Hopkins  has  a  way  of  putting  people  to  work. 
She  sent  me  the  names  of  twenty-five  girls  in  the  class  of 
1915,  and  questionnaire  cards  for  each  of  them.  Cards 
were  sent  to  them  plus  about  twenty  more  old  Saint 
Mary's  girls.  We  had  the  overwhelming  response  of 
thirteen  cards.  Saint  Mary's  girls  are  all  over  the  country. 

Right  here  in  our  small  town  there  are  four_that  I  know 
of;  maybe  one  or  two  more.  Mary  Walton  Harrison,  '02 
(Mrs.  H.  L.  Hoover),  has  lived  here  for  twenty  years. 
Her  husband  is  the  beloved  rector  of  Saint  Bartholomew's 
Episcopal  Church.  She  has  made  many,  many  friends 
and  holds  a  place  in  the  hearts  of  many  in  our  town.  Her 
popular  daughter,  Margaret,  ex  '27  (Mrs.  Pinckney  King), 
the  mother  of  two  small  daughters,  lives  here,  as  well  as 
Louise  Egleston,  '22.  Louise  is  well  known  at  Saint  Mary's 
because  she  taught  there  for  awhile.  She  is  organist  in 
our  church,  a  bank  director,  and  also  holds  down  a  job 
with  Jordan's  Motor  Company. 

In  answer  to  my  card  Helen  Read  Peoples  (Mrs.  Charles 
H.  Eppes)  of  153  Young  Ave.,  Henderson,  N.  C,  wrote 
that  she  has  a  daughter  at  Saint  Mary's  now.  Matilda 
Jordan  Hancock  (Mrs.  Royal  Guy  Turner),  421  Craven 
St.,  New  Bern,  N.  G,  is  the  deputy  clerk  of  the  U.  S.  Dis- 
trict Court.  More  than  that,  she'is  the  proud  grandmother 
of  the  only  grandson  ever  born.  She  saw  Elizabeth 
Pritchett  not  so  long  ago  and  hears  from  Catherine  Butt 
at  ( 'hristmas. 

Agnes  Hyde  Barton  (Mrs.  John  Overton  Dysart),  20 
W.  Earle  St.,  Greenville,  S.  C,  had  all  of  her  six  children, 
save  one  son,  home  for  Christinas.  WONDERFUL !  A 
new  son-in-law  was  there  also.  She  reports  that  she  hears 
from  Ellen  Mott,  "Keevie"  Wilkes,  Margaret  Bottum, 
Mary  Ellerbe,  and  Margaret  Huske. 

Peucie  Warren  has  almost  turned  into  a  Virginian.  She 
stays  in  Richmond  with  her  brother  and  a  cousin  much 
of  the  time.  She  has  not  been  well,  but  here's  hoping  she 
will  soon  be  herself  again. 

Lanie  Hales  (Mrs.  Henry  R.  Swartzell),  Wilson,  N.  C, 
has  been  in  Wilson,  "The  Garden  Spot  of  the  World,"  as 
the  Wilson  gals  used  to  say.  Most  of  the  time  for  the  last 
few  months  she  has  been  nursing  her  mother.     She  says 
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that  she  sees  Sadie  Vinson  once  in  awhile.  Also,  she  saw 
the  account  of  the  marriage  of  Elizabeth  Lay  Green's 
daughter  out  in  California,  but  1  am  sure  all  North  Caro- 
lina saw  that  piece  of  news. 

Anna  Hodgson  (Mrs.  Reuben  Ragland),  Jacksonville, 
Fla.,  is  proud  to  have  her  boys  with  her  again.  They  have 
just  gotten  out  of  the  service.  Anna  sometimes  comes  to 
the  North  Carolina  mountains  in  the  summer ;  hope  to 
see  her  there  again  before  many  more  summers. 

Ann  Mitchell  (Mrs.  J.  S.  H.  Clarkson),  Camden,  S.  C, 
is  crowing  over  another  grandchild.  I  see  her  every  once 
in  a  while  and  try  to  get  her  to  come  to  our  town  for  a 
visit,  but  it  is  easier  said  than  done.  It  is  always  good  to 
see  her. 

Eleanor  Relyea  (Mrs.  J.  Marion  Johnston)  lives  at  8 
Newlands  Avenue,  Chevy  Chase  15,  Md.  She  has  two 
teen-age  children,  but  Eleanor  is  standing  it  beautifully. 
Frances  Strong  (Mrs.  P.  M.  Stieber)  lives  at  959  Highland 
Ave.,  Pelham  Manor,  N.  Y.  I  hope  to  see  her  in  March 
as  Ann  Brinley  (Mrs.  Austin  Maury,  Wayne,  Pa.)  and  I 
are  contemplating  going  up  for  a  little  trip,  that  is,  if  we 
can  get  tickets  for  "Oklahoma." 

Mary  Butler  (Mrs.  G.  A.  Scruggs),  409  Broad  St.,  Sa- 
lem, Va.,  wrote  a  splendid  letter  telling  of  a  visit  to  Raleigh 
in  October  to  see  her  son  John,  who  was  stationed  at  Port 
Bragg.  In  her  letter  she  said,  "They  were  grand  old  days, 
those  days  at  Saint  Mary's,  and  sometimes  they  seem  al- 
most like  another  existence  to  me.  While  in  Raleigh  we 
drove  out  to  Saint  Mary's  for  my  first  visit  in  years.  And 
do  you  know  what  struck  me  most  ?  No  desks  in  the  Study 
Hall  and  no  Summer  House  in  the  grove !  We  got  there 
at  an  awkward  time,  as  the  girls  were  assembled  in  Study 
Hall  just  before  chapel  time.  I  went  to  the  rear  door  and 
looked  in  from  the  hall  and  saw  Miss  Davis  talking  to  the 
girls.  We  stayed  to  see  the  girls  march  into  chapel,  and 
I  was  astonished  to  see  some  with  parents  and  some  with 
dates.  Such  things  were  not  permitted  in  our  day.  I 
wanted  so  much  to  attend  chapel  and  hear  the  lovely 
music,  but  we  had  planned  to  drive  to  Duke  and  to  Chapel 
Hill  (taking  advantage  of  the  lifting  of  the  gas  rationing 
ban)  ;  so  we  had  to  drive  on."  .Mary  said  that  her  son  is 
'now  at  Port  Ord,  California,  presumably  headed  for  the 
Pacific.  She  has  three  sons  and  says,  "Alas,  there  are  no 
daughters  in  our  family  !" 

Nancy  Woolford,  who  lives  in  the  Virginia  Apartment, 
Suffolk,  Va.,  did  a  great  deal  of  Red  Cross  work  during 
the  war,  and  had  the  impressive  title  of  Chairman  of  Vol- 
unteer Special  Services.  She  taught  nine  classes  in 
Nurse's  Aide,  a  total  of  114  people.  She  said  that  the 
teaching  is  over  now,  but  there  are  still  a  million  meet- 
ings and  committees ;  so  she  keeps  pretty  much  on  the 
jump. 

Florence  Stone  Hough  has  moved  from  Raleigh  to  In- 
dianola,  Mississippi. 

All  three  of  our  boys  are  out  of  the  Army  now,  and 
Ruth,  who  went  to  Saint  Mary's  last  year,  is  going  to 
Coker  College  here  this  year.  She  is  planning  to  enter 
Saint  Luke's  Hospital  in  New  York  for  training  in  Sep- 
tember. 


1916-1920 

Mrs.  Harry  G.  Walker's  (Rena  Hoyt  Harding,  '16)  ad- 
dress is  Box  684,  Washington,  N.  C. 

Mrs.  Albert  Lee  Smith  (Margaret  Gold,  17)  and  her 
daughter,  Margo,  ex  '44,  of  Birmingham,  Ala.,  visited 
Saint  Mary's  in  November.  Mrs.  Smith's  younger  daugh- 
ter, Sarah  Mell,  is  a  member  of  the  class  of  1947. 

Ruby  Thorn  Hudson,  '16  (Mrs.  Harry  Lee)  lives  at  107 
Grover  Street,  Shelby,  N.  C. 

Ella  Pender  Wicker's,  '18,  address  is  1207  Panola  St., 
Tarboro,  N.  C. 

Alene  Hughes,  '18,  is  Director  of  Public  Relations  for 
St.  Luke's  Hosiiital  in  New  York  City.  Her  address  is 
322  East  79th  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Major  General  Bruce  Magruder  and  Mrs.  Magruder 
(Ethel  Marshall,  '19),  and  daughter,  Sue,  ex  '45  (H.  S.), 
of  Camp  Walters,  Texas,  spent  Christmas  with  relatives 
in  Raleigh.  They  are  now  living  in  Biloxi,  Mississippi, 
where  General  Magruder  is  stationed. 

1920-1925 

Mrs.  Charles  McNitt's  (Mary  Yellott,  '20)  new  address 
is  524  Walker  Avenue,  Reno,  Nevada. 

Mrs.  G.  N.  A.  Wescoat  (Frances  Venable,  '21)  writes, 
"Dr.  Wescoat  has  recently  received  his  honorable  dis- 
charge from  the  Navy  after  more  than  three  years  active 
service,  fifteen  months  of  which  was  spent  overseas  in  the 
Pacific  area.  We  have  returned  to  our  home  in  Moores- 
town,  N.  J.  (202  W.  Main  St.),  where  he  has  resumed  his 
practice.  Our  daughter,  Preston,  is  staying  on  in  Chapel 
Hill  to  finish  the  school  term,  and  will  enter  the  junior 
class  at  Saint  Mary's  this  coming  fall." 

Mrs.  Howard  Allen  Penton  (Marjorie  Willard,  '23)  lives 
in  Wilmington  at  102  Mimosa  Avenue.  She  writes,  "I'm 
not  sure  just  how  interesting  the  vital  statistics  of  my 
young  family  would  prove.  However,  here  are  their 
names  and  ages — Howard  Allen  Penton,  Jr.,  fourteen; 
Marjorie,  thirteen;  and  Mary  Elizabeth,  nine.  I'm  hoping 
to  send  Marjorie  to  Saint  Mary's  in  about  three  more 
years,  and  I  know  she  will  love  it,  as  I  always  did.  The 
four  years  that  I  spent  there  were  some  of  the  happiest 
of  my  life.  I  always  love  to  go  back  and  roam  through 
the  old  buildings  because  I  loved  them." 

Ruth  Farr  Gygli,  '24  (Mrs.  Robert  Gygli)  lives  at  1850 
Lynton  Road,  Shaker  Heights  22,  Ohio.  She  has  one  son 
and  one  daughter. 

1925 

Katharine  Johnson  Watson's  husband.  Colonel  Ran- 
dolph Watson,  returned  to  this  country  in  December  after 
serving  thirty-five  months  in  the  ETO. 

Betty  Fell  Siegrist  (Mrs.  Henry  G.)  lives  at  15  Parns- 
worth  Avenue,  Bordentown,  N.  J.  She  has  four  children — 
Sallie  London,  13;  Henry  Gait,  11;  Margaret  Grayson,  8; 
and  Bettie  Fell,  2y2. 

Mrs.  Fred  Thomas  (Whitney  Holt)  of  Erwin,  visited  the 
campus  in  January.  Her  niece,  Nancy  Holt,  is  a  student 
here  this  year. 

Katherine  Martin  Lawther,  who  lost  her  husband  last 
year  in  the  crash  of  an  army  bomber,  is  making  her  home 
in  Wilmington  (1903  Princess  St.)  with  her  two  small 
sons. 
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Mrs.  Sim  Dodd  (Cleave  Shore)  writes,  "My  father,  the 
late  Rev.  Frank  A.  Shore,  died  very  suddenly  August  17, 
1945,  at  the  Mumroe  Memorial  Hospital,  Ocala,  Florida. 
He  was  only  ill  a  few  days  and  the  shock  has  been  very 
severe  on  mother  and  me.  He  was  buried  here  in  Ocala, 
by  the  Rector  and  Bishop  Henry  Louttit  officiating,  on 
August  19." 

Virginia  Lay  Hawkins  and  her  three  children  are  spend- 
ing the  winter  in  Chapel  Hill  with  Mrs.  Lytle  Zuber  (Lucy 
Lay,  '23).  Mrs.  Hawkins'  husband,  James  B.  Hawkins, 
has  moved  from  Binghamton,  N.  Y.,  to  Racine,  Wisconsin, 
where  he  has  become  editor  and  designer  for  the  Whitman 
Press. 

1926 

Vivian  Davenport  has  moved  to  930  Sycamore  Street, 
Rocky  Mount,  N.  C.  She  spent  part  of  this  winter  in 
Florida. 

Ruth  Loaring  Clark  has  returned  to  her  home,  Jackson, 
Tennessee,  after  serving  for  several  years  in  the  South 
Pacific  with  the  Red  Cross. 

Alice  Dewar  Harris  lives  at  503  Cherokee  Blvd.,  Knox- 
ville  16,  Tennessee. 

Sylbert  Pendleton,  who  is  working  in  Washington,  D. 
C,  for  the  British  Ministry  of  War  Transport,  expects  to 
complete  her  work  in  the  early  spring. 

1927 

Edna  Harris  Dixon  (Mrs.  John  Daniel)  writes  from  her 
home,  200  W.  Church  St.,  Farmville,  N.  C,  "I  have  two 
children,  a  boy  five  years  old,  and  a  girl  eight  months." 

Frances  Green  Robertson,  her  husband  and  daughter, 
Marie  Helen,  have  returned  to  Ocala,  Florida,  to  make 
their  home. 

Virginia  Evans  Puller's  husband,  Col.  Louis  B.  Puller, 
who  is  now  stationed  at  Camp  Lejeune,  N.  C,  is  one  of 
the  most  decorated  members  of  the  Marine  Corps,  and 
the  only  Marine  to  win  four  Navy  Crosses.  He  held  key 
positions  in  four  major  campaigns  of  the  Pacific  war. 
Besides  the  Navy  Crosses  he  has  the  Legion  of  Merit,  the 
Silver  Star,  the  Purple  Heart  with  numerous  clusters,  aud 
dozens  of  campaign  ribbons  and  battle  stars. 

Mrs.  Carson  Sheffield  (Annie  Louise  Evans)  is  living  in 
Richmond,  Va.,  at  4301  Chamberlayne  Avenue,  while  her 
husband  is  stationed  there. 

Frances  Brown  Cooper,  who  lives  at  29  Robin  Road, 
West  Hartford,  Conn.,  writes,  "Both  my  husband  and  I 
are  from  Oxford,  N.  C,  but  we  have  lived  in  Hartford  for 
ten  years.  Junius  works  for  the  Hamilton  Standard  Pro- 
pellers  Division  of  United  Aircraft  Corporation.  Our 
only  child,  Josephine,  is  a  sub-freshman  at  Saint  Mary's 
this  year." 

1928 

Dell  Pasteur  Igou,  her  husband,  and  son  have  moved 
from  Jacksonville  to  Ocala,  Florida,  her  former  home. 

Mrs.  John  Beaudry  (Suzanne  Battle  Tucker)  lives  in 
Homer,  \.  V.,  at  34  North  Main  St. 


1929 

Jeannette  Gilkey  Cross  (Mrs.  Eugene,  Jr.)  and  children, 
Gene,  Jeannette  and  John,  are  spending  the  winter  in  Ft. 
Lauderdale,  Florida. 

Kate  Parks  Kitchin  teaches  school  in  Rocky  Mount, 
North  Carolina. 

1930 

Frances  Wagstaff  Coxe's  husband,  Commander  Alex  B. 
Coxe,  Jr.,  is  back  in  this  country  for  reassignment  after 
being  in  the  Pacific  Theatre  during  the  war.  Frances  has 
been  in  Chapel  Hill  with  her  family  during  the  war. 

Marion  Thomas  Leak's  husband,  Lt.  John  D.  Leak,  of 
the  U.  S.  Coast  Guard,  has  received  his  discharge  and  the 
Leaks  are  again  making  their  home  in  Charlotte. 

1931 

Arabel  Cox  Borden  (Mrs.  Murray,  Jr.)  writes,  "My  hus- 
band and  I,  and  our  son  Murray  Lyman  Borden,  have 
moved  to  Goldsboro,  N.  C,  from  Washington,  D.  C,  where 
we  have  resided  for  a  long  time.  Mr.  Borden  has  been 
elected  secretary-treasurer  of  the  Goldsboro  Building  and 
Loan  Association,  after  serving  three  and  a  half  years  with 
the  Army."    Address :  203  N.  George  St.,  Goldsboro,  N.  C. 

Susan  Capehart  Hardy's  husband,  Major  John  William 
Hardy,  has  returned  from  nineteen  months  duty  in  Eng- 
land. "As  soon  as  he  is  released  from  the  service  we  plan 
to  return  to  Williamston,  N.  C,  as  he  is  on  leave  of  ab- 
sence from  the  Church  of  the  Advent  there." 

Mary  Adair  Edwards  Phifer  (Mrs.  Edward  W.,  Jr.) 
lives  in  Morganton. 

Elizabeth  Collins,  who  was  a  first  lieutenant  in  the 
WAC,  has  received  her  discharge,  and  has  an  insurance 
business  in  Hillsboro. 

1932 

Gertrude  Mott,  who  is  with  the  UNRRA  in  Poland,  spent 
the  Christmas  holidays  in  Zakopane,  a  Polish  mountain 
resort  on  the  Chechoslovakian  border. 

Virginia  Naylor  Clement,  her  husband,  Colonel  Walter 
T.  Clement,  and  their  son  are  living  at  32  Boiling  View 
Apts.,  221  Orange  St.,  S.E.,  Washington,  D.  C.  Colonel 
Clement  is  stationed  at  Boiling  Field,  Va. 

1933 

Elizabeth  Neal  Harris  and  her  husband,  Major  Lynn 
Harris,  have  gone  to  California  to  make  their  home. 

Nell  Joslin  Styron  and  her  husband,  Dr.  Charles  Sty- 
ron.  are  living  at  207  W.  Park  Drive,  Raleigh.  Dr.  Styron 
has  received  his  discharge  from  the  Navy. 

1934 

Virginia  Bridger  Whedbee,  of  Ahoskie,  and  her  son  vis- 
ited Saint  Mary's  in  November. 

Mildred  Joyner  Weeks  (Mrs.  George  L.')  lives  at  907 
Hill  Street,  Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. 

Eleanor  Seagle  Cole's  husband,  Harrison,  has  received 
his  discharge  from  the  service.  The  Coles  vacationed  in 
Canada  during  February,  and  are  now  living  in  New  York 
City. 
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1935 

Julia  Barnwell's  address  is  4  Greenville  Street,  Abbe- 
ville, S.  C. 

Jean  Poe  Smith's  husband,  Gordon,  has  received  his 
discharge  from  the  Army  and  now  has  a  position  in  Dur- 
ham. 

1936 

Margaret  Musgrave  Prichard  lives  at  400  Alameda 
.  Circle,  San  Antonio  4,  Texas. 

Georgina  Dando  Cole  (Mrs.  R.  G.)  lives  at  477  Second 
St.,  Beaver,  Pennsylvania. 

1937 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Janet  Lawrence  Holmes  (Mrs. 
Thomas  H.  Holmes),  446  Nashoba  Avenue,  Columbus  4, 
Ohio. 

I  feel  as  if  I  had  changed  addresses  a  dozen  times  dur- 
ing the  past  year.  Actually,  it's  been  only  four  times,  and 
we  have  hopes  that  the  present  one  will  last  for  awhile. 
Tom  is  stationed  at  Port  Hayes,  here  in  Columbus,  and 
was  fortunate  enough  to  find  a  comfortable,  completely 
furnished  house  in  this  over-crowded  city.  After  living 
in  one-room  apartments,  Tom,  Steve,  and  I  almost  lose 
ourselves  in  our  seven-room  mansion. 

Jessie  Skinner  Gaither  has  recently  moved  to  High 
Point,  her  address  being  Apt.  C,  2-A  Emorywood  Court. 
She  has  a  boy,  Ernest  J.  Gaither,  Jr.,  born  August  13, 
1945.  Lil  Small  Idol  and  Percy  live  in  the  same  apart- 
ment building  as  Jessie  does. 

Janet  McConnell  Warner  writes  that  her  husband,  a 
major  in  the  Air  Corps,  arrived  home  before  Christmas 
after  two  years  of  duty  in  the  Pacific  and  has  been  dis- 
charged. He  expects  to  start  working  for  Burlington 
Mills  at  the  end  of  his  terminal  leave. 

Virginia  Worth  Gonder  and  her  husband,  Dick,  who  is 
out  of  the  Navy,  and  sixteen-month-old  Gin-Gin,  have  a 
house  in  Elizabeth  City  at  207  Griffin  St.  Virginia,  too, 
is  enjoying  the  novelty  of  housekeeping  in  a  real  house. 
Louisa  Sloan  Ledbetter  writes  from  Rockingham,  "There 
is  no  news  with  me,  except  that  we  have  an  apartment 
and  I'm  having  the  time  of  my  life  keeping  house." 

Mary  Wood  Winslow  has  been  a  civilian  since  February 
2,  and  is  at  home  at  701  Tarboro  St.,  Rocky  Mount.  She 
has  a  substitute  teaching  job  at  the  Rocky  Mount  High 
School.  Helen  Rose  Witten  Duffy's  husband  is  out  of  the 
service  and  is  working  in  Oxford.  Her  twins  are  growing 
fast  and  she  has  her  hands  full  taking  care  of  them.  I 
understand  that  Connie  Fagan  is  now  out  of  the  Red  Cross 
and  has  a  job  in  New  York. 

Hortense  Norton  Seedlock  writes  that  she  is  substitute 
teaching  at  high  school  in  Savannah,  Ga.,  as  well  as  look- 
ing after  her  two  children,  Bobby,  5,  and  Beth,  3.  Her 
husband,  a  colonel  in  the  Army,  has  been  overseas  for 
three  years  and  at  present  is  in  China.  Bofets  says,  "Hope 
to  make  the  ten  years  reunion  at  Saint  Mary's  and  see  if 
the  others  have  aged  too !" 

That's  all  my  news  for  this  time.  During  the  last  few 
months,  many  of  you  have  been  changing  addresses  as 
your  husbands  have  been  coming  back  to  civilian  life,  and 
undoubtedly  are  in  a  state  of  general  upheaval.  I  am 
sure  it  is  because  of  this  that  the  response  to  my  request 


for  news  was  not  greater.  As  soon  as  you  feel  more  set- 
tled, please  send  me  news  of  yourselves  so  we  can  all  keep 
posted  on  one  another. 

1938 

CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE :  Louise  Hall,  Apt,  2,  4854 
MaeArthur  Blvd.,  Washington  7,  D.  C. 

Louise  Jordan  Smith  was  too  busy  this  month  to  write 
the  letter,  as  she  and  her  little  daughter,  Chini,  are  mov- 
ing to  Greensboro  to  be  with  Mac,  who  has  been  there 
since  the  first  of  December.  Chini,  Louise  reports,  is  en- 
joying making  the  acquaintance  of  her  father. 

Lillian  Boschen  is  now  in  California  taking  a  course  in 
industrial  arts  at  the  College  of  Santa  Barbara.  She 
plans  to  be  there  until  June  6. 

Anne  Burnett  Townsend  (Mrs.  Newman  A.,  Jr.)  is  at 
home  in  Lenoir  with  her  husband  who  has  received  his 
discharge  from  the  Navy.  Sairfax  Dockery  has  been  a 
lady  of  leisure  since  November  when  she  completed  two 
and  one-half  years  work  with  the  USO.  After  a  vaca- 
tion in  Miami,  she  is  now  vacationing  at  home  in  Rock- 
ingham. 

Betty  Gaither  Murphy  (Mrs.  Daniel  A.)  is  at  314  West 
Union  St.,  Morganton.  She  and  Mary  Kistler  Craven  are 
planning  to  attend  Erwin  Gant's  wedding  in  Burlington 
this  month.  Doris  Goerch  was  married  on  December  22 
and  is  now  living  in  Chapel  Hill  where  her  husband  is 
completing  his  college  work.  Sarah  Griffith  Upchurch 
(Mrs.  Alfred)  lives  in  Concord  at  97  N.  Union  St.,  and 
finds  herself  in  an  after-Christmas  whirl  of  "busy-ness," 
with  a  bad  cold  to  complicate  things. 

Peggy  Holmes  Stevens  (Mrs.  William  Grady)  is  at  home 
in  Shiloh,  where  she  and  Grady  are  planning  to  build  a 
house  immediately.  The  only  news  from  Jean  Hunt  Bit- 
tinger  (Mrs.  Donald  S.)  of  3910  Livingston  St.,  N.W., 
Washington,  D.  C,  is  that  her  son,  Andrew  Hunt,  is  now 
sixteen  months  old. 

Grant  Jones  Creekmore  (Mrs.  Oliver  M.,  Jr.)  writes  that 
her  husband  returned  in  October  after  twenty-two  months 
in  Europe.  Their  little  boy  was  two  years  old  in  January. 
They  hope  to  remain  in  Wilmington,  but  as  yet  have  been 
unable  to  obtain  a  house  or  apartment. 

Nancy  Maupin  Neely  (Mrs.  Charles  B.)  now  of  Arling- 
ton, expects  to  move  to  Richmond,  as  soon  as  her  husband 
can  find  a  place  for  them.  He  has  been  discharged  from 
the  Navy  and  has  returned  to  his  work  with  the  Chrysler 
Corporation.    Their  son  is  two  years  old. 

Mary  Lily  Moore  Arden  (Mrs.  Daniel  Douglas,  Jr.)  is 
at  present  at  209  E.  Morgan  St.,  Raleigh.  Her  husband  is 
back  from  Guam,  and  they  are  waiting  to  see  where  the 
Army  will  send  them  next.  Their  little  daughter,  Dana, 
will  celebrate  her  first  birthday  on  March  2. 

Helen  Noell  Branch  (Mrs.  James  Reed)  writes  that  her 
husband  has  been  home  since  October.  They  are  trying 
to  get  settled  in  Richmond.  (Address:  1830  Monument 
Avenue.)  Becky  Norman  Leager  (Mrs.  Samuel  R.)  has  a 
son,  Marc  Palmer,  born  December  23.  Jo  Pope  Mixon 
(Mrs.  Willard)  is  settled  at  home  in  Dunn.  Mixon  is  out 
of  the  Army  and  has  gone  into  business  in  Dunn.  Mary 
Louise  Riddick  wrote,  "This  winter  I  have  worked  for  the 
Commonwealth  (Scotland  Neck  weekly  newspaper)." 
Since  that,  her  engagement  has  been  announced  to  Fletch- 
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er  Gregory  of  Halifax,  brother  of  Agnes  Gregory  Carter, 
'37.    The  wedding  will  take  place  in  the  spring. 

Sarah  Ruark  Moore  (Mrs.  Joseph  C.)  is  in  Raleigh  (1610 
Jarvis  St.)  and  her  husband  has  just  returned  from  over- 
seas. She  was  one  excited  person  the  day  before  he  was 
to  arrive  in  the  States.  Ann  Shook  writes  from  Tarboro, 
"I'm  all  left-handed  and  trousseau  buj'ing,  as  will  prob- 
ably be  formally  announced  by  the  time  this  Bulletin  goes 
out.  So  you  can  tell  the  girls  that  I'm  gonna  be  Mrs.  Gil- 
mer Peyton  of  Stillwater,  Oklahoma." 

Mary  Jane  Yeatman  is  still  in  Gadsden,  Alabama,  and 
finds  her  work  with  the  Red  Cross  "very  interesting  and 
satisfactory."  She  spent  a  wonderful  two  weeks  at  home 
in  Columbia,  Tenn.,  at  Christinas.  Louise  Hall,  your  sub- 
stitute secretary  for  this  month,  is  still  working  in  Wash- 
ington at  the  Library  of  Army  Map  Service  learning  a 
great  deal  about  maps  (and  something  about  most  of  the 
European  languages)  and  attending  all  the  concerts  and 
plays  she  can  afford,  and  more.  She  is  spending  the  week 
of  February.  17-23  at  home  in  Scotland  Neck  to  assist  in 
her  sister's  (Sarah  Hall,  '36)  wedding. 

1939 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Lossie  Taylor  Noell  (Mrs. 
Charles  E.  Noell,  Jr.),  Cole  Road,  R.  F.  D.  No.  3,  Dur- 
ham, N.  C. 

You  certainly  are  unresponsive;  of  all  the  cards  I  sent 
out,  only  eight  were  returned,  which  makes  it  rather  diffi- 
cult to  write  a  long  newsy  class  letter. 

Harriet  Corbitt  says  that  she  hasn't  seen  any  Saint 
Mary's  girls  in  some  time,  but  she  did  hear  from  Hallie, 
who  is  still  at  Sophie  Newcomb,  where  she  will  complete 
her  course  in  May.  Harriet  is  working  for  two  young 
lawyers  and  enjoys  her  work  lots. 

Lucy  Pittinger  Smith's  card  came  from  Corpus  ChrLsti, 
where  she  and  Leonard  have  just  moved  in  order  for  him 
to  complete  the  next  step  in  his  flight  training.  She  had 
recently  had  a  letter  from  Margaret  Lewis  Beard.  Mar- 
garet and  Hugh  are  living  in  Burlington,  near  Erwin  Gant, 
who,  incidentally,  is  marrying  a  boy  from  Massachusetts 
this  month. 

Both  Margaret  Taylor  and  Dot  See  Mayer  answered 
from  New  York.  "Chink"  is  still  working  for  Eastern 
Airlines,  and  says  that  anyone  who  comes  that  way  can 
find  her  in  the  Airlines  Terminal  at  42th  Street.  She  is 
living  with  four  other  girls  in  a  duplex  over  a  ten  cent 
store.  Dot  says  that  John  is  a  civilian  again  and  loving  it 
"despite  Manhattan,  not  because  of  it."  Her  young  son, 
Frederick  Christian  Mayer,  II,  or  Fritz,  who  was  born 
last  September  at  Camp  Pendleton,  California,  takes  most 
of  her  time.  Mary  Connally  writes  that  she  has  been  en- 
joying occasional  days  in  town  with  Miss  Marjorie  Lalor, 
who  is  now  teaching  at  a  New  York  school.  Miss  Lalor 
spent  a  week-end  with  them  just  before  Christmas  when 
she  made  the  Berlages  an  old-fashioned  plum  pudding, 
which  Mary  Connally  described  as  perfect. 

Hazel  Williams  Wright's  Bob  has  gotten  out  of  the 
Army  and  at  present  they  are  just  loafing  while  looking, 
to  no  avail,  for  a  place  to  live.  At  the  time  she  wrote,  the 
cook  had  left;  so  that  she  was  giving  her  time  as  cook. 


Saint  Maby's  Schoojv, 


washer,  maid,  and  nurse.  She  said  that  she  hears  from 
Palmer  and  Sally  Wright  often,  but  passed  on  no  news 
of  them. 

Lewis  Morris,  Becky  Davis'  husband,  was  released  from 
the  Navy  just  before  Christmas,  and  they  are  settled  back 
in  Salisbury.  The  Noells  and  Morrises  have  been  trying 
to  get  together  for  a  week-end  but  haven't  been  able  to 
make  it  yet.  Beck  says  she  saw  Jinny  Allison  Haywood 
when  she  went  to  Richmond  to  meet  Lewis  on  his  return 
from  the  Pacific.  I  understand  Jinny  and  Hubert  are 
living  here  in  Durham  where  Hubert  is  taking  a  residency 
at  Duke,  so  that  I  hope  I  will  see  her  soon.  Polly  Pinner 
Graham,  ex  '38,  and  Ann  Burr  Smith,  '37,  are  also  moving 
here  as  soon  as  they  can  find  a  place  to  live. 

Teeny  is  all  thrills  because  Jerry  is  out  and  they  are 
finally  in  their  own  home.  They  had  to  buy  a  house  in 
order  to  find  a  place  to  live,  and  have  had  it  all  fixed  over, 
getting  in  just  in  time  for  Christmas.  Their  son,  Billy, 
is  now  eighteen  months  old  and  Teeny  says  he  is  quite  a 
young  man. 

Mallie  is  still  a  working  girl,  as  Jack  is  serving  with  the 
occupation  forces  in  Germany ;  she  hopes  that  he  will  be 
home  by  the  next  letter  though,  or  that  she  will  be  able 
to  write  from  Germany.  She  told  me  that  Chita  has  a  new 
baby  but  neglected  to  say  whether  boy  or  girl. 

Jane  Emerson  was  married  in  January  to  Bill  Bruce 
from  Columbia,  S.  C.  I  wasn't  able  to  get  home  for  the 
wedding  and  certainly  hated  to  miss  it.  I  haven't  even 
heard  whether  Bill  got  out  of  the  Navy  before  the  wed- 
ding or  not.  Jane  LeGrand  wrote  that  Christmas  in  Wil- 
mington was  the  gayest  she  had  ever  spent  with  two  and 
three  parties  a  day  for  several  weeks.  I  heard  through 
Peggy  Hopkins  that  Mary  Olsen  was  married  February 
9  to  Bill  Clarkson,  a  Lt.  (jg)  from  Texas. 

The  news  from  Martha  Lewis  Stanley  is  slightly  stale 
as  it  takes  so  long  for  the  cards  to  get  back  and  forth 
from  California.  At  the  time  she  wrote,  Dave  was  still 
skipper  of  an  LST,  which  had  just  weathered  the  typhoon 
at  Okinawa.  He  had  66y2  points,  but  being  a  regular  will 
still  be  in  the  Navy.  She  considers  their  little  boy  Sloane 
a  human  dynamo. 

Charlie,  Douglas,  and  I  got  back  in  our  house  just  be- 
fore Christmas  too.  Now  I  am  the  proud  mother  of  an- 
other daughter,  Placide  Clark,  born  January  30.  Douglas 
seems  to  consider  herself  the  mother,  and  we  are  having  a 
struggle  keeping  her  from  handling  the  baby.  When  I 
was  in  the  hospital,  Marjorie  Wood's  aunt  came  to  see  me 
several  times,  and  told  me  that  Marjie  Wood  and  Dellwyn 
are  moving  to  Miami  the  end  of  this  month.  Apparently 
he  is  going  to  remain  in  the  Marine  Corps  for  awhile. 

That's  all  for  now. 

1940 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Ann  Christian  Goodno  (Mrs. 
Charles  Goodno),  201  Park  Ave.,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

I've  been  beating  my  head  up  against  that  blank  wall '. 
again,  but  anyway,  here  goes. 

Belles  for  the  "Belles" — Erwin  writes  that  she  will  soon 
become  a  Yankee.  She's  marrying  Donald  I.  Burhoe  of 
Reading,  Massachusetts,  on  February  23,  in  Burlington. 
Erwin's  sister,  Cackie,  and  Cordelia  Gant  and  Tibbie 
Tucker  are  to  participate.  I  hear  Tibbie  is  now  stationed 
in  Yorktown.     Jack  Gravely  is  marrying  Bruce  Lea  in 
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March.  Ginnie  Kaulbach  and  Richard  E.  Hillyer  have 
set  March  23  as  the  date.  Ginnie  met  Dick,  who  is  from 
St.  Louis,  while  she  was  working-  at  M.  I.  T.  Not  to  be 
overlooked  are  Eleanor  Holshouser,  who  as  of  December 
19  became  Mrs.  Robert  E.  Manning;  and  Laura  Gordon, 
who  was  married  to  a  Coast  Guard  chaplain,  Lt.  (jg) 
Donald  E.  Williams,  in  Spray  on  December  4.  The  Wil- 
liams' are,  at  the  present,  in  Tacoma,  Washington. 

Cissie  Norton  Brushwood's  new  address  is  79  Charles 
i  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y.  She  is  a  medical  social  worker  at 
New  York  Hospital.  Her  husband  is  working  on  his  Ph.D. 
at  Columbia,  and  teaching  French  and  Spanish  on  the 
side  line.  Cornelia  Clark  House  writes  that  Dick  is  farm- 
ing with  his  father.     They  hope  to  build  soon. 

Norma  Large  Hollingsworth  is  taking  care  of  Harry, 
Jr.,  in  Rocky  Mount  while  waiting  for  Harry  to  get  out 
of  the  Army.  Daisy  Shankle  Bruton  is  a  bookkeeper  and 
secretary  in  Mt.  Gilead.  Booker  says  she  is  struggling  to 
be  domestic.  Yes,  I  can  imagine  the  drastic  results.  Guess 
we  just  aren't  the  type,  huh,  Booker?  Anyway,  she  is 
with  Lee  in  Orange,  Texas. 

The  Bulletin  will  soon  be  wending  its  way  to  Hawaii. 
Smitty  Smith  married  David  S.  Withington,  III,  of  Hono- 
lulu on  October  29.  David  was  a  pilot  serving  in  the 
European  Theatre  during  the  war  but  is  connected  with 
the  Hawaiian  Pineapple  Company — yum,  yum !  The  ad- 
dress is  3150  Huelani  Place,  Honolulu,  Hawaii.  Betty 
Winborne  Woltz  is  living  in  Bayonne,  N.  J.  (840  Hudson 
Blvd.).  Wili  Douthat  is  in  Charleston  at  the  Navy  Hos- 
pital with  the  Red  Cross.  She  is  to  get  a  leave  to  go  to 
Meredith  Wilkinson's,  '41,  wedding  in  March. 

A  few  weeks  ago  Emily  Schenck  had  a  tea  that  re- 
minded me  so  much  of  her  tea  for  the  S.  M.  S.  seniors  in 
our  day.  'Twas  grand  to  see  Sue  Joyner,  Bettie  Hill, 
Prances  Moore^  Charlotte  Miller  Park,  Anne  Bratton  El- 
dridge,  and  Betty  Ellington  Briggs.  In  our  immediate 
corner  Charlotte  and  Bratton  swapped  tales  of  their  year- 
olds. 

I  see  a  lot  of  Jacqueline  Stager  Joslin,  '39  (Bus.).  She 
has  a  darling  little  girl  with  red  hair.  Mary  Elizabeth 
Nash  Parris  is  planning  to  go  back  to  Chapel  Hill  soon. 
Her  husband  is  going  to  continue  law.  Just  had  a  card 
from  Kitty  Sigmon  Hunter  saying  she  is  living  in  Raleigh 
and  has  tried  to  get  in  touch  with  me.  We  will  put  our 
heads  together  before  next  time. 

I  understand  that  Mary  O'Keeffe  Bowman  is  at  home  in 
Bluefield,  W.  Va.  (156  Giles  St.).  Joe  has  been  sent  to  the 
Pacific,  probably  to  Guam,  and  when  and  if  army  wives 
can  go  overseas,  Mary  plans  to  join  him. 

Guess  my  return  address  was  a  little  puzzling,  but  I  for- 
sook my  professional  career  and  changed  my  name  to 
Goodno  (remember  my  Charlie?)  in  the  Saint  Mary's 
Chapel  on  December  8.  Charlie  returned  to  the  States  in 
November  and  I  immediately  started  my  chase.  You 
know  the  rest.  Now  I'm  busy  keeping  "one  room"  (it  is 
in  a  house),  and  handling  the  Wachovia  Bank's  money. 
I'm  aiming  at  Trotter's  position  of  loan  and  discount  teller. 

I  appreciate  your  co-operation  no  end,  but  I'm  asking 
for  still  more  of  it.     Please  return  those  cards  to  me. 


1941 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Margaret  Swindell  Dickerman 
(Mrs.  Paul  Dickerman,  II),  104  South  Main  St.,  Walling- 
ford,  Connecticut. 

I  certainly  do  thank  you  all  for  being  so  grand  about 
sending  in  your  cards  and  giving  me  some  interesting 
class  news.  Let  me  hear  from  the  rest  of  you  gals  next 
time. 

I  received  a  nice  long  letter  from  Ann  Seeley  Davey 
who  is  now  living  in  Ahoskie.  Her  husband  is  out  of  the 
service  and  the  two  of  them  are  working  as  editors  of  the 
Hertford  County  Herald  and  the  Gates  County  Index. 
Sounds  like  a  rather  interesting  life,  and  from  Ann's  ac- 
count I  think  it  is.  She  says  she  daily  expects  to  see  Dede 
Jones  who  is  only  eight  miles  away,  but  hasn't  made  the 
grade  yet.  The  last  news  Ann  heard  of  Nancy  McKinley 
Clarke  she,  husband  Gerald,  and  baby  were  heading  for 
London,  Ontario,  where  Gerald  is  finishing  at  the  Uni- 
versity. 

Speaking  of  newspaper  women,  Sue  Harwood  is  still 
competently  holding  down  that  job  on  the  Greensboro 
News. 

It  is  wonderful  to  have  these  husbands  home  and  most 
of  them  out  of  the  service,  and  from  all  of  the  postcards 
I  am  not  alone  in  my  opinion.  Stranger  Collins  Williams 
says  she  has  turned  into  an  Edenton  farm  girl  and  is  driv- 
ing a  tractor,  believe  it  or  not.  Frank  is  home  now  and 
the  three  of  them  (Frank,  Jr.,  included)  are.  having  a 
grand  time. 

Congratulations  to  Mary  Taylor  and  Lt.  Robert  Long 
of  Baltimore  who  were  married  January  12.  Also  to 
Helen  Royster  and  Richard  Jones  who  became  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  on  December  1.  They  are  living  in  Alexandria,  Vir- 
ginia, where  Dick  is  stationed. 

Winifred  Rosenbaum  has  been  leading  an  interesting 
life.  She  is  a  Red  Cross  hospital  recreation  worker  at 
Camp  Blanding,  Florida,  after  training  at  American  Uni- 
versity in  Washington,  D.  C,  and  says  she  loves  her  work. 

Mary  White  Teague  has  a  son,  George  Major,  who  was 
born  October  18,  and  Betty  Wales  Silver  'n  Charles  be- 
came the  proud  parents  of  Charles,  Jr.,  on  December  3. 

Margaret  Kitchin  Gilliam  says  she,  Charlie,  and  little 
Harriet  are  living  in  Franklinton  until  they  find  an  apart- 
ment in  Raleigh,  where  Charlie  is  finishing  his  education. 
She  says  she  has  seen  lots  of  Saint  Mary's  girls  of  late  and 
had  a  grand  time  talking  to  them. 

Isabelle  Montgomery  has  been  working  at  Langley 
Field  for  the  National  Advisory  Committee  for  Aeronau- 
tics and  thoroughly  enjoys  her  job.  Biz  Toepleman  Bor- 
den says  husband  Albert  is  out  of  the  Navy  now  and  they 
are  living  in  Henderson.  Albert  has  a  job  there,  and  they, 
like  most  everyone  else,  are  looking  for  a  house  or  apart- 
ment. 

I  had  a  card  from  Margaret  Little  with  a  Kinston  ad- 
dress on  it,  but  Biz  says  she  is  living  at  Virginia  Beach  as 
Felix  is  now  stationed  at  Little  Creek.  Edla  Walker 
should  have  a  glorious  suntan  now,  as  she  and  her  mother 
have  been  spending  about  eight  weeks  at  Miami  Beach. 
What  a  life ! 

Gale  Lamb  Severy  says  she  is  afraid  husband  Charlie 
is  firmly  anchored  in  China,  but  hopes  he  will  be  dis- 
charged in  the  late  spring.  Meanwhile  she  is  holding 
down  the  home  front  in  Pasadena.    Said  the  town  literally 
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went  wild  with  the  Rose  Bowl  game  this  year.  Jinny 
Hood  Ellis  wrote  that  Tom  is  out  of  the  Navy  and  I  think 
they  are  returning  to  Chapel  Hill  where  "Beaver"  is  going 
to  law  school.  Martha  Ellen  Diekerson  says  she  has  two 
future  Saint  Mary's  products  in  the  forms  of  Ellen,  aged 
two,  and  Glenn,  who  is  all  of  five  months. 

Mamie  Burnette  Willard  also  happily  writes  that  her 
husband  is  out  of  the  Navy  and  the  two  of  them  are  living 
in  Columbia,  South  Carolina,  where  Clarence  works.  Bet- 
tie  Vann  received  her  certificate  in  Primary  Education  at 
the  Woman's  College  and  is  now  teaching  third  grade  in 
High  Point.  Edna  Boykin  is  also  teaching  school  in  Wil- 
son and  doing  a  grand  job.  Mary  Alex  Wells  was  teach- 
ing the  last  time  I  heard,  but  lately  I  have  lost  track  of 
her. 

Mary  Martha  and  Craig  Phillips  have  a  darling  little 
girl,  Martha  Gatlin,  born  January  9.  Craig  has  also  re- 
ceived his  discharge,  but,  according  to  Mary  Martha,  their 
plans  for  the  future  are  uncertain. 

I  had  a  nice  note  from  .Elvira  Cheatham  Jones.  Mere- 
dith received  his  discharge  from  the  Navy  January  15, 
and  they  are  now  living  in  Edenton.  Helen  Ford  Taylor 
tells  me  Claude  is  in  Japan  but  hopes  to  be  home  by  April. 
She  and  daughter,  Packie,  went  to  Florida  for  a  few  weeks 
this  winter  with  the  family.  Mary  Northcutt  Campbell 
and  husband  paid  her  a  surprise  visit  last  fall  on  their 
way  to  Columbus,  Georgia,  where  they  now  live. 

Chris  Hatfield  Meyer  and  Bob  are  living  in  Cambridge, 
Mass.  Bob  is  at  M.  I.  T.  getting  his  M.S.  in  Chemical  En- 
gineering. Chris  said  she  ran  into  Mrs.  William  R.  Cutler 
(Betsy  Burgess)  who  is  living  at  160  Union  St.,  Hingham, 
Mass.,  and  she  was  all  excited  about  their  new  home  and 
twenty-one  acres  of  land.  Betsy  was  excited  too  because 
her  husband  had  just  been  discharged  and  was  with  her 
and  their  small  son.  Chris'  address  is  410  Memorial 
Drive,  Apt.  205,  Cambridge,  Mass. 

Tassie  and  Jimmy  Dempsey  are  now  permanently  set- 
tled in  Wilson,  and  little  "Jimbo"  is  growing  up  to  be 
quite  a  man,  all  of  fourteen  months. 

Paul  is  out  of  the  service  now,  and  we  have  settled  down 
to  a  grand  life  of  "Mr.  and  Mrs.  Civilian"  in  Wallingford, 
Connecticut.  There  has  been  a  lot  of  talk  about  a  class 
reunion  for  us.  Sounds  like  a  good  idea.  What  do  you 
gals  think? 

1942 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Allie  Bell,  814  Cowper  Drive, 
Raleigh.  X.  C. 

My  mail  box  has  been  stuffed  with  cards  from  lots  of 
you  lately,  and  it  has  been  grand  catching  up  on  the  gay 
pasts  and  bright  futures  of  so  many  of  our  42-ers.     Our 

class  prop] y  for  lots  of  good  times  really  seems  to  have 

been  an  understatement. 

Scoop  news  broadcast :  At  long  last  Charlotte  Mahan 
lias  condescended  to  answer  all  of  these  mis-addressed 
letters  sent  her  way,  and  the  results  are  most,  astonishing. 
Since  December  27.  when  this  young  lady  attended  a 
dance  near  Charlottesville,  she  has  been  suffering  from 
an  acute  bite  from  the  old  love  bug,  and  is  planning  to 
gel  married  in  May  or  June.  Judging  from  her  letter  she 
really  1ms  a  severe  case,  and  the  cause  of  it  is  Captain 
Dick  Stratton,  Army  Air  Corps,  who  is  from  Virginia  too 
and  went  to  V.  P.  I.     Right,  now,  Charlotte  is  working  in 


Washington  as  assistant  to  the  executive  secretary  of  an 
association  of  bankers.  Her  Charlottesville  address  is  39 
University  Circle. 

Scoop  number  two  is  that  Bebe  Castleman  has  joined 
the  ranks  of  our  married  clan.  She  was  married  on  Feb- 
ruary 4,  at  St.  Luke's  Episcopal  Church  in  Long  Beach, 
California,  to  Ensign  Wayne  D.  Alexander,  who  is  from 
Concord,  N.  C,  and  who  went  to  State  College.  After 
the  wedding  there  was  a  reception  at  the  Villa  Riviera 
Hotel,  and  then  the  couple  left  for  a  trip  to  Laguna  Beach. 
They  are  making  their  home  at  Long  Beach. 

Also  on  the  astonishing  side  was  a  letter  received  from 
none  other  than  Bunny  (the  mad  Russian)  Stribling 
Byrne,  who  is  living  in  bliss  with  husband  Donn  and  baby 
daughter  in  an  apartment  in  New  York  City.  Her  ac- 
count of  cooking  in  the  closet  on  two  hot  plates  and  wash- 
ing dishes  in  the  bathtub  surrounded  by  dangling  wet 
baby  clothes  was  written  in  her  witty  Bunny  style  and 
really  was  a  riot.  Bunny  wrote  that  she  is  no  longer  her 
"bouncing,  rotund  self"  since  she  has  lost  those  "endear- 
ing folds  of  fat,"  and  is  known  as  "Ghandi's  other  wife." 
Also  of  interest  to  her  former  classmates  is  the  notation 
that  she  and  Donn  are  civilians  again.  They  are  hoping 
to  buy  a  place  in  Connecticut  within  commuting  distance, 
but  she  can  be  reached  now  c/o  Joseph  Byrne,  19  West 
44th  St.,  New  York  City. 

Also  back  to  civilian  life  are  Lib  Adkins  (Mrs.  John 
Paul)  Jones  and  her  husband,  who  is  now  practicing  med- 
icine in  Richmond.  The3r  have  two  sons,  John  Paul,  Jr., 
21/2  years  old,  and  David  Ashton,  10  months  old,  who  has 
flaming  red  hair. 

Just  getting  ready  to  try  out  the  army  life  are  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Harry  Denham.  Minkie,  who  declares  that  she  has 
become  the  settled  and  solid  housekeeper,  is  going  to  be- 
come a  camp  trotter  when  Harry  goes  in  the  Army  as  a 
first  lieutenant  on  the  first  of  April.  Carol  was  in  Chapel 
Hill  for  several  days  during  January  to  see  her  young 
niece  (Mary  Martha  and  Craig's  little  daughter),  and 
called  to  say  hello.  She  and  Dan  are  crazy  about  living 
in  Lexington,  Ky.,  and  Dan  is  really  having  outstanding 
success  in  his  geological  work.  Before  Christmas  they 
entertained  a  distinguished  visiting  Chinese  geologist,  and 
tried  learning  the  art  of  eating  with  chopsticks.  Right 
now  Carol  is  working  in  the  stenographic  bureau  of  the 
University  of  Kentucky. 

Two  of  our  newlyweds,  both  married  in  January,  are 
Jean.  Lyon,  now  Mrs.  William  George  Thomas,  HI,  and 
Anna  Fluck,  now  Mrs.  James  Harper  Alexander,  III.  Jean 
is  living  at.  Camp  Butner,  where  her  captain  husband  is 
stationed.  They  were  married  in  the  Walter  Reed  Chapel 
in  Washington,  and  Hannah,  '44,  was  her  sister's  maid- 
of-honor.  Anna  and  Alex  are  living  in  Raleigh.  She  is 
working  for  a  local  doctor  and  he  is  back  in  school  at 
State  College. 

From  sunny  California  Betty  Walters  (Mrs.  James  W.) 
Smith  writes  that  she  is  busily  house  hunting  in  La  Mesa 
(4646  Garfield).  Jim  is  back  at  work  with  the  Bank  of 
America,  and  Betty  seems  to  be  enjoying  life  in  Cali- 
fornia. Also  engrossed  in  the  mysteries  of  keeping  house 
is  Anne  Dunn  (Mrs.  Sam  R.)  Shaw,  who  writes  that  she  is 
veiw  happily  cooking,  etc.,  in  a  cute  duplex  house  in  Bir- 
mingham. 
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Another  Birmingham  babe,  Jane  Thuston,  declares  that 
she  is  taking  a  much-needed  rest  after  working  with  the 
Red  Cross  in  St.  Louis.  Jane  said  that  she  has  heard  from 
Becky  Ward  Asliby,  who  is  with  her  husband  in  Tampa, 
Fla.,  and  from  Meredith  Johnston,  who  is  teaching  school 
■  in  a  small  town  near  Clinton.  Libbie  Jones  Boehmer  also 
called  Jane  when  passing  through  Birmingham  with  her 
husband  on  the  way  to  California. 

Waiting  for  their  husbands  to  come  home  are  Martha 
Battle  (Mrs.  John  M.)  Mebane,  Mary  Bryant  Upshaw 
(Mrs.  James  T.)  Fulghum,  and  Ida  Dunn  Harris  (Mrs. 
Ed)  Parnell,  Jr.  Mary  Bryant  and  Ida  Dunn  are  work- 
ing in  Raleigh  and  are  making  big  plans  for  the  future 
when  Jim  and  Ed  return. 

Dolores  Mullett  and  Jean  Motter,  from  whom  we 
haven't  heard  in  sometime,  are  doing  the  most  interesting 
work  that  is  of  real  value.  Dolores  has  been  a  WAVE 
for  almost  two  years  and  is  teaching  the  deaf  in  the  navy 
hospital  in  Philadelphia.  She  graduated  from  the  Uni- 
versity of  Arkansas  in  1943  with  a  degree  in  social  wel- 
fare, and  is  now  connected  with  the  rehabilitation  pro- 
gram. Jean  graduated  from  Westhampton  College,  Uni- 
versity of  Richmond,  with  a  major  in  history  and  a  minor 
in  Spanish,  and  joined  the  Red  Cross  in  November  of  last 
year.  She  is  now  a  Field  Assistant  and  is  helping  sol- 
diers file  disability  claims,  and  hopes  to  go  overseas  soon. 

Betty  Willcox  writes  that  she  is  still  teaching  at  Nur- 
sery School  at  the  Ferebee  School  in  Norfolk,  is  doing 
Nurses'  Aide,  and  is  having  a  gay  time.  Ellen  Phlegar  is 
dividing  her  time  between  Norfolk  and  Christiansburg, 
and  has  been  going  to  dances  at  V.  P.  I.  and  the  Univer- 
sity of  Virginia. 

Mary-Gene  Kelly's  offer  to  give  a  free  write-up  and  pic- 
ture on  any  S.  M.  S.  girl  coming  to  Corpus  Christi  is 
enough  to  make  one  want  to  hop  on  a  coal  barge  and  jour- 
ney to  Texas.  Mary-Gene  has  turned  quite  nautical  and 
is  covering  the  news  at  the  port  for  the  Caller-Times  news- 
paper. 

Still  in  Atlanta  working  with  the  Girl  Scouts,  Kay 
Roper  is  being  showered  with  candy  and  flowers  from  a 
new  heart  interest  who  is  reported  to  be  very  attractive 
and  interesting.  She  is  staying  now  just  outside  Atlanta 
with  Janet  James  (Mrs.  Mark)  Lindsey.  Mark  is  intern- 
ing in  Atlanta,  and  he  and  Janet  have  an  adorable  son, 
Don.  I  haven't  heard  from  Olivia  Anne  lately,  but  she  is 
still  in  New  York  working  with  Outdoor  Advertising. 
News  from  Ellis  Barnard  is  that  her  father  is  no  longer 
with  the  Army  and  they  are  living  in  Chevy  Chase,  Md., 
at  615  E.  Leland  St.  Ellis  is  working  as  a  secretary  in  an 
engineering  corps,  and  she  and  Carolyn  Cauble  Boyer  are 
planning  a  reunion  in  February. 

.  Peeny  Bernhardt  (Mrs.  Frank,  Jr.)  Green  is  now  living 
in  Lexington  with  Yank  and  their  seven-month-old  son, 
Franklin  Bernhardt  Green,  whom  Peeny  declares  is  "quite 
a  character."  Speaking  of  characters,  Pat  Bell  is  busily 
hammering  on  silver  bracelets,  rings,  and  all  types  of 
jewelry  in  her  shop  in  Red  Springs.  During  the  summer 
she  mothers  seven  twelve-year-old  brats  at  camp. 

Carolyn  West  is  working  in  Kinston,  and  she  wrote  the 
news  of  Saint  Mary's  girls  there.  Margaret  Little  Blount 
(Mrs.  C.  Felix,  III)  Harvey  has  moved  to  Kinston,  and 


she  and  Margaret  Tull  took  part  in  Myrt  Harvey's  wed- 
ding on  January  12,  to  Robert  Lawrence  Sharp,  Jr.,  from 
Springfield,  111.  Amine  Galbreath  from  Kinston  is  plan- 
ning to  marry  in  March. 

Raleigh  has  its  share  of  excitement  and  of  S.  M.  S. 
girls  passing  through.  During  the  past  few  weeks  I've 
seen  Betty  Vann,  who  is  teaching  in  High  Point;  Dilys  Ed- 
munds, who  I  think  is  in  school  in  Washington;  Virginia 
Olive  (Mrs.  L.  S.)  Hartzog,  who  is  working  here  while 
her  husband  is  at  State  College ;  and  Perry  Neblett. 

Jonny  Norman  is  fine  and  cute  as  ever.  She  is  with  the 
Statistics  Department  at  State  College,  and  she,  Emily 
Cheshire  Townsend,  Betty  Bronson  Burwell,  and  I  get  to- 
gether occasionally  for  bridge.  Betty  has  been  looking 
for  Bill  to  come  home  for  the  past  few  months,  but  he 
probably  won't  get  here  until  summer.  Sammy  Pou 
worked  out  at  State  for  a  short  time,  but  is  at  home  now 
and  declares  that  she  is  "working"  around  the  house.  I 
am  having  a  big  time  writing  on  our  little  magazine,  The 
Carolina  Co-operator,  and  think  Raleigh  can't  be  beat  for 
good  times. 

I  certainly  want  to  hear  from  all  of  you ;  so  do  write  as 
often  as  possible. 

1943 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Daphne  Richardson,  112  Sted- 
man  St.,  Fayetteville,  N.  C. 

My  last  letter  was  written  before  Mary  Burns'  wedding ; 
so  I  have  lots  to  tell  you  about  it.  Mary  was  beautiful, 
and  in  spite  of  all  the  lights  all  over  town  going  out  an 
hour  before  the  wedding,  she  was  calm  and  collected.  Of 
the  six  bridesmaids,  three  were  former  Saint  Mary's  gals. 
Betty  McKay  Gibson  was  matron-of-honor,  and  Ann  Nash 
White  and  yours  truly  were  bridesmaids.  We  wore  lovely 
ice-blue  satin  dresses,  satin  mitts  and  hats,  and  carried 
an  old-fashioned  nosegay  of  mixed  flowers.  Saint  Mary's 
was  well  represented  in  the  audience  too.  Sally  Sanborn 
and  Betty  Michaux  came  over  from  Goldsboro,  Henny 
Hampton  from  Raleigh,  and  Dodie  Winters  hopped  a 
plane  from  Washington.  They  all  stayed  with  me  and 
we  had  such  fun  catching  up  on  all  the  news  about  every- 
body. 

At  present,  Mary  is  living  in  Fayetteville,  but  she  and 
John  hope  the  housing  shortage  will  be  less  acute  in  Ra- 
leigh before  long. 

I  spent  last  week-end  in  Chapel  Hill  and  bumped  into 
Sarah  Dawson  Davis  and  June  Bourne  Long  (and  their 
respective  husbands,  of  course).  They're  living  in  Chapel 
Hill  now  as  the  two  men  folks  are  at  Carolina  again. 

Not  too  long  ago,  Henny  Hampton  and  Henrietta  Rag- 
land  went  to  the  City.  Spent  two  whole  weeks  at  the 
Waldorf !  Can  you  imagine  such  luxury !  We're  proud 
to  know  you. 

I'll  simply  have  to  put  in  a  word  about  myself  this  time 
'cause  I  have  such  happy  news  to  tell.  I'm  engaged — ring 
'n  all — to  Hank  Spurlock,  the  most  handsome  blond  you've 
ever  seen.  Certainly  wish  all  of  you  knew  him.  Our 
plans  aren't  too  definite  as  yet,  but  we  do  know  the  bells 
will  ring  this  summer. 

Guess  I've  rambled  on  enough.  If  you'd  only  write  me 
and  tell  me  about  yourselves  I'll  have  something  inter- 
esting to  tell  j'ou  all  of  the  time.  Good-bye  until  next 
time. 
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1944 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Betty  Edwards  MoNair  (Mrs. 
Robert  M.  MeNair),  The  Rectory,  Tarboro,  N.  C. 

I  am  afraid  the  post-card  idea  was  none  too  successful, 
but  I  have  gathered  a  few  bits  of  information  here  and 
there.  To  begin  with,  way  back  in  November  Jinny  Hart 
and  I  finally  obtained  those  coveted  documents  from 
Carolina.  Jinny  got  a  B.S.  in  Commerce,  and  after  a  few 
months  of  loafing  and  spending  some  time  in  New  York, 
she  is  now  working  at  Talheimer's  in  Richmond.  She 
requested  that  I  pass  on  an  urgent  plea  to  you  for  your 
class  dues  for  this  year. 

Chinky  gets  a  similar  degree  in  March  and  plans  to 
marry  Gordon  Goodale  in  June.  Gordon's  doing  gradu- 
ate work  at  Chapel  Hill  now,  and  they  plan  to  live  there 
after  their  marriage.  Also  on  the  list  of  prospective 
brides  is  Katherine  Legg  whose  plans  are  to  graduate 
from  Hollins  and  become  Mrs.  Al  Carr  in  June. 

I  was  in  Chapel  Hill  a  few  weeks  ago  and  saw  lots  of 
people  there.  Bettie  Gaither  was  making  plans  to  make 
another  trip  to  Annapolis.  Alma  Young  and  Mary  Vir- 
ginia Freeman  were  wearing  fraternity  pins  acquired 
since  I  last  saw  them,  and  everybody  in  general  was  mak- 
ing plans  for  mid-winters.  Hannah  had  just  gotten  back 
from  being  in  her  sister,  Jean's,  wedding  in  Washington. 

I  saw  Carol  Talbot  when  she  was  down  for  Adelaide 
Winslow's,  '36,  wedding  in  which  Margaret  was  one  of 
the  attendants.  Had  a  card  from  Jane  Bell  at  Salem. 
She's  on  the  staff  of  the  Salemite  there  and  writes  a  week- 
ly column  in  it.  Also  heard  from  Helena  Williams  at 
W.C.  Jane  Clark  told  me  that  Michelle  is  living  in  Ra- 
leigh and  has  a  daughter  who  was  born  last  summer. 

Lib  Shaw  is  working  in  Portsmouth.  Emily  William- 
son was  in  North  Carolina  last  fall,  but  I  didn't  get  a 
chance  to  see  her. 

So  help  me,  I  can't  think  of  anything  else ;  so  please 
drop  me  a  card  if  you  hear  any  news  so  I  can  write  it  in 
the  next  letter. 
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CLASS  SECRETARY:  Jane  Peete,  Tri  Delta  House, 
Chapel  Hill,  North  Carolina. 

The  big  news  of  the  moment  is  Eleanor's  wedding  which 
was  on  February  16.  May  Bunn  and  Jean  Sullivan  were 
in  it ;  Frances.  Tom,  Mary  Harris,  Sibyl,  Kackie,  Coe, 
Ruth  and  Mary  Dickey  all  went  to  the  wedding. 


Jean  Sullivan  is  in  the  May  Court  at  Salem  this  year. 
I  imagine  Flee  is  mighty  happy  to  have  Bob  back  in  the 
States ;  they  are  planning  to  live  in  Raleigh  in  March. 

Betty  Lou  had  to  leave  the  U.  of  S.  C.  because  of  anl 
appendectomy.    Remember  how  she  stayed  out  of  S.  M.  S. 
so  long  because  of  poison  ivy?     Betsy  Durham  had  the 
same  kind  of  luck  at  the  U.  of  Michigan,  and  Betsy  Lon- 
don left  Carolina  because  of  throat  trouble. 

Martha  Parker  and  Sidney  are   at  the   U.   of  S.   C.  ;| 
Martha  went  Tri  Delta,  Sid  went  Kappa  Delta,  and  Betty 
Lou,  Pi  Phi.    Martha  Stoney  has  also  pledged  Tri  Delta 
at  the  U.  of  Alabama. 

Quite  a  few  of  the  gals  have  been  trotting  around 
lately.  Virginia  Wilson  just  got  back  from  a  week-end 
at  Annapolis.  Peggy  and  Betty  Kendrick  go  up  there 
quite  often.  And  Dickey  writes  that  she  saw  Barnie  at 
West  Point  not  so  long  ago.  Lucy  Seaman,  Mary  C,  and 
Kate  were  at  home  a  few  weeks  ago.  They  are  at  Ran- 
dolph-Macon, you  know.  Jean  Campbell  is  planning  to 
come  down  here  to  Carolina  in  June.  I  saw  Stuart  here 
not  long  ago. 

Margaret,  Mary  Arden,  Ann  Edmunds,  and  Billye  say 
they  still  like  Duke  even  if  the  exams  they  just  had  did 
nearly  finish  them.  Speaking  of  work,  Bobby  Jean,  Lu, 
and  I,  along  with  all  the  rest  of  the  crowd  over  here,  are 
snowed  under.  But  we're  really  enjoying  it.  Sallie  has 
been  made  president  of  the  Pan-Hellenic  Council  for  next 
year. 

Sibyl  is  planning  a  big  trip  to  New  York  next  week. 
Maria  is  still  at  Sweet  Briar  and  getting  along  fine.  Lucy 
Hancock  is  in  Oxford  at  business  school ;  and  Sylvia 
Rogers  is  in  business  school  in  Raleigh,  so  Vicky  tells  me. 

Gwen  had  a  part  in  an  operetta  given  here  last  week; 
her  singing  is  better  than  ever.  Annette  did  well  also  in 
her  part  in  one  of  the  plays  given  by  the  Playmakers. 

Margaret  Skidmore  said  she  saw  Ditty  in  Washington 
right  after  Christmas.  Jean  Conover  and  Susan  Caldwell 
are  both  at  the  University  of  Alabama ;  Jean  is  president 
of  her  pledge  class  in  the  Phi  Mu  sorority. 

Spring  started  a  little  early  this  year  with  Frances 
Wollett  and  Sallie  getting  pinned.  This  is  not  to  mention 
those  who  got  pinned  earlier. 

I  haven't  gotten  any  news  from  any  of  the  others  in  the 
class,  and  would  like  to  know  what  you  are  doing.  It's 
even  hard  to  see  those  of  you  who  are  here  at  Carolina. 
So  I  suppose  this  will  have  to  do  until  the  next  Bulletin. 
Now  to  return  to  the  ordinary  grind  of  college  life. 


ACROSS  MY  DESK 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

at  Carolina  presented  the  operetta,  "The 
Chimes  of  Normandy."  in  February.  Gwen 
Hughes.  '45,  Marcia  McMillin,  '45,  and 
Margaret  Winslow,  '44,  had  parts  in  the 
production:  Annette  Fulton,  '45,  was  in 
charge  of  properties,  and  Brooksie  Pop- 
kins.  '4  3,  was  in  charge  of  publicity.  .  .  . 
Katherine  Fort,  who  was  a  special  student 
at  Saint  Mary's  in  1940,  is  post  librarian 
at  Edgewood  Arsenal,  Md.  .  .  .  Ann  Badg- 


er Smith,  ex  '46  (H.  S.),  is  a  student  at 
St.  Margaret's  School,  Tappahannock, 
Va.;  Penelope  Fagan,  ex  '46,  is  at  Salem 
College;  Mary  Ann  Thorsen,  '45,  at  Ran- 
dolph-Macon; Jill  Allen,  ex  '44,  at  the 
University  of  Alabama;  and  Floye  Smith, 
ex  '46  (H.  S.),  is  at  Stratford  Junior  Col- 
lege. .  .  .  The  following  former  students 
have  visited  campus  since  Christmas  va- 
cation: Susan  Thorp,  Mary  Louise  Rid- 
dick.  Ginger  Young,  Louise  Mawyer, 
Mary  Lynn  Lewis,  Joyce  McCotter,  Mary 


Gilmer  Cocke,  Elizabeth  Peele,  Kate 
Broadfoot,  Mary  C.  Bowers,  Stuart  Ver- 
dery,  Jean  Huske,  Sarah  Dawson  Davis, 
Betsy  Rodwell  Tucker,  Mary  Holmes, 
Katherine  Lane,  Mary  Louise  Harris, 
Nancy  Mercer,  Adelaide  Winslow  Craw- 
ley, Harriet  Whitaker,  Athalia  Alligood. 
.  .  .  Sarah  Ruark  Moore's,  '3S,  husband, 
Captain  Joseph  Moore,  returned  from 
Europe  in  late  February.  .  .  .  Shirley 
Schellenburg,  ex  '42,  lives  at  504  South 
42nd  St..  Philadelphia,   Pa. 
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Milestones 


Engagements 

Marguerite  Murchison  Crow,  '38  (H. 
IS.),  of  Wilmington  and  Houston,  Texas, 
to  Dr.  Frank  Russell  Reynolds,  of  Wil- 
mington. The  wedding  will  take  place 
March  23. 

Ann  Helen  Geoghegan,  '41  (H.  S.),  of 
Raleigh,  to  Sydnor  Montgomery  White, 
Lieutenant  (jg),  United  States  Naval  Re- 
serve, of  Raleigh. 

Elizabeth  Page  Gravely,  '40,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  Wallace  Bruce  Lea,  Jr.,  also  of 
Rocky  Mount.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  March. 

Virginia  Kaulbach,  '40  (Bus.),  of  Con- 
cord, to  Richard  E.  Hillyer,  of  St.  Louis, 
Missouri.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
March  2  3. 

Mary  Louise  Riddick,  '3  8,  of  Scotland 
Neck,  to  Fletcher  H.  Gregory,  of  Halifax. 
The  wedding  will  be  on  April  27. 

Muriel  Robinson,  '43  (Bus.),  of  Rich- 
mond, Virginia,  to  Harry  Hodges. 

Barbara  Ann  White,  ex  '47,  of  Los 
Gatos,  California,  to  John  Edward  Teub- 
ner,  also  of  Los  Gatos,  California. 


Weddings 


Mary  Owen  Ayers,  ex  '4  5,  of  Edenton, 
to  Hugh  MacEwen  Nelson,  Lieutenant, 
United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Santa 
Ana,  California,  on  Saturday,  Novem- 
ber 24. 

Evelyn  Thornton  Bagby,  ex  '3  6,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Harry  Howard  Montgomery, 
Lieutenant,  United  States  Naval  Reserve, 
of  Tarentum,  Pennsylvania,  on  Saturday, 
December  15,  at  5:30  o'clock,  in  the  First 
Baptist  Church,  Raleigh. 

Johnsie   Elizabeth    Bason,    ex    '38     (H. 

S.),  of  Chapel  Hill  and  New  York  City, 
to  John  Keeser  Wilkins,  Jr.,  of  Cape 
Charles,  Virginia,  and  New  York  City,  on 
Sunday,  February  3,  in  the  Church  of  the 
Transfiguration,  New  York  City.  The 
bride  has  been  on  the  Broadway  stage 
for  three  years,  and  this  past  fall  she  was 
guest  soloist  with  the  North  Carolina 
Symphony  Orchestra.  The  couple  will 
live  in  New  York. 

Mary  deRosset  Burns,  '43,  of  Fayette- 
ville,  to  John  Richard  Detgen,  Captain, 
Army  of  the  United  States,  of  Utica,  New 
York,  on  Wednesday,  December  5,  at  8 
o'clock,  in  Saint  Patrick's  Church,  Fay- 
etteville.  Mrs.  Samuel  A.  Gibson,  Jr. 
(nee  Betty  McKay,  ex  '43),  was  matron- 
of-honor.  Ann  Nash  White,  ex  '45,  and 
Daphne  Richardson,  '43,  were  brides- 
maids. 

Grace  Elaine  Butler,  '42,  of  Roseboro, 
to  Richard  E.  Adams,  of  Hampton,  Vir- 
ginia, on  Saturday,  November  17,  in  the 
Roseboro  Baptist  Church.  Mrs.  Hal  Stew- 
art (nee  Doris  Butler,  '38)  was  a  brides- 
maid in  the  wedding. 


Ann  Castleman,  '4  2,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Wayne  D.  Alexander,  Ensign,  United 
States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Concord,  on 
Monday,  February  4,  in  Saint  Luke's 
Episcopal  Church,  Laguna  Beach,  Cali- 
fornia. 

Elizabeth  Ann  Christian,  '40,  of  Char- 
lotte and  Raleigh,  to  Charles  F.  Goodno, 
of  Raleigh,  on  Saturday,  December  8,  at 
11:30  o'clock,  in  the  Saint  Mary's  School 
ctfapel.  Mr.  Goodno  returned  from  the 
European  Theatre  in  November  and  re- 
ceived his  discharge  from  the  Army  upon 
his  arrival  in  the  United  States. 

Cora  Puller  Collier,  '30,  of  Goldsboro, 
to  John  Spicer.  Jr..  Lieutenant  Com- 
mander, United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of 
Goldsboro,  on  Saturday.  November  17,  in 
Saint  Stephen's  Episcopal  Church,  Golds- 
boro. 

Mary  Davis,  '40  (H.vS.),  of  Wilming- 
ton, to  Robert  Strange  Bridgers,  Lieu- 
tenant, Army  of  the  United  States,  of 
Wilmington,  on  Saturday,  November  3.  in 
Saint  James'  Episcopal  Church,  Wilming- 
ton. Mrs.  Ralph  Nesbit  (nee  Margaret 
Davis,  '36  |  H.  S.~|)  was  matron-of-honor 
in  the  wedding,  and  May  Taylor,  ex  '43 
(H.  S.),  was  one  of  the  bridesmaids. 

Mary  Holt  Drewry,  ex  '44,  of  Hender- 
son, to  Leroy  Cole  Atkins,  United  States 
Marine  Corps  Reserve,  of  Monroe,  Louisi- 
ana, on  Friday,  August  31,  in  Chapel 
Hill. 

Jane  Parsley  Emerson,  '3  9,  of  Wil- 
mington, to  William  R.  Bruce.  United 
States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Columbia,  South 
Carolina,  in  January. 

Effie  McLean  English,  '35,  of  Monroe 
and  Raleigh,  to  Robert  Edward  Hol- 
combe,  of  Beloit,  Wisconsin,  on  Friday, 
December  21,  in  the  Church  of  the  Trans- 
figuration, New  York  City.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Holcombe  live  at  1333  Prairie  Avenue, 
Beloit,  Wisconsin. 

Anna  Meredith  Fluck,  '42,  of  Tarboro, 
to  James  Harper  Alexander,  III,  of  Scot- 
land Neck,  on  Saturday,  December  8,  in 
Calvary  Episcopal  Church,  Tarboro.  Ruth 
Bond,  '42,  was  maid-of-honor  in  the  wed- 
ding, and  Mrs.  Norman  Davis  (nee  Eliza- 
beth Bolton,  ex  '41  [H.  S.]  ),  was  a  brides- 
maid. 

Corinna  Erwin  Gant,  '40,  of  Burling- 
ton, to  Donald  Ingram  Burhoe,  of  Read- 
ing, Massachusetts,  on  Saturday,  Febru- 
ary 23,  at  8  o'clock,  in  the  Church  of  the 
Holy  Comforter,  Burlington.  Catherine 
Gant,  '40  (H.  S.),  was  her  sister's  maid- 
of-honor;  and  Cordelia  Gant,  '44  (H.  S. ) , 
and  Tibbie  Tucker,  '40,  were  bridesmaids 
in  the  wedding. 

Lucy  Frank  Gardner,  '44  (H.  S. ) ,  of 
Raleigh,  to  Frank  Hamilton  Jeter,  Jr., 
Warrant  Officer,  Army  of  the  United 
States,  of  Raleigh,  on  Tuesday,  December 
4,  at  12  o'clock  noon,  in  Edenton  Street 
Methodist  Church,  Raleigh.  Randolph 
Gardner,  '45,  was  her  sister's  maid-of- 
honor;  and  Jane  Jeter,  '44  (H.  S.),  was 
a  bridesmaid  in  the  wedding. 


Doris  Goerch,  '38,  of  Raleigh,  to  Harry 
Perryman  Horton,  of  Pittsboro,  on  Sat- 
urday, December  22,  at  S  o'clock,  in  the 
First  Baptist  Church,  Raleigh.  Sibyl 
Goerch,  '45,  was  her  sister's  maid-of- 
honor;  bridesmaids  were  Willa  Drew,  '38, 
Mary  Anne  Koonce,  '38,  and  Emily  Carter 
Warren,  ex  '40.  The  couple  is  living  in 
Chapel  Hill. 

Laura  Clark  Gordon,  '40,  of  Spray,  to 
Donald  Eugene  Williams,  Lieutenant 
(jg),  Chaplain  Corps,  United  States  Coast 
Guard  Reserve,  on  Tuesday,  December  4, 
at  4;30  o'clock,  in  Saint  Luke's  Church, 
Spray.  The  couple  is  living  in  Tacoma, 
Washington. 

Sarah  Bellamy  Hall,  '3  6,  of  Scotland 
Neck,  to  Francis  Sater  Harrell,  of  Scot- 
land Neck,  on  Saturday,  February  23,  at 
8:30  o'clock,  in  Trinity  Episcopal  Church, 
Scotland  Neck.  The  couple  is  living  at 
3151  Martha  Custis  Drive,  Alexandria, 
Virginia. 

Myrtilia  Gill  Harvey,  ex  '42  <H.  S.), 
of  Kinston,  to  Robert  Lawrence  Sharp, 
Jr.,  Lieutenant,  United  States  Marine 
Corps  Reserve,  of  Springfield,  Ohio,  on 
Saturday,  January  12.  at  8:30  o'clock, 
in  Queen  Street  Methodist  Church,  Kin- 
ston. Mrs.  Felix  Harvey,  III  (nee  Mar- 
garet Little  Blount,  '41)  was  a  brides- 
maid in  the  wedding.  The  couple  lives  at 
S03  North  Queen  St.,  Kinston. 

Eleanor  Holshouser,  '40  (Bus.),  of 
Salisbury-  to  Robert  Edward  Manning, 
Jr.,  also  of  Salisbury,  on  Wednesday,  De- 
cember 19. 

Jane   Gertrude   Jeter,    '44     (H.    S),    of 

Raleigh,  to  Edgar  Vaughan  Boatwright, 
Jr.,  of  Reidsville,  on  Saturday,  February 
2,  at  8:30  o'clock,  at  the  home  of  the 
bride's  parents.  The  couple  is  living  in 
Reidsville. 

Shirley  Kauffman,  '36,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Emmett  Walker  Plexico,  of  Sharon,  South 
Carolina,  on  Tuesday,  January  l,  at  11 
o'clock,  in  the  First  Baptist  Church,  Ra- 
leigh. The  couple  lives  at  108  Park  Ave- 
nue, Raleigh. 

Jean  Lyon,  '4  2,  of  Fayetteville  and 
Washington,  D.  C,  to  William  George 
Thomas,  III,  Captain,  Army  of  the  United 
States,  of  East  Orange,  New  Jersey,  on 
Saturday,  January  12,  in  Walter  Reed 
Memorial  Chapel.  Washington.  Hannah 
Lyon,  '44,  was  her  sister's  maid-of-honor. 
Captain  Thomas  is  stationed  at  Camp 
Butner  and  the  couple  is  living  in  Dur- 
ham. 

Betty  Jean  Miller,  ex  '41,  of  Raleigh, 
to  John  Dennis  Ruppert,  of  Huntington, 
Long  Island,  New  York,  on  Saturday, 
February  9,  at  4  o'clock,  in  the  Sacred 
Heart  Cathedral,   Raleigh. 

Helen  Ritchie  Morton,  ex  '3  3,  of  Ra- 
leigh and  Roxboro,  to  Wade  C.  Lewis, 
Jr.,  also  of  Raleigh,  on  Saturday,  Janu- 
ary 26,  at  8  o'clock,  in  the  First  Baptist 
Church,  Raleigh.  The  couple  lives  at  1915 
Colonial  Road,  Raleigh. 


23 


Saint  Mary's  School  (j 


Sara  Brooks  Nair,  '39  (H.  S.),  of  Clif- 
ton Forge,  Virginia,  to  Dr.  William  Duer 
James,  Jr..  of  Hamlet,  on  Tuesday,  Janu- 
ary 29,  in  the  Presbyterian  Church,  Clif- 
ton Forge,  Virginia. 

Mary  Marsh  Olsen,  '39,  of  Raleigh,  to 
William  Clarkson,  III,  Lieutenant  (jg), 
United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Corsi- 
cana,  Texas,  on  Saturday,  February  9, 
at  8:30  o'clock,  in  the  Church  of  the 
Good  Shepherd,  Raleigh.  Martha  Ann 
Olsen,  '47  (H.  S.),  was  her  sister's  maid- 
of-honor.  The  couple  lives  in  New  Or- 
leans,  where  the   groom  is  stationed. 

Margaret  Parker,  ex  '44  (Bus.),  of 
Woodland,  to  William  Warwick  Hill,  of 
Murfreesboro.  on  Thursday,  December 
27.  Jane  Lee  Parker,  '46,  was  maid-of- 
honor  in  the  wedding. 

Carolyn  Elizabeth  Reed,  '39  (H.  S.), 
of  St.  Petersburg.  Florida,  and  Hender- 
son, to  George  A.  Alcock,  Jr.,  of  Boston. 
Massachusetts,  on  Sunday,  December  30, 
in  the  Episcopal  Church,  St.  Petersburg, 
Florida. 

Ellen  Stncky,  '41,  of  Fort  Myers.  Flori- 
da, to  Douglas  Harold  Parker,  on  Tues- 
day, November  27,  in  Fort  Myers,  Florida. 

Mary  Augusta  Taylor,  '41,  of  Roanoke 
Rapids,  to  Robert  Fletcher  Long,  Lieu- 
tenant, United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of 
Baltimore  and  Washington.  D.  C,  on  Sat- 
urday, January  12,  at  8  o'clock,  in  the 
First  Methodist  Church,  Roanoke  Rapids. 

May  Carroll  Taylor,  ex  '46,  of  Short 
Hills.  New  Jersey,  to  Robert  Friedlander, 
Ensign,  United  States  Naval  Reserve,  on 
Thursday,  December  27,  at  the  home  of 
her  parents. 

Eleanor  Randolph  Thomas,  '45,  of 
Charlotte,  to  Nathan  Wilson  Land,  of 
Hamlet,  on  Saturday,  February  16,  at  8 
o'clock,  in  St.  Peter's  Episcopal  Church, 
Charlotte.  Bridesmaids  in  the  wedding 
were  Betty  Bobbitt.  '44  (H.  S.),  Marion 
Thomas,  ex  '44,  Betty  Johnson,  '44  (H. 
S.),  Jane  Sloan.  '44  (H.  S.).  Mavis  Bunn, 
'45,  and  Jean  Sullivan,  '45.  The  couple 
will  live  in  Hamlet. 

Grace  Hawkins  Thompson,  ex  '40,  of 
Richmond,  Virginia,  to  Larry  Ichabod 
Moore,  Jr.,  of  Wilson  and  New  Bern,  on 
Thursday,  February  7,  in  Richmond,  Vir- 
ginia. 


Births 

A  daughter,  Margaret  Skinner,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  W.  H.  W.  Anderson,  of 
Raleigh,  on  December  2.  Mrs.  Anderson 
is  the  former  Elizabeth  Ferguson,  '3  4,  of 
Greenville.  The  Andersons  are  living  in 
Pensacola,  Florida,  where  Lieutenant  An- 
derson is  stationed   with  the  Navy. 

A  daughter,  Parke  Morris,  to  Lieuten- 
ant and  Mrs.  Robert  D.  Baskervill,  III, 
of  Henderson,  on  January  13.  Mrs.  Bas- 
kervill was  Effie  Louise  Flannagan,  '37. 
of  Henderson. 

A  daughter,  Betsy  Anne,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Charles  W.  Bradshaw,  of  Raleigh. 
on  January  29.  Mrs.  Bradshaw  is  the 
Eorraer    Betsy    Anne    Clendenin,    ex    '42 

(Bus.),  of  Raleigh. 
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A  son,  Lawrence  Outwater,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  William  David  Bulloch,  of  Enfield, 
on  November  24.  Mrs.  Bulloch  is  the 
former  Ann  Boyd  Whitaker,  '36,  of  En- 
field. Mr.  Bulloch  has  recently  received 
his  discharge  from  the  Navy. 

A  daughter,  Barbara  Edith,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Carroll  E.  Church,  of  Houston, 
Texas,  on  February  14.  Mrs.  Church 
was  Barbara  Thompson,  ex  '38,  of  Ra- 
leigh. 

A  son,  James  Telfair,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  James  Telfair  Cordon,  of  Raleigh, 
on  February  1.  Mrs.  Cordon  is  the  for- 
mer Matilda  Ehringhaus,  ex  '35  (H.  S.), 
of  Raleigh.  Mr.  Cordon  is  the  son  of 
Mrs.  James  H.  Cordon  (nee  Betsy  Lon- 
don, '06). 

A  son,  Emmett  Lee,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Allen  Gaskin,  II,  of  Birmingham,  Ala- 
bama, on  December  1.  Mrs.  Gaskin  is 
the  former  Chita  Smith,  '3  9,  of  Birming- 
ham. The  Gaskins  have  another  child, 
Thomas  Allen,  III,  now  three  and  one- 
half  years  old. 

A  daughter,  Mary  Bunn,  to  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Thomas  McGregor  Hunter,  on  Feb- 
ruary 1.  Mrs.  Hunter  is  the  former  An- 
nie Hyman  Bunn,  '40,  of  Henderson. 

A  daughter,  Mary  Battle,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Thomas  D.  Jeffress,  of  Rocky  Mount, 
on  October  15.  Mrs.  Jeffress  is  the  for- 
mer Jane  Spruill,  ex  '39,  of  Rocky  Mount. 

A  son,  Edward  Lauck,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Edward  Lauck  Lanahan,  of  Pitts- 
burgh, Pennsylvania,  on  November  23. 
Mrs.  Lanahan  was  Ann  McClenaghan,  '40 
(H.  S.),  of  Raleigh. 

A  son,  Marc  Palmer,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Samuel  R.  Leager,  of  Raleigh,  on  De- 
cember 23.  Mrs.  Leager  was  Rebecca 
Norman,  '3  8,  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Jacqueline,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  William  Lively,  of  Washington,  D. 
C,  on  January  9.  Mrs.  Lively  is  the  for- 
mer Cheshire  Cox,  ex  '35,  of  Washing- 
ton, D.  C,  and  Raleigh. 

A  son,  William  Lunsford,  III,  to  Dr. 
and  Mrs.  William  Lunsford  Long,  Jr.,  of 
Cleveland,  Ohio,  on  December  26.  Mrs. 
Long  is  the  former  Rebecca  Williams, 
'36,  of  Raleigh. 

A  son,  Frederick  Christian,  II,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  John  R.  Mayer,  of  New  York 
City,  in  September.  Mrs.  Mayer  is  the 
former  Dorothy  See,  '39,  of  Atlanta.  Geor- 
gia. Their  address  is  330  W.  72nd  St., 
New  York  23,  N.  Y. 

A  daughter,  Sally,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sam 
Means,  of  Spartanburg,  South  Carolina, 
on  November  29.  Mrs.  Means  was  Betty 
Chapman,  '39.  of  Spartanburg,  South 
Carolina. 

A  daughter.  Placide  Clark,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Charles  E.  Noell,  Jr.,  of  Durham, 
on  January  30.  Mrs.  Noell  is  the  former 
[iOSSie  Taylor,  '39,  of  Wilmington. 

A  daughter,  Leah  Graves,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Gerald  Colfax  Osgood,  of  Oxford, 
on  December  10.  Mrs.  Osgood  is  the 
former  Josephine  Peoples,  ex  '39,  of  Ox- 
ford. 


A  daughter,  Sarah  Vann,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Whitmel  Stringfellow  Peoples,  of 
Danville,  Virginia,  on  January  4.  Mrs. 
Peoples  is  the  former  Sarah  Dixon  Vann, 
'32,  of  Franklinton;  she  was  alumnae 
secretary  at  Saint  Mary's  from   1940-42. 

A  daughter,  Martha  Gatlin,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Andrew  Craig  Phillips,  of  Chapel 
Hill,  on  January  9.  Mrs.  Phillips  is  the 
former  Mary  Martha  Cobb,  '41,  of  Chapel 
Hill. 

A  daughter,  Mary  Person,  to  Captain 
and  Mrs.  Waddill  Piatt,  of  Versailles, 
Kentucky,  and  Fort  Monroe,  Virginia,  on 
January  23.  Mrs.  Piatt  is  the  former 
Mary  Andrews  Person,  ex  '3  2,  of  Raleigh 
and  Versailles,  Kentucky.  Present  ad- 
dress: 61  Fenwick  Rd.,  Fort  Monroe, 
Virginia. 

A  son,  Wright  Noble,  to  Lieutenant 
Commander  and  Mrs.  William  B.  Rod- 
man, IV,  of  Newport  News,  Virginia,  on 
January  20.  Mrs.  Rodman  was  Susan 
Noble,  '41,  of  Gloucester,  Virginia.  The 
Rodmans  have  another  son,  William  B., 
V.  Lieutenant  Commander  Rodman  is 
now  aboard  the  U.  S.  S.  Boston  in  Jap- 
anese waters. 

A  son,  George  Kelly,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  George  Kelly  Ryan,  of  San  Fran- 
cisco, California,  on  November  26.  Mrs. 
Ryan  is  the  former  Lucy  Maria  Dortch, 
'33,  of  Raleigh. 

A  son,  Charles  Hinton,  Jr.,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Charles  Hinton  Silver, 
of  Fort  Sill,  Oklahoma,  on  December  3. 
Mrs.  Silver  was  Betty  Wales,  '41,  of 
Edenton. 

A  son,  Charles  Albert,  to  Captain  and 
Mrs.  Bradford  Snow  Tucker,  of  Atlanta, 
Georgia,  in  January.  Mrs.  Tucker  is  the 
former  Betty  Farrar,  '3  7,  of  Raleigh  and 
Atlanta,  Ga.  Captain  Tucker,  who  is  the 
son  of  Mr.  A.  W.  Tucker,  former  business 
manager  of  Saint  Mary's  and  Mrs.  Tuck- 
er, is  with  the  army  of  occupation  in 
Germany. 

A  son,  George  Benedict,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  George  B.  Watson,  of  Rocky  Mount, 
in  November.  Mrs.  Watson  was  Martha 
Ann  Speight,  '39,  of  Rocky  Mount. 

A  son,  Francis  James,  III,  to  Lieu- 
tenant and  Mrs.  Francis  J.  Wideman,  Jr., 
of  Washington,  D.  C,  on  December  22. 
Mrs.  Wideman  is  the  former  Sarah 
Tucker,  '43.  of  Raleigh.  Lieutenant 
Wideman  is  with  the  Marine  Corps  on 
Siapan  at  the  present  time. 


Deaths 

Mary  Pringle  Frost,  'S9,  of  Charleston, 
South  Carolina,  in  1943. 

Margaret  Tyson  Lee,  '00,  of  Raleigh, 
on  January  18,  1946. 

Mrs.  James  Norfleet  Smith,  of  Golds- 
boro  (nee  Annie  Battle  Miller,  '2  6,  of 
Goldsboro),   on  August   8,    1945. 

Mrs.  John  William  Nowell,  of  Wake 
Forest     (nee    Margaret    Alice    Edwards, 

'15,  of  Raleigh),  on  November  27,  1945. 
Mrs.  Nowell  was  awarded  the  Niles  Medal 
during  her  junior  year  at  Saint  Mary's, 
and  was  valedictorian  of  her  class  her 
senior  year. 
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AN   OPEN  LETTER  TO  MARTHA   CON- 
GER, EDITOR  OF  THE  BULLETIN, 
1046-47 

Dear  Martha, 

You  are  the  new  editor  of  the  BULLETIN. 
;  and  I  want  to  wish  you  all  the  luck  and 
r  success  possible  in  your  new  undertaking. 
I  know  that  you  will  enjoy  directing-  and 
working-  with  your  staff  next  year,  and  that 
you  will  derive  equally  as  much  pleasure  in 
r  working  with  Mr.  Moore,  Mr.  Stoughton, 
and  the  other  editors,  as  well  as  any  one 
else  connected  with  the  publications.  You 
know,  as  well  as  I,  what  an  honor  and  a 
responsibility  you  have  as  editor ;  but  I 
know  that  you  will  live  up  to  all  my  expec- 
tations as  editor  of  the  BULLETIN.  I  can't 
tell  you,  Martha,  how  sincerely  glad  and 
pleased  I  am  that  you  were  chosen  editor. 
I  leave  my  BULLETIN  work  this  year  with 
much  regret,  but  I  know  that  I  am  leaving 
it  in  excellent  hands.  I'm  looking  forward 
to  the  1046-47  issues  nf  the  BULLETIN. 
Congratulations,  Martha. 

Very  sincerely, 
Mary  Bull  Pinckney,  Editor,  '40. 

APPRECIATION 

Thanks  to  all  of  you  who  have  helped  me 
so  much  this  year.  Thanks  for  the  co- 
operation you  have  given  me  and  for  the 
enthusiasm  you  have  shared  with  me. 
Thanks  to  Camp  and  Charlotte  and  Beau 
for  their  short  stories ;  thanks  to  Logan  and 
Gene  for  their  poetry  ;  thanks  to  all  of  you 
who  have  contributed  material  to  the  BUL- 
LETIN. 

Thanks  to  Mr.  Moore,  without  whose  guid- 
ance this  could  never  be  published.  Thanks 
to  Mr.  Stoughton  for  his  helpful  suggestions 
and  co-operation.  Thanks  to  Mr.  Byuum 
for  his  patience  in  printing  the  BULLETIN. 

Thanks  to  all  of  you  who  have  read  the 
BULLETIN,  students  and  alumnae,  and  for 
your  comments,  praises,  and  criticisms. 
Without  all  of  you  to  help  me,  the  BULLE- 
TIN would  never  he  what  it  is. 

M.B.P. 

THE   COVER 

Graduation  day,  June  3,  1946!  There 
were  family,  friends,  faculty,  students ;  but 
the  most  important  people  of  the  day  were 
the  graduating  sophomores  and  especially 
the  seniors.  Monday  was  theirs  and  theirs 
alone.  On  the  cover  is  a  picture  of  the 
crowd  with  its  attention  centered  on  the 
girls  of  the  day.  Everyone  was  happy  and 
gay  and  contented ;  and  yet  there  was  a 
strong,  pulling  feeling  inside  saying,  "No,  it 
can't  be  over !"  On  the  faces  of  these  people 
are  those  mixed  emotions,  the  same  emo- 
tions others  in  their  places  have  felt  here 
for  one  hundred  and  four  years ;  yet  each 
time  it  is  new. 


Editor. 


.Mary  Bull  Pinckney 


SATISFACTION 


We,    the    senior    class    of    Saint    Mary's. 

The  BULLETIN  is  issued  five  times  a  year  graduated  June  third.    We  separated  finally 

by  the  students  of  Saint  Mary's  School  in  for  the  first  time  in  almost  two  years.    Last 

the  interest  of  the  alumnae  and  the  school :  summer  when  we  left,  we  left  knowing  that 

December,      February      (catalogue      issue),  ,ve    wmll(,    so(m    return      Now    we    all    are 

March.  June,  and  July   (book  of  views).  gQing  our  yarious  am]  sepal..lfe  ways     Pl.„b. 

Articles  of  interest  to  students  and  alum-  aDiy  wc  wlll  neTer  all  be  together  again  ; 

flV\7^'1T;itSv./«n^nn71T"T1T^*r'TV  certainly   if   we    are,    we   can    never    relive 

to   SAINT  MARl'S   SCHOOL  BULLETIN,  «,___   „„„,.   t    „                                                    ,., 

Saint  Mary's  School,  Raleigh,  North  Caro^  tllese  past  tw0  ye*rsJ   neTf   reC"ptuf  J*e 

■j  joys  and  sorrows  that  we  have  shared  here 

-1    .        ,    T   i      o    mo-      t  t>   i  ■   i     nt     1.1  together.      But    we    will    always    remember 

Entered   July  3,   1905,  at  Raleigh    North  one  anuthel.  anfl  fe           „        ea|.h     £ 

Carolina,  as  second-class  matter  under  Act  upnoialrig   rbe           ,    that    tbe    otluM.s   h 

of  Congress  of  July  16,  1894.  taught  to  us. 

-  When  we  first  entered  Saint  Mary's,  we 

knew   that  our  final   goal   was  graduation, 

CONTENTS  ancl  yetl  as  we  ""Preached  it  and  when  it 

page  finally  happened,  we  realized  then  and  only 

„..,,,„.,.                                      .,  then    that    our   past    two   years    were    only 

Saint  Mary's  Presidents 2  memorles,      N(nv    we    1(?avJe    with    M    t„at 

Saint  Mary's  Commencement  Program 4  Saint  Mary's  has  taught,  to  us  and  we  go  on 

,,     .       „, ,       „„  „,                                              .  to  teach  it  to  others  through  our  lives.     We 

Senior  Class  Poem 4  face  a  worfd  ()f  opportunlsty  nmv  .  fne  war 

Salutatory    5  has  ended   and   Saint   Mary's  girls  have   a 

Vnlortief-nrv                                                           r.  Place  in  securing  the  peace.     We  know  that 

'                  •'    our  experiences  here  at   Saint   Mary's  will 

Baccalaureate   Sermon 5  help  us  to  do  that. 

Commencement  Address 6  We  go  forth  satisfied;  satisfied  with  the 

small  part  of  our  lives  spent  here  ;  satisfied 

Candidates  for  Graduation 8  wlth   tne  friends  we  have  made;    satisfied 

Student  Body  Officers 10  witn  the  work  we  have  done;  and  satisfied 

because  we  have  been  happy  here.  We  leave 

The    Invitation 11  secure  in  the  knowledge  that  the  ideas  and 

The  Close  of  a  Summer's  Day 11  ideals  that  we  have  learned  here  are  now 

and  always  will  be  an  integral  part  of  our 

The  Little  Fish 12  nves. 

No   Answer 13  M.B.P. 

A  Winter  Night 13 

On    Men 14  YOUTH 

The  Shadows  Lifted 13  We,    the    girls    who    are    leaving    Saint 

Yftermath                                                           17  Mar3''s    f°r    good,    wonder    about    a    lot    of 

things.    Very  few  of  us  have  had  any  really 

Night  17  "tough  knocks,"  hut  when  they  come  to  us, 

Company  for  Dinner                                        IS  W<J  wonder  how  we'll  stand  up  under  them. 

We  wonder  if  we're  always  going  to   find 

Week-end  Alone 20  the  friendliness  and   naturalness   in   others 

Wishful    Thinking                                            22  as   we   have    found    in    the    girls    we    have 

known  here.     We  wonder  if  others  will  be 

Spring  Song 22  ;ls  interested  in  us  as  our, friends  here  have 

Expectancy    23  been.      You    see,    comparatively     speaking. 

The   Comma                                                       23  we've  lived  a  very  short  while.     We  think 

we  know  and  understand  a  great  deal,  and 

we   do    in    our   very    own    way;    but    down 

NEWS  OF  ALUMNAE  underneath  we  know  that  we  are  just  begin- 

.             Ar      .      .                                                 9,  ning  to  live.     We  know  that  we  have  a  lot 

Across  -My  Desk -4  of  ufe  ahe8id  ()f  ug  fl„e(1  witb  tningg  rhat 

Report  of  the  Alumnae  Secretary 25  ,VP  do  not  dream  of.     We  know  that  there 

Meeting  of  the  General  Alumnae  Asso-  will   be  a   great   many   decisions   for  us  to 

ciation  25  make;  yet,  even  while  accepting  that  for  a 

Address  by  Martha  Dabnev  Jones 26  tsxct-  we  won't  realize  the  seriousness  of  it 

„..,„,                                               „_  until  we  face  it.     We  know  that  "experience 

Financial  Report 2,  ,g  fte  bes(  teaehel.,.  amI  tnat  we  Wlin,t  pron( 

Gift  to  Mrs.  Oruikshank 27  by  our  elder's  mistakes.     We  have  to   find 

Class  Fund.  1944 28  out  for  ourselves  by  making  our  own  mis- 
Class  Fund,  1945  28  takes;  but,  after  all,  that  is  part  of  living, 
fi  it1,  i"  in_ic  ot;  We  know  that  we  have  a  lot  of  love  to  give 
Liass  r-uno,  i.«t> -f>  tQ  a  lQt  ()f  people  and  a  lot  of  placeSi  just 

Colie  Conies  to  College 28  ag  we  have  given  our  love  t0  gaint  Mary's. 

Alumnae   Chapters 29  Within   each   of  us    we   are   bubbling   over 

May  Dav  Celebrations                                    29  with  some  indefinable  emotion.    We  want  to 

Picture  of  Bishop  AtkinsoZI!"!"""!!  30  Uf?  "P  °"r  arms  t0  \he.^  ¥***?&  rW** 

1  going  forward  wondering  about  the  future. 

To  You 30  niir  we're  going  forward  unafraid  because 

Class  News 30  we  are  Youth  and  we  have  things  to  do. 

Milestones  39  M.B.P. 


Saint  Mary's  School 


SAINT  MARY'S  PRESIDENTS! 

At  Commencement  194<f  Dr.  Richard  Gabriel  Stone,  president-elect  of  Saint  Mary's, 
and  Mrs.  Ernest  Cmikshank,  president  of  Saint  Mary's  since  1932,  were  attractively 
photographed  together. 


Richard  Gabriel  Stone,  Ph.  D. 

President  1946- 

Dr.  Richard  Gabriel  Stone  was  unanimously  chosen  as 
president  of  Saint  Mary's  School  at  a  special  meeting  of 
the  board  of  trustees,  May  21.  A  telegram  announcing 
his  acceptance  of  the  position  was  received  by  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Edwin  A.  Penick,  D.D.,  chairman  of  the  board  of  trustees, 
on  May  28. 

Dr.  Stone  is  now  a  captain  in  the  U.  S.  Army,  security 

and  intelligence  division  of  the  Fourth  Service  command, 

headquarters   in  Atlanta.     He   expects  to  be  discharged 

July  15  and  to  be  in  residence  on  the  campus  by  August  20. 

(Continued  on  Page  3) 


Margaret  Jones  Cruikshank,  M.  A. 

President  1932-1946 

As  this  is  the  last  Commencement  over  which  Mrs. 
Cruikshank  will  preside  as  president  of  Saint  Mary's 
School  and  Junior  College,  I  have  been  requested  by  the 
Board  of  Trustees  that  met  in  Raleigh  on  May  21,  1946, 
to  read  the  following  Minutes  of  Appreciation  which  will 
be  spread  upon  the  permanent  records  of  that  body. 

Mrs.  Margaret  Jones  Cruikshank  became  the  first 
president  of  this  institution  in  1932.  She  brought  to  this 
newly  created  office,  not  only  the  well  trained  talents  and 
seasoned  experience  of  an  educator  but  also  a  sympathetic 
understanding    of    the    history    and    traditions    of    Saint 
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MARGARET  JONES  CRUIKSHANK 

(From  P.   2,   Col.    2) 

Mary's  School.  For  she  had  been  a  student  here,  graduat- 
ing in  1896.  She  also  taught  here  from  1897  until  1910 
except  for  a  few  intervening  periods  of  advanced  study  at 
Columbia  University.  In  1911  she  married  Mr.  Ernest 
Cruikshank  who  was  then  a  member  of  the  faculty  and 
also  secretary  of  the  School.  Their  three  children  were 
born  here,  and  both  of  her  daughters  were  graduates  of 
Saint  Mary's.  In  short,  as  student,  teacher,  and  admin- 
istrative head,  much  of  Mrs.  Cruikshank's  life  has  been 
identified  with  this  school  in  some  intimate  capacity. 

RICHARD  G.  STONE 

(From   P.   2,   Col.   1) 

A  special  committee  of  the  board  of  trustees,  represent- 
ing the  five  Carolina  dioceses  of  the  Episcopal  Church 
that  own  Saint  Mary's,  unanimously  recommended  Dr. 
Stone.  The  committee  has  been  working  since  last,  fall  and 
has  investigated  a  large  number  of  well  qualified  educa- 
tors, both  men  and  women.  The  report  of  the  special 
committee  was  unanimously  adopted  by  the  twenty-three 
trustees  present  at  the  meeting. 

A  native  of  Maryland,  Dr.  Stone  is  a  graduate  of 
"Western  Maryland  College,  and  received  his  Ph.D.  degree 
.  in  history  and  economies  from  Johns  Hopkins  University. 
He  taught  history  and  economics  at  Converse  College, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C,  for  ten  years  prior  to  entering  the 
army.    Dr.  Stone  is  43. 

In  1935  Dr.  Stone  was  married  to  Marye  Grove,  of  Roan- 
oke, Virginia,  a  graduate  of  Converse.  They  have  a  son, 
Richard  G.,  Jr.,  who  is  eight  years  old.  He  and  his  family 
will  move  to  Raleigh  this  summer.  Dr.  Stone  will  succeed 
Mrs.  Ernest  Cruikshank,  who  is  retiring  after  fourteen 
years  of  service  as  president  of  Saint  Mary's. 

We  know  that  his  excellent  education  and  interest  in 
Saint  Mary's  will  enable  him  to  do  a  great  deal  for  the 
school.  We  have  much  confidence  in  him  and  are  sure  that 
he  will  live  up  to  our  highest  expectations.  We  are  looking 
forward  to  his  being  here  next  year  and  to  welcoming  him 
to  Saint  Mary's.  We  hope  that  he  will  feel  at  home  here 
and  love  it  as  much  as  we  do. 


When  she  assumed  the  office  of  president,  Mrs.  Cruik- 
shank was  confronted  with  many  serious  problems.  It  was 
the  depth  of  the  depression  in  1932 ;  a  heavy  debt  had 
accumulated,  and  the  enrollment  had  dropped  to  less  than 
one  hundred  students.  Under  her  sure  and  decisive 
leadership  this  financial  crisis  was  met  and  overcome. 
Students  enrolled  in  increasing  numbers  and  continued 
to  do  so.  For  the  past  nine  years  the  full  accommodations 
of  the  school  have  been  taxed  to  capacity,  and  there  has 
been  a  waiting  list  of  applicants.  This  favorable  condition 
has  enabled  the  school  to  select  its  students  with  a  result- 
ing improvement  in  the  general  quality  of  scholarship. 
During  her  administration  two  buildings  have  been 
erected,  the  "Hut"  and  the  Music  Building,  and  the 
Library  has  been  renovated,  enlarged,  and  modernized. 
With  the  increase  of  the  student  body,  there  has  been  a 
corresponding  increase  in  the  faculty  and  staff.  It  was  at 
Mrs.  Cruikshank's  suggestion  that  the  board  of  trustees 
adopted  the  policy  of  enrolling  students  for  courses  in  the 
fine  arts  with  no  additional  tuition  charge.  This  was  a  pro- 
gressive step  which  few  similar  institutions  in  this  country 
had  taken  at  that  time.  The  standards  of  these  departments 
were  immediately  elevated  and  their  faculties  consider- 
ably increased.  There  are  other  significant  events  in  the 
life  of  Saint  Mary's  that  will  always  be  associated  with 
Mrs.  Cruikshank's  administration,  notably,  the  active 
organization  of  the  student  government,  the  inauguration 
of  a  retirement  plan  for  faculty  and  staff,  the  liquidation 
of  a  burdensome  debt,  and  the  successful  beginning  of  the 
Centennial  Fund  Campaign. 

Above  all  things  Mrs.  Cruikshank  will  be  remembered 
because  of  her  personal  solicitude  for  the  happiness  and 
scholastic  success  of  the  individual  students  whose 
welfare  was  her  constant  concern.  For  these  faithful 
fourteen  years,  full  of  courage  in  the  presence  of  difficul- 
ties, full  of  modesty  in  the  midst  of  success,  a  period  of 
uninterrupted  development  and  consistent  expansion,  as 
new  times  '  made  new  demands,  the  trustees  of  Saint 
Mary's  hereby  record  their  sincere  and  grateful  thanks. 

Edwin  A.  Penick,  D.D.,  Chairman, 

Board  of  Trustees, 

Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College 


3  June  1946. 


NOTE  TO  GRADUATING  CLASSES 

The  Editor  regrets  that  space  and  paper  limitations 
make  it  necessary  to  omit  the  class  prophecies  and  class 
histories. 


Saint  Maky's  School 


Saint  Marys  Commencement  Program 
May  3 1 ,  June  I  -3,  1 946 


FRIDAY  AND  SATURDAY 

Commencement  exercises  began  at  8 :15  on  Friday  night 
when  the  Saint  Mary's  Dramatic  Club,  under  the  direction 
of  Miss  Florence  C.  Davis,  presented  the  Shakespearian 
play.  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Sophomore  Class  Day  exercises  began  the  activities  on 
Saturday  morning.  At  eleven  o'clock  the  entire  sophomore 
class  marched  down  the  front  steps  of  Smedes  and  then 
Helen  Eppes,  president  of  the  class,  welcomed  the  parents, 
faculty,  student  body,  and  friends.  The  class  sang  the 
Alma  Mater,  Cama  Clarkson  read  the  Class  Roll,  Kathleen 
Smither  read  "the  Class  prophecy,  Logan  Vaught  read  the 
Sophomore  superlatives,  and  Nancy  Norton  gave  the  last 
will  and  testament. 

Mrs.  Ernest  Cruikshank,  president  of  Saint  Mary's, 
presented  the  highest  award  for  scholastic  standing  in  the 
Sophomore  Class  to  Mary  Allen  Hazen.  Following  Mrs. 
Cruikshank's  presentation,  Helen  Eppes  presented  the 
class  gift. 

The  class  song,  accompanied  by  Marilyn  Whetstone,  and 
the  benediction,  pronounced  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding 
Hughes,  closed  the  program. 

At  two-thirty,  the  Alumnae  meeting  was  held  in  the 
hut. 

Senior  Class  Day  exercises  began  at  four  o'clock  in  the 
auditorium.  Mildred  Keen  Chappell,  president  of  the 
Senior  class,  gave  the  welcome,  and  following  it,  Kath- 
erine  Ro3'all  read  the  Senior  Class  Prayer.  The  student 
body  then  sang  the  Belles  of  Saint  Mary's.  Sue  Murphree 
Thomas  read  the  Senior  Class  Roll  and  Mary  Glen  Slater 
read  the  Senior  Class  History  which  was  written  by  Mary 
Glen  Slater  and  Florence  Latham  Dawson.  Mildred  Chap- 
pell presented  the  class  gift.  The  Senior  Class  Prophecy, 
written  and  read  by  Amie  Cheatham  Watkins,  Mary 
Spotswood  Baskervill,,  and  Sarah  Belle  Buchanan  was 
followed  by  the  Senior  Class  Poem,  read  by  Mary  Bull 
Pinekney.  Estelle  Boyce  read  the  Last  Will  and  Testa- 
ment, written  bj-  Estelle  Boyce  and  Sally  Anne  Elliott. 

Jane  Lee  Parker  read  the  following  Senior  Superlatives  : 
Carolyn  DesChamps,  sportsmanship;  Mildred  Chappell, 
school  spirit ;  Katherine  Royall,  athletics  ;  Lib  Price  Hines, 
dependability ;  Kathryn  Fulton,  charm ;  Emma  Katie 
Guion,  intellect ;  Mary  Helen  James,  beauty ;  Jane  Camp- 
bell, versatility;  Sallie  Lee,  friendliness;  Lib  Clinard, 
style ;  Betty  Smith,  wit ;  Spot  Baskervill,  originality. 

Kathryn  Fulton,  retiring  president  of  the  Student 
Government  Association  for  1945-46,  inaugurated  Peggy 
Swindell  as  president  for  1946-47. 

The  Monograms  were  awarded  by  Mrs.  Ernest  Cruik- 
shank to  the  following  girls  for  their  "loyalty,  honesty, 
and  high  devotion  to  the  school  and  its  interests":  Kath- 
ryn Fulton,  Jane  Campbell,  Sarah  Buchanan,  Emma  Katie 
Guion,  Sally  Anne  Elliott,  and  Katherine  Royall. 

('.  A.  P.  Moore,  head  of  the  English  department,  pre- 
sented the  publications  awards.  These  went  to  the  editors 
for  next  yeai',  Anne  Jones,  Belles;  Martha  Conger,  Bulle- 
tin; Gene  Rose,  Stage  Coach;  to  Adelaide  Linehan,  Busi- 


ness Manager  for  the  Stage  Coach;  and  to  the  following 
girls  for  their  diligent  work  and  devotion  to  the  publica- 
tions :  Logan  Vaught,  Amie  Watkins,  Estelle  Boyce,  Mary 
Glen  Slater,  Loula  Rogers,  Margo  Martin,  Spot  Baskervill,  • 
and  Mary  Louise  Moulton. 

As  editor  of  the  Stage  Coach,  Jane  Campbell  dedicated 
this  year's  edition  to  The  Saint  Mary's  Student. 

The  Senior  Class  sang  Good-bye,  School  and  then  the 
Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding  Hughes  closed  the  program  with  the 
benediction. 

Immediately  following  the  exercises  annuals  were  given 
out  and  an  art  exhibit  was  on  display  in  the  art  building. 

SUNDAY 

Corporate  Communion  for  the  Senior  Class  was  cele- 
brated Sunday  morning  at  8  :00. 

At  11 :00  the  Right  Rev.  Thomas  H.  Wright,  D.D., 
Bishop  of  the  Diocese  of  East  Carolina,  delivered  the 
Baccalaureate  sermon. 

Vespers,  including  an  organ  recital  and  Alumnae 
Service,  were  held  at  5 :00.  At  6  :00  the  entire  student  body 
participated  in  annual  step  singing  on  the  steps  of 
Smedes. 

MONDAY 

Dr.  Francis  Butler  Simkins,  Ph.D.,  Associate  Professor 
of  history,  State  Teachers  College,  Farmville,  Va.,  de- 
livered! the  commencement  address  at  ten-thirty  on 
Monday  morning  in  the  auditorium,  following  the  saluta- 
tory by  Eugenia  Anne  Prothro  of  Manning,  South  Caro- 
lina. The  valedictory  by  Mary  Louise  Moulton  of  New 
Bern,  North  Carolina,  was  followed  by  the  presentation 
of  the  Niles  Medal  for  general  excellency  to  Ann  Fripp 
Jones;  the  Cooper  Medal  to  Myrtle  White  Alston  and 
Josephine  Cooper;  the  English  Comprehensive  Prize  to 
Sally  Anne  Elliott;  the  annual-  Raleigh  High  School 
scholarship  award  to  Edith  Winslow  of  Needham  Brough- 
ton ;  the  high  school  diplomas,  and  the  departmental  cer- 
tificates by  Mrs.  Cruikshank.  Prayers  and  presentation 
of  the  junior  college  diplomas  by  the  Rt.  Rev.  Edwin  A. 
Penick,  D.D.,  president  of  the  board  of  trustees,  in  the 
chapel  climaxed  the  day. 

As  the  chief  marshal,  Lavan  Baltzell  performed  the 
traditional  ceremony  of  dropping  the  handkerchief  in 
front  of  Smedes,  symbolizing  the  end  of  the  1945-46  ses- 
sion of  Saint  Mary's. 

SENIOR  CLASS  POEM 

To  Saint  Mary's 
By  Maky  Bull  Pinckney,  '46 
We  have  loved  the  time  we  have  spent  here  with  you. 
Because  we  love  the  life  we  live 
You  have  added  something  more. 
You  have  given  us  memories  and  certainty  of  a  glorious 

past. 
You   have   given   us  promises   of   a   future   bright 
With   the   happiness   we   have   experienced  here. 
And  as  we  leave,  we  cry,  not  because  we  leave 
As    much    as   for    something   beautiful   that    has    ended. 


June  1946 


Salutatory 


Valedictory 


With  humility,  but  also  with  a  certain  amount  of 
pardonable  pride,  the  senior  class  of  1946  welcomes  you 
to  our  graduation. 

These  two  years  have  meant  a  great  deal  to  us.  From 
our  text  books  we  have  learned  many  facts ;  but  we  hope 
we  have  also  learned  what  is  far  more  important,  to  reason 
and  think  for  ourselves.  Our  sense  of  values  has  deepened. 
Most  of  us  came  to  college  because  we  were  sent.  In  high 
school  we  gave  few  moments  to  serious  thought  about 
the  importance  of  our  education.  Now,  without  question, 
most  of  us  realize  that  we  not  only  need  an  education  but 
also  that  we  actually  want  one.  We  want  one  even  in  a 
broader  sense  than  most  schools  can  give  us. 

To  you,  our  parents,  we  give  our  deepest  thanks  for 
making  it  possible  for  us  to  come  to  Saint  Mary's ;  and 
to  you,  our  teachers,  we  offer  our  appreciation  for  your 
guidance  in  every  phase  of  our  lives  at  Saint  Mary's,  for 
your  interest  in  us,  and  for  the  friendships  we  have  made 
among  you. 

Again,  on  behalf  of  the  graduating  class  of  1946,  allow 
me  to  extend  a  most  hearty  welcome  to  all  of  you. 

Eugenia  Anne  Peothko,  '46 


Graduation  is  a  time  for  summing  up  all  that  Saint 
Mary's  has  meant  to  us  during  the  last  two  years.  From 
a  very  narrow  point  of  view  our  days  here  are  over ;  but 
the  spiritual  values  which  we  have  received  and  the 
friendships  which  we  have  made  will  continue  to  grow. 
Saint  Mary's  has  given  us  a  firm  foundation  for  developing 
our  lives  spiritually,  culturally,  and  socially.  Perhaps  the 
greatest  opportunity  which  Saint  Mary's  offered  us  was 
participating  in  student  government,  from  which  we 
learned  that  the  art  of  government  is  very  difficult.  We 
learned  that  to  make  any  undertaking  a  success,  we  must 
cooperate  and  assume  responsibilities. 

Now  we  are  facing  a  world  far  different  from  that  faced 
by  any  other  graduating  class.  The  need  for  understanding 
and  cooperation  in  this  atomic  age  cannot  be  over  esti- 
mated. The  future  of  the  world  may  depend  upon  the  way 
in  which  the  college  students  of  today  accept  their 
responsibility  in  maintaining  the  important  attitude  of 
good  will  towards  others.  This  is  a  challenge  which  Saint 
Mary's  has  prepared  lis  to  meet  and  one  that  we  shall  not 
ignore. 

The  senior  class  of  1946  bids  you  all  good-bye.  To  the 
students,  we  give  our  best  wishes  for  continued  success. 
To  the  faculty,  we  give  our  sineerest  thanks  for  their  help 
and  understanding.  Maky  Louise  Moulton,  '46.. 


The  Values  of  Life 

Baccalaureate  sermon  delivered  hy  the  Rt.  Rev.  Thomas  A. 
Wright,  Bishop  of  East  Carolina,  on  June  2,  19J/6 


Bishop  Wright  took  his  text  from  the  tenth  chapter  of 
the  Gospel  according  to  St.  John,  "I  am  come,  said  Jesus, 
that  ye  may  have  Life  and  that  ye  may  have  it  more 
abundantly."  He  cited  a  college  student  who  had  confused 
religion  and  education  and  quoted  Everett  Dean  Martin 
in  his  book,  The  Meaning  of  a  Liberal  Education,  as  saying 
"An  Education  is  that  background  of  knowledge  that  tells 
what  is  worth  knowing  and  what  is  worth  doing" — in 
other  words,  it  is  finding  a  proper  sense  of  values  for  life. 

Bishop  Wright  then  announced  as  the  subject  of  his 
sermon  The  Values  of  Life,  and  said  that  he  thought 
there  were  three  things  that  determined  our  lives.  First 
of  all,  the  things  that  we  read  in  life.  Few  of  us  realize 
•  the  tremendous  effect  that  our  reading  has  upon  our  lives ; 
it  affects  all  that  we  say  and  think  about  almost  every- 
thing. It  is  not  that  we  read  bad  books,  but  it  is  that  we 
read  so  much  that  simply  does  not  matter.  Carlyle  said, 
"Do  you  know,  if  you  read  this,  then  you  cannot  read 
that."  The  habit  of  good  reading  is  tremendously  impor- 
tant to  cultivate.  It  effects  our  whole  outlook  toward  life. 
He  cited  two  women  whose  outlook  was  shallow  and 
superficial.  These  two  women  are  typical  of  many  men 
and  women  today  who  miss  the  great  things  of  life  in  the 
midst  of  life's  playthings,  women  for  whom  the  great 
drama  of  life  is  buried  in  the  minor  plots. 

The  second  thing  that  will  determine  our  lives  is  the 
friends  that  we  make.  Making  friends  comes  easy  for 


some  of  us  and  hard  for  others.  Some  of  us  have  to 
cultivate  the  art  of  friendship.  One  of  the  tragedies  of 
life  is  to  see  people  who  feel  that  they  have  no  friends,  to 
see  people  who  feel  that  all  others  are  against  them, 
people  who  permit  mole-hills  to  look  like  mountains,  who 
allow  themselves  to  be  swept  off  of  their  feet  by  a  tempest 
in  a  teapot,  people  who  permit  a  whole  day  to  be  spoiled 
by  something  that  was  not  in  the  least  intended  to  hurt 
them.  How  all  of  us  need  a  proper  perspective  in  life. 
Friendship  is  close  to  the  heart  of  God.  Someone  has  said 
that  there  are  two  systems  that  cover  the  earth  and 
touch  every  living  being  upon  earth.  First,  the  system 
of  institutions  with  our  political  states,  our  economic 
organizations,  and  our  national  governments.  But  likewise 
consider  another  system  that  also  covers  the  earth  and 
touches  every  living  being  upon  earth ;  for  under  and 
through  and  around  the  vast  network  of  institutions  there 
runs  the  vast  network  of  personal  relationships,  fluid  like 
water,  across  all  lines,  the  system  of  friendship  flows  from 
one  person  to  another  and  to  another,  and  so  on  around 
the  earth.  No  national  boundaries  can  shut  that  out.  No 
economic  systems  can  hem  that  in.  The  system  of  friend- 
ship can  flow  from  one  person  to  another,  and  so  to 
another,  and  to  another.  Let  us  never  belittle  the  power 
of  friendship  in  God's  world.  During  the  war  many  stories 
have  illustrated  the  potent  power  of  friendship  let  loose 
in  the  world. 


Saint  Maky'b  School 


The  third  value  for  life  is  seen  in  the  things  that  we 
believe.  There  are  those  who  say  that  it  makes  no  differ- 
ence what  a  person  believes,  that  it  is  what  a  person  does 
only  that  counts.  If  a  person  lives  by  the  golden  rule,  we 
hear  men  say,  then  it  makes  no  difference  what  they 
believe.  What  a  fallacy  .this  is,  because  it  makes  all  the 
difference  in  the  world  what  a  person  believes.  It  makes 
the  difference  between  slavery  and  freedom,  between 
paganism  and  Christianity,  between  a  Nazi  philosophy  of 
life  and  a  Christian  philosophy  of  life. 

The  greatest  danger  facing  religion  in  our  generation 
is  not  hostility  to  religion  but  indifference  to  religion.  If 
it  were  hostility  to  religion,  it  would  not  be  so  bad,  because 
hostility  treats  religion  as  sufficiently  important  to  be 
combatted,  but  indifference  passes  it  by  as  negligible.  The 
ultimate  disgrace  of  anything  is  to  become  an  affair  of 
apathy.  What  people  fail  to  see  is  that  if  we  do  not  have 
good  religion   in   our   country,   then   we   will   have   bad 


religion,  religion  that  sanctifies  the  obsolete,  religion 
that  will  allow  the  seeds  to  be  sown  every  generation  for 
another  world  conflict.  How  can  one  who  cares  about 
God  and  His  World  fail  to  see  that  in  this  deeper  realm 
lies  the  ultimate  hope  of  the  world?  God  grant  that  we 
may  seek  to  build  a  better  world,  that  the  Way  of  Jesus 
may  be  known  to  all  men,  and  may  guide  these  lives  of 
ours. 

To  every  one  there  openeth 

A  Way  and  Ways  and  a  Way 

And  the  High  Soul  seeks  the  High  Way 

And  the  Low  Soul  gropes  the  Low 

In  between  on  the  misty  flats 

The  rest  drift  to  and  fro 

But  to  every  one  there  openeth 
A  High  Way  and  a  Low 
And  every  one  decideth 
Which  way  his  soul  shall  go. 


Woman  Keeps  The  Past 

Commencement  address  delivered  by  Francis  B.  Simhins, 
Ph.D.,  Associate  Professor  of  History,  State  Teachers  Col- 
lege, Farmville,  Virginia,  on  June  3,  19JfS. 


It  is  customary  at  college  commencements  for  older 
persons  to  tell  the  graduates  what  the}'  should  do  with 
their  talents  of  mind  and  body.  I  once  heard  the  cardinal- 
archbishop  of  New  York  tell  the  students  of  a  Roman 
Catholic  university  that  they  should  not  read  a  certain 
naughty  book  by  Sinclair  Lewis;  but,  alas,  in  a  book  poll 
of  the  following  week  on  this  campus  that  naughty  book 
led  the  list  of  preferences.  I  might  tell  you  not  to  waste 
your  time  at  the  movies  or  at  pai-ties.  But  if  good  Roman 
Catholics  will  not  listen  to  the  advice  of  a  prince  of  their 
church,  it  is  not  reasonable  to  expect  good  protestants 
to  listen  to  the  moralizing  of  an  humble  teacher  dressed 
in  robes  that  are  neither  red  nor  sacred.  For  this  reason 
I  am  going  to  undertake  something  less  ambitious,  but,  I 
think,  more  enlightening.  As  one  who  has  spent  some 
years  studying  the  social  habits  of  girls,  especially  those 
of  the  South,  I  am  going  to  draw  some  conclusions  about 
your  future  which  are  based  on  the  observations  of  the 
past.  In  doing  this,  perhaps,  you  would  like  me  to  flatter 
you  by  telling  you  how  different  you  will  be  from  your 
mothers  and  grandmothers.  If  I  do  not  pay  such  a  tribute 
to  the  gods  of  change,  I  may  take  the  thrill  of  adventure 
and  the  hope  of  progress  out  of  your  lives.  But  a  study  of 
past  trends  leads  me  to  believe  that  you  are  going  to  hold 
on  to  more  of  the  ancestral  ideals  and  practices  than  some 
of  you  would  like  to  admit.  And  at  the  outset  of  this 
address,  let  me  reveal  a  trite  belief  of  mine.  It  is  that  the 
retention  of  old  ways  may  be  due  to  something  else 
than  stupidity.  It  may  be  due  to  the  conviction  that 
inherited  traditions  of  liberal  learning  and  Christian 
charity  have  much  to  offer. 

What  are  some  of  the  feminine  traditions  that  past 
experience  leads  to  the  belief  that  you  will  not  abandon 
them  .' 

The  first  of  these  is  the  religious  faith  that  you  have 
inherited  from  your  seventeenth  century  ancestors.  It  has 


received  many  blows.  First  came  the  amazing  indifference 
to  Christianity  during  the  early  history  of  our  country 
due  to  the  inadequacy  of  frontier  instruction  and  to  the 
rationalistic  teachings  of  the  generation  of  the  American 
Revolution.  A  hundred  years  later  science,  with  its  new 
concepts  of  human  destiny,  created  doubts  about  revela- 
tions. And  in  our  own  day  new  concepts  of  mass  cruelty 
and  destruction  reestablished  pagan  ethics.  But  from  each 
of  these  blows  has  been  recovery.  After  the  American 
Revolution  came  the  frontier  revivals.  Religion  has,  in 
some  cases,  defied  science,  and  in  other  cases  reconciled 
itself  with  science.  We  are  now  reasserting  Christian 
ethics  even  to  the  extent  of  feeding  our  starving  foes.  In 
the  last  few  decades  there  has  been  a  great  growth  in  the 
proportion  of  the  American  people  who  are  church 
members.  For  the  hundreds  in  the  upper  classes  who  leave 
the  church  there  are  the  thousands  in  the  lower  classes 
who  enter  it  by  way  of  the  holiness  churches.  The  process 
of  Christianization  has  gone  so  far  here  in  the  South  that 
perhaps  you  are  acquainted  with  no  one  of  the  middle  or 
upper  classes  who  has  never  been  baptized.  Dull  as  it  may 
sound,  young  ladies,  you  are  confronted  with  a  future  of 
church  going. 

Let  me,  as  a  historian  of  the  South,  predict  that  if  your 
parents  are  Southerners,  you  are  going  to  remain  South- 
erners in  thoughts  and  habits.  You  will,  I  think,  retain  the 
Southern  attitude  toward  race,  the  Southern  sense  of 
leisure,  the  Southern  love  of  rural  life,  Southern  piety, 
Southern  speech,  and  Southern  love  of  fried  chicken  and 
hot  biscuits.  All  these  practices  have  glaring  faults,  as 
feminine  critics  from  Fannie  Kemble  and  Harriet  Beecher 
Stowe  to  Ellen  Glasgow  have  pointed  out ;  but  you  know 
their  virtues.  Count  Hermann  Keyserling,  a  discriminating 
foreigner,  was  kind  enough  to  say  twenty  years  ago  that 
the    Southern    girl,    with    her    concepts    of    aristocratic 
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distinctions,  represented  America  at  its  best.  He  felt  that 
she  would  be  imitated,  not  abolished. 

History  proves  that  the  American  woman  has  success- 
fully resisted  the  attempts  of  the  reformers  to  deprive  her 
of  personal  adornment.  Thomas  Jefferson's  assault  on 
wigs,  buckles,  paints,  and  silks  proved  entirely  successful 
as  concerns  the  men.  In  fact,  the  revolution  in  masculine 
attire  was  so  successful  that  it  is  now  difficult  to  distin- 
guish a  rich  man  from  a  poor  one,  or  an  American  diplo- 
mat from  a  butler.  There  was  a  woman-Jefferson  who 
lived  a  decade  after  the  great  Virginian.  Her  name  was 
Amelia  Jenks  Bloomer,  a  New  Englander  who  advocated 
a  very  practical  attire  of  Turkish  trousers,  sailor  blouse, 
and  straw  hat  as  a  substitute  for  the  hoops,  frills,  and 
laces  of  Mrs.  Bloomer's  times.  She  merely  wanted  our 
lady  ancestors  to  quit  fainting  and  start  playing  games. 
But  the  ladies  refused  to  be  practical,  adding  super- 
structures in  headgear  to  the  inherited  superstructures 
of  hips.  Mrs.  Bloomer's  spiritual  descendants  of  the  gen- 
eration after  the  first  World  War  suggested  short  hair, 
short  dresses,  pipe-like  cigarette  holders,  and  box-like 
suits  as  substitutes  for  the  inhibiting  artificialities  of  the 
Victorian  mothers.  But  the  American  woman,  after  a 
brief  trial  of  these  innovations,  returned  to  her  old  ways. 
She  preferred  being  beautiful  to  a  career  in  business  or  in 
physical  labor. 

Young  ladies  of  today,  you  are  going  into  a  world 
dominated  by  one  of  the  most  amazing  revolutions  in  the 
history  of  woman.  It  is  the  triumph  of  Beauty  Culture. 
The  American  woman,  after  looking  at  a  Greek  goddess 
in  a  museum,  decided  that  she  would  like  to  be  one.  And 
a  thousand  miracle  men,  through  the  medium  of  advertis- 
ing, spread  the  belief  that  a  woman  could  be  made  into  a 
Cleopatra  or  a  Queen  of  Sheba  by  using  a  certain  soap  or 
powder.  Americans  became  intolerant  of  the  ugly  woman, 
and,  therefore,  every  woman  was  obligated  to  be  beautiful 
or  to  create  the  illusion  of  beauty.  It  is  not  all  artificiality 
to  which  you  are  heirs.  You  have  physical  training  which 
makes  possible  exposure  in  the  sunlight  of  magnificent 
bodies.  A  foreign  friend  of  mine  once  visited  Bishop 
Finlay's  summer  camp  in  the  North  Carolina  mountains, 
expecting  to  find  white-robed  choristers.  Instead,  he  found 
Junos  taking  midday  swims.  But  in  this  beauty  cult  there 
is  more  than  a  return  to  nature.  My  foreign  friend  saw 
in  offices  and  ten  cent  stores  girls  dressed  as  though  they 
were  going  to  lawn  parties. 

I  once  saw  a  movie  of  a  woman  automobile-executive 
with  a  picture  of  Catherine  the  Great,  on  her  wall  and 
with  her  male  assistants  pliantly  dancing  attentions  to 
her.  The  play  was  magnificent :  a  great  feminist  moving 
to  a  great  triumph  or  a  great  fall.  The  audience  got 
neither  because  the  American  public  demanded  something 
else.  A  knight,  quite  irreverently  I  thought,  burst  into 
the  scene.  He  looked  like  a  cross  between  Clark  Gable 
and  Jeb  Stuart.  He  reduced  the  insolent  female  executive 
to  a  clinging  vine  and  carried  her  off  to  decorate  his 
cottage. 

There  have  been  in  American  history  revolts  against 
such  happy  subordinations,  but  these  revolts  were  unsuc- 
cessful. The  Mormons  were  expelled  from  the  settled 
areas  of  the  country  because  they  violated  the  practice 
of  one  wife  for  one  husband.  How  angry  did  our  ancestors 
become  when  certain  Utopians  tried  to  free  them  of  the 


despised  routine  of  the  home  by  setting  up  communities 
in  which,  through  the  principle  of  division  of  labor,  each 
person  could  find  the  occupation  best  suited  to  his  or  her 
talents.  Lucy  Stone  once  suggested  that  American  women 
should  liberate  themselves  of  masculine  dominance  to  the 
degree  allowed  the  women  of  unprogressive  Spain.  They 
should  do  this  by  retaining  their  names  after  marriage. 
But  the  Lucy  Stone  League  was  not  successful.  Equality 
of  the  marriage  rights  is  allowed  to  survive  only  among 
the  Negroes  and  the  Greek  gods.  Mrs.  Peterkin's  Scarlet 
Sister  Mary,  who  never  bent  herself  under  the  yoke  of 
masculine  tyranny,  was  a  Negro  woman.  She  could  not 
have  been  a  Southern  white  woman. 

Americans,  as  Robert  Frost  demonstrates,  want  fences, 
the  separation  of  one  family  from  another.  On  the  comic 
side  this  expresses  itself  in  the  warning  to  the  young  wife 
not  to  live  with  her  mother-in-law.  On  the  tragic  side  it 
expresses  itself  in  the  dreadful  loneliness  of  the  farmer's 
wife.  The  American  farmer  is  too  jealous  of  his  wife  to 
allow  her  to  enjoy  the  social  intimacies  of  village  life.  In 
the  South  he  guards  his  home  with  a  shotgun,  and 
familiarities  with  his  women  folk  are  liable  to  be  met 
by  gun  fire. 

You,  ladies,  you  are  going  into  a  world  that  is  empha- 
sizing the  separateness  of  family  life.  The  invention  of 
new  means  of  communication  make  it  possible  for  this 
separateness  to.be  greater  than  ever  before;  they  make  it 
possible  for  you  to  put  your  cottage  in  the  woods  away 
from  apartment  houses.  Your  husband  will  want  you  to 
stay  at  home,  and  one  of  the  greatest  insults  he  can  offer 
you  is  for  him  to  suggest  that  you  go  out  and  work  instead 
of  him.  The  career  woman  as  an  ideal  has  been  almost 
reduced  to  a  myth.  You  know  that  it  is  a  scandal  for 
editors  to  assert  that  college  life  liberates  girls  from 
marriage.  To  say  that  is  almost  as  wicked  as  to  say  that 
college  girls  don't  like  pretty  clothes.  I  teach  in  a  voca- 
tional school,  a  school  in  which  girls  spend  four  years 
learning  to  be  teachers.  But  on  an  average,  they  retire 
to  the  vine  and  fig  tree  after  four  years  of  teaching.  T  live 
in  a  business  town  of  four  thousand  persons,  of  which  only 
three  are  women  in  charge  of  businesses.  The  local  dress 
shop  is  run  by  a  man.  Most  of  the  enterprising  women  of 
mature  years  have  retired  from  the  market  place  into  the 
shelter  of  our  only  attractive  buildings,  which  are  the 
homes. 

American  prejudice  against  women  in  politics  may 
vanish  before  the  luminous  example  of  Lady  Astor,  just 
as  the  prejudice  against  women  nurses  vanished  before 
the  luminous  example  of  Florence  Nightingale,  but  I  don't 
think  so.  Those  who  granted  woman  suffrage  thirty  years 
ago  forgot  that  this  country  is  a  democracy  and  a  republic. 
The  aristocratic  lady  reformers  who  imposed  suffrage 
were  not  able  to  change  the  popular  prejudice  against 
women  in  public  places.  The  men,  in  fact,  continue  to 
capture  the  women  for  the  homes  before  they  are  old 
enough  to  be  politicians.  The  people  will  not  vote  for 
actresses  and  spinsters  with  mouths  big  enough  to  be 
heard  in  public.  The  American  woman,  so  different  from 
the  American  man  in  many  respects,  ironically  refuses  to 
be  different  from  him  in  politics.  She  pays  him  the  flattery 
of  voting  for  the  same  type  of  old  man  he  voted  for 
before  she  was  enfranchised.  Here  in  the  South  she  does 
not  wish  to  improve  justice  by  seiwing  on  the  jury.  This 
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country  is  a  republic  founded  by  men  who,  with  one 
exception,  were  not  interested  in  the  feminist  question. 
This  one  exception  was  John  Calvin,  who  imposed  his 
ideas  upon  our  British  ancestors.  In  the  Calvinistic 
scheme  of  government  there  is  no  room  for  a  queen.  We 
have  never  had  a  Catherine  the  Great,  an  Isabella  of 
Spain,  or  even  a  Victoria.  There  have  been  only  two 
aspirants  for  the  honor.  Clare  has  retired  into  religion, 
and  Eleanor  has  a  better  chance  of  being  elected  Queen 
of  Liberia  than  President  of  the  United  States.  We  are 
not  catholic  enough  in  our  tolerance  to  allow  the  Queen 
of  Heaven  her  rightful  position.  Perhaps  it  is  no  accident 
that  Virginia  had  to  export  her  beloved  Nancy  before  she 
could  be  elected  to  the  Legislature. 

The  predictions  I  am  herewith  making  are,  I  hope, 
honest  and  objective  conclusions  from  the  studies  I  have 
been  making  for  a  projected  social  history  of  the  South. 
They  reflect  not  what  I  wish  will  happen,  but  what  I  think 
will  be  the  shape  of  things  to  come.  I  don't  intend  to  be 
pessimistic.  Perhaps  I  have  blotted  out  a  few  stars,  but 
I  have  not  made  the  descent  into  hell.  In  other  words,  I 
believe  that  the  young  woman  of  today  and  tomorrow  has 
many,  many  lovely  things  that  make  this  earth  a  good 
place  for  her.  Because  the  prevailing  social  heritage 
denies  you  certain  opportunities  and  advantages  merely 


because  you  are  of  the  feminine  sex  does  not  mean  that 
you  do  not  have  opportunities  and  advantages.  You  have 
the  American  home  as  your  own,  which  architecturally 
and  morally  is  the  loveliest  thing  on  the  landscape.  Yon 
can  be  as  selfish  and  as  trivial  in  conduct  as  you  wish,  or 
you  can  be  as  devoted  in  social  service  and  the  understand- 
ing of  hearts  as  you  wish.  You  cannot  be  a  queen,  but  you 
can  be  a  saint  or  a  lady.  Because  you  are  not  tied  to  the 
earth  by  considerations  of  utility,  you  can  be  better 
educated  in  the  liberal  sense  than  your  brothers.  Perhaps 
it  is  no  accident  that  here  in  the  South  the  woman's 
colleges  are  highest  in  standards,  and  that  Blasco  Ibanez, 
the  Spanish  novelist,  found  American  women  more  atten- 
tive to  sweetness  and  light  than  American  men.  Certainly 
it  is  no  accident  that  Byrd  and  Glass,  our  greatest  Vir-^ 
ginia  politicians  in  the  twentieth  century,  are  men.i 
Perhaps,  also,  it  is  no  accident  that  Mary  Johnston  and 
Ellen  Glasgow,  our  greatest  understanders  of  human 
motivation,  are  women.  You,  as  women,  have  the  advan- 
tages over  men  in  the  understanding  of  life.  You  will  use 
it  with  a  purpose.  You  have  the  privilege  of  making  this 
purpose  an  endless  round  of  pleasure  that  will  make  you 
the  envy  of  the  ambitious.  But  you  also  have  the  privilege 
of  using  it  to  change  the  stupidities  and  injustices  that 
men  have  for  ages  imposed  upon  their  fellows. 


Flora  Margaret  Allred 

Helen  Augusta  Barnes Murfreesboro,  N.  C. 

Mary  Spotswood  Baskervill Warrenton,  N.  C. 

Mary  Goodson  Billings Morganton,  N.  C. 

Estelle  Norman  Boyce Warrenton.  N.  C. 

Roberta  Boyd  Bryant Roseland,  Va. 

Sarah  Belle  Buchanan Hendersonville,  N.  C. 

Jane  Heinking  Campbell    Atlanta,  Ga. 

Willie  Thomasene  Cates Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Helenp  Hickson  Carpenter Florence,  S.  C. 

Mildred  Keen  Chappell        Richmond,  Va. 

Elizabeth  Ann  Clinard Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Florence  Latham  Dawson  Cramerton.  N.  C. 

Nina  Mae  DeBerry Roanoke  Rapids,  N.  C. 


Carolyn  DesChamps  

Sally  Anne  Elliott 

Sarah  Baker  Everett 

Nancy  Kathryn  Fulton 

Emma  Christine  Gray 
Emma  Katie  Guion 
Harriet  Gwendolyn  Gurlev 


Edith  Frizell  Hamilton  Dillon,  S.  C. 

Beverly  June  Hancock  High  Point,  N.  C. 


Candidates  for  Graduation 

The  Class  of  1946 

College  Department 

Raleigh,  N.  C.        Elizabeth  Price  Hines Roanoke  Rapids,  N.  C. 

Charlotte  Lou  Hoffman Atlanta,  Ga. 

Jean  Ashcraft  Huske Fayetteville,  N.  C.J 

Mary  Helen  James Wilson,  N.  C.J 

Sarah  Eliza  Lee Goldsboro,  N.jC.J 

Ann  Elizabeth  Lewis Petersburg,  Va. 

Sarah  Dabney  Little Wadesboro.  N.  C.| 

Margaret  Newman  Martin Roanoke  Rapids,  N.  C.J 

Beverly  Sanders  Morrison New  Bern,  N.  C.J 

Mary  Louise  Moulton New  Bern.  N.  C.J 

Jane  Lee  Parker Raleigh,  N.  C.  5 

Mary  Bull  Pinckney Columbia.  S.  C.J 

Eugenia  Anne  Prothro Manning,  S.  C. 

Loula  Eustis  Rogers Birmingham.  Ala. 

Katherine  Waddell  Royall Goldsboro,  N.  C. 

Mary  Glen  Slater Wilson,  N.  C. 

Mary  Willis  Sledge Ada,  Okla. 

Betty  Smith Birmingham,  Ala. 

Betty  Sue  Tayloe Live  Oak.  Fla. 

Sue  Murphree  Thomas Atlanta,  Ga. 

Lulu  Hall  Vance Winston-Salem,  N.  C.I 

Martha  Philips  Van  Patten Washington,  D.  C. 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Washington,  N.  C. 

Palmyra,  N.  C. 

Roanoke,  Va. 

Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 
New  Bern,  N.  C. 
Goldsboro,  N.  C. 
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fcarrie  Maie  Wade Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Fabian  Wadsworth Raleigh.  N.  C. 

Amie  Cheatham  Watkins Henderson,  N.  C. 

.Mary  Ellen  Wellons Raleigh,  N.  C. 

;jean  Garland  Wilson Hopewell,  Va. 

CANDIDATES  FOE  HIGH  SCHOOL  DIPLOMA 

Session  1945-46 

Margaret  Elizabeth  Abernathy Raleigh,  N.  C. 

JSarah  Gatling  Barbee Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Nancy  Kathryn  Bassett Bassett,  Va. 

Charlotte  Walker  Blanton Kinston,  N.  C. 

Martha  Virginia  Briekhouse Norfolk,  Va. 

Mary  Jane  Casstevens Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Cava  Mary  Clarkson Charlotte,  N.  C. 

.Mary  Rose  Crisp Greenville,  N.  C. 

Jo  Anne  Darden Newsoms,  Va. 

Martha  Delacour  Dean Houston.  Tex. 

Helen  Peoples  Eppes Henderson,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Anne  Eyster Jasper,  Ala. 

Nancy  Baseom  Ford Washington,  N.  C. 

Priscilla  Alden  Ford Washington,  N.  C. 

Jean  Miller  Gatlin Stonewall,  N.  C. 

[Lucia  Adrianne  Green Orangeburg.  S.  C. 

Sylvia  Elizabeth  Green Williamston,  N.  C. 

Martha  Wood  Hales Cleveland,  Ohio 

Mary  Allen  Hazen Knoxville,  Tenn. 

Helen  Madison  Hier Knoxville,  Tenn. 

Margaret  Gene  Hines Greenwood,  S.  C. 

Josephine  Copeland  Hoyt Washington,  N.  C. 

Helen  Arestedes  Kalevas Rockingham,  N.  C. 

Jane  Criehton  Lewis Jackson,  N.  C. 

Adelaide  Boylston  Linehan Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Lee  Lokey Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Ann  Purcell  Lucas : Columbus.  Ga. 

Margaret  Gushing  Misenheimer Concord,  N.  C. 

Jacquelyn  Ann  Murray Goldsboro,  N.  C. 

Penelope  Jane  McNaughton Copperhill,  Tenn. 

Nancy  Norton Durham,  N.  C. 

iMary  Newsom  Pierce Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Mary  Lou  Pratt Sumter,  S.  C. 

Elizabeth  Joan  Reese Fairmont,  W.  Va. 

Anna  Lee  Smith Raleigh,  N.  C. 


Virginia  Custer  Smith Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Kathleen  Cecelia  Smither Greeenwood,  S.  C. 

Lila  Saunders  Spilman Statesville,  N.  C. 

Georgia  James  Stathacos Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Barbara  Stoughton Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Carolyn  Joyce  Tomlin Statesville,  N.  C. 

Logan  Collier  Vaught Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Lucy  Marilyn  Whetstone Upper  ^ack,  N.  Y. 

Pocahontas  Lipscomb  Whitaker Kinston,  N.  C. 

Frances  Bryan  Williams Lynchburg,  Va. 

Lenoir  Mercer  Williams Faison,  N.  C. 

Molly  Ann  Williams Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. 

Jane  Carr  Winston Raleigh,  N.  C. 


CANDIDATES  FOR  CERTIFICATE  AWARDS 
Session  1945-46 

The  Art  Department 

Certificate  in  Commercial  Art 

Flora  Margaret  Allred,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Frances  Yar- 
borough  Biekett,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Jane  Heinking  Campbell, 
Atlanta,  Ga. ;  Sarah  Dabney  Little,  Wadesboro,  N.  C. ; 
Dorothy  Gordon  Oakey,  Hertford,  N.  C. ;  Sue  Murphree 
Thomas,  Atlanta,  Ga. ;  Mary  Ellen  Wellons,  Raleigh, 
N.  C. 

Certificate  in  Fine  Arts 

Mary  Spotswood  Baskervill,  Warrenton,  N.  C. ;  Carolyn 
Wayne  DesChamps,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

The   Commercial  Department 

Secretarial  Certificates 

Kathleen  Irwin  Johnson,  Tarboro,  N:  C. ;  Lenora  Gordon 
Heptinstall,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Certificate  in  Stenography 

Marguerite  Bishop,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Elizabeth  Louise 
Byrd,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Mildred  Briggs  Chamberlain,  Ral- 
eigh, N.  C. ;  Helen  Roberson  Madre,  Windsor,  N.  C. ;  Mable 
Peele  MacDonald,  Raleigh,  N.  C. ;  Lou  Etta  Trogdon, 
Raleigh,  N.  C. 

The  Expression  Department 
Virginia  Custer  Smith,  Ridley  Park,  Pa. 

The   Music   Department 

Certificate  in  Piano 

MarjT    Goodson    Billings,    Morganton,    N.    C. 

Certificate  in  Voice 

Katherine  Waddell  Royall,  Goldsboro,  N.  C. ;  Leah 
Lassiter  Whitley,  Smithfleld,  N.  C. 
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Student  Body  Officers  for  the  School  Year  1946-1947 

These  are  the  girls  who  have  been  elected  to  lead  Saint 
Mary's  next  year.  The  retiring  officers  leave  the  limelight 
regretfully,  yet  know  their  good  work  will  be  continued. 


PEGGY  SWINDELL  of  Washington  was  elected  on 
March  1  to  succeed  Kathryn  Fulton  of  Roanoke,  Virginia, 
as  president  of  the  Student  Government  Association  for 
1946-1947.  Peggy  has  been  outstanding  in  her  first  year's 
work  at  Saint  Mary's  as  chairman  of  the  Legislative  Body, 
editor  of  the  Handbook,  a  member  of  the  Honor  Council, 
the  Circle,  Sigma  Lambda  Literary  Society,  Doctors' 
Daughters'  Club,  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  and  the  Publications  staff. 

MARGARET  NORFLEET  of  Jackson  was  elected  chair- 
man of  the  Hall  Council.  Margaret  was  graduated  from 
the  high  school  department  here  last  year.  This  year  she 
has  been  a  member  of  the  Science  Club,  Woman's  Auxil- 
iary, Granddaughters'  Club,  Publications  staff,  the  hockey 
team,  a  hall  council  representative,  and  secretary  of  the 
junior  class.  She  succeeds  Poncie  Dawson  of  Cramerton. 

ELIZABETH  MYATT  will  succeed  Carolyn  DesChamps 
of  Spartanburg,  S.  C,  as  vice-president  of  the  Student 
Government  Association.  Elizabeth  is  from  Goldsboro. 
This  year  she  has  been  treasurer  of  the  junior  class,  secre- 
tary of  the  Dramatic  Club,  a  member  of  the  Circle, 
Woman's  Auxiliary,  Granddaughters'  Club,  and  the  bas- 
ketball team. 

MARTHA  CONGER  of  Edenton  will  be  editor  of  the 
Bulletin,  succeeding  Mary  Pinckney  of  Columbia,  S.  C. 
Martha  graduated  from  the  high  school  department  of 
Saint  Mary's  last  year,  and  this  year  has  been  outstanding 
as  president  of  the  junior  class,  a  member  of  the  Circle, 
Granddaughters'  Club,  Political  Science  Club,  Publications 
staff,  and  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  Council. 

ANN  JONES  of  Summerville,  S.  C,  succeeds  Sally  Anne 
Elliott  of  Washington  as  editor  of  the  Belles.  Ann  has 
been  secretary-treasurer  of  the  Kanuga  Club  and  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Publications  staff. 

GEXE  ROSE  of  Henderson  succeeds  Jane  Campbell 
of  Atlanta,  Ga.,  as  editor  of  the  Stage  Coach.  Gene  at- 
tended Saint  Catherine's  in  Richmond  before  coming  to 
Saint  Mary's.  Since  she  has  been  here,  Gene  has  been  a 
cheerleader  and  a  member  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary, 
Sigma  Phi  Alpha,  the  French  Club,  the  Art  Club, 
Dramatic  Club,  and  the  Sigma  Lambda  Literary  Society. 

HARRIOTT  BARNWELL  of  Columbia,  S.  C,  and  Jane 
Bowler  of  Richmond,  Ya.,  were  elected  senior  members 
of  the  Honor  Council.  Harriott  has  been  a  member  of  the 
Woman's  Auxiliary,  Dramatic  Club,  and  the  hockey  team. 
Jane  is  president  of  the  French  Club,  and  a  member  of 
the  Publications  staff,  Woman's  Auxiliary,  Dramatic  Club 
ami  the  hockey  team.  She  was  elected  as  a  marshal  for 
next  year.  Dabney  Little  of  Wadesboro  and  Lib  Price 
Hines  of  Roanoke  Rapids  have  been  the  representatives 
for  this  year. 

LA  VAN  BALTZELL  of  Jacksonville,  Fla„  will  succeed 
Mary  Helen  James  of  Wilson  as  chief  marshal.  Lavan 
has  been  a  member  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  for  this 
year. 


JANE  BOWLER,  SANDE  CHILDS,  KATHERINE 
CLARK,  JEAN  STRICKLAND,  and  MARTHA  BEST 
YORKE  have  been  elected  as  the  other  five  marshals. 
Sande,  of  Columbia,  S.  O,  has  been  a  member  of  the 
Y.  W.  C.  A.,  Political  Science  Club,  and  the  basketball 
team.  Katherine,  of  Lynchburg,  Va.,  has  been  a  hall 
representative.  Jean,  of  Wilson,  has  been  vice-president 
of  the  junior  class,  a  member  of  the  Publications  staff, 
Glee  Club,  Political  Science  Club,  choir,  sextet,  Woman's 
Auxiliary,  and  the  Sigma  Phi  Alpha.  Martha  Best,  of 
Concord,  has  been  a  junior  representative  to  the  Legisla- 
tive body,  a  member  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  basketball  team, 
and  the  Publications  staff.  These  marshals  succeed  Margo 
Martin  of  Roanoke  Rapids;  Sallie  Lee  of  Goldsboro; 
Beverly  Hancock  of  High  Point ;  Estelle  Boyce  of  Warren- 
ton  ;  and  Elizabeth  Clinard  of  Winston-Salem. 

HELEN   BOYLE   of    Charlotte,   will   be   Hall   Council] 
secretary,  succeeding'  Emma  Katie  Guion  of  New  Bern. 
Helen  has  been  a  member  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  and 
a  representative  to  the  Hall  Council. 

JEAN  ROBERTS  of  Durham  will  be  president  of  the 
senior  class.  Jean  has  been  a  member  of  the  Circle,  the 
Woman's  Auxiliary,  and  a  junior  representative  to  the 
Legislative  Body.  Jean  will  succeed  Mildred  Chappell  of 
Richmond,  Virginia. 

JOAN    HASSLER    of    Thomasville    will    succeed    Sue. 
Everett,  of  Palmyra,  as  chairman  of  the  Assembly  Pro- 
grams. Joan  is  program  chairman  of  the  Dramatic  Club', 
a  member  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  council,  and  the  Political 
Science  Club. 

BETSY  DEMPSEY  was  elected  to  succeed  Mary  Glen 
Slater  as  chief  dance  marshal.  Betsy  has  been  a  junior 
dance  marshal  this  year.  Both  Betsy  and  Mary  Glen  are 
from  Wilson. 

ANNE  BURNEY  JOHNSON  of  Marion,  S.  C,  HEN- 
RIETTA THORP  of  Rocky  Mount,  and  SYLVIA  GREEN 
of  Williamston  succeed  Helen  Barnes  of  Murphreesboro, 
Charlotte  Hoffman  of  Atlanta,  Ga.,  and  Elizabeth  Clinard, 
of  Winston-Salem,  as  senior  dance  marshals.  Burney  has 
been  a  hall  representative,  secretary-treasurer  of  the 
Y.  W.  C.  A.,  and  a  member  of  the  Dramatic  Club  and  the 
Publications  staff.  Henrietta  has  been  a  member  of  the 
Granddaughters'  Club  and  the  Woman's  Auxiliary.  Sylvia 
has  been  a  member  of  the  Swimming  Club,  Woman's  Aux- 
iliary, Dramatic  Club,  on  the  business  staff  of  the  annual, 
and  a  dance  marshal. 

CYNTHIA  McCAW  of  Bristol,  R.  I.,  has  been  elected 
president  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  to  succeed  Katherine 
Royall  of  Goldsboro.  Since  she  has  been  here,  Cynthia  has 
been  a  member  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  Council,  choir, 
circulation  staff  of  the  Belles,  Art  Club,  Sigma  Phi  Alpha, 
and  a  cheerleader. 

Other  officers  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  for  next  year 
are  Helen  Eppes,  vice-president;  Betsy  Blundon,  secre- 
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tary ;  and  Barbara  McLaughlin,  treasurer.  Martha  Conger, 
Myrtle  Alston,  Nancy  Gumming,  Judy  Taylor,  and  Marty 
Hinkle  are  the  leaders  of  the  five  circles  of  the  auxiliary. 

SARA  MELL  SMITH  of  Birmingham,  Ala.,  was  elected 
president  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  Sara  Mell,  succeeding  Mildred 
Chappell,  has  been  a  member  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  Political 
Science  Club,  and  the  French  Club.  Betsy  Wetterau  as 
vice-president  and  Burney  Johnson  as  secretary-treasurer 
are  the  other  officers  for  the  year. 

BETTY  ANNE  COOPER,  Sigma,  and  SYLVIA  GREEN, 
Mu,  were  elected  to  be  presidents  of  the  athletic  societies. 
Betty  Anne  of  Greensboro  has  been  a  dance  marshal,  a 
member  of  the  Political  Science  Club,  Dramatic  Club, 
Woman's  Auxiliary,  Glee  Club,  Publications  staff,  Letter 
Club,  baseball  manager,  and  the  hockey  team.  They 
succeed  Katherine  Royall  and  Nina  Mae  DeBerry,  of 
Roanoke  Rapids. 

MARY  LOU  PRATT  of  Sumter,  S.  C,  succeeds  Virginia 
Smith  of  Raleigh  as  president  of  the  Letter  Club. 

ADELAIDE  LINEHAN,  of  Raleigh,  will  succeed  Fabian 
Wadsworth  as  business  manager  of  the  Stage  Coach. 

Presidents  of  the  Literary  Societies  for  next  year  are 
MARGARET  CUMMINGS,  succeeding  Fabian  Wadsworth 


as  E.  A.  P.  president,  and  ELIZABETH  SILVER  carrying 
on  for  her  second  year.  All  three  girls  are  from  Raleigh. 

Crucifers  for  next  year  are  MARTHA  HINKLE  of 
Winston-Salem,  and  VIRGINIA  WERLEIN  of  Baton 
Rouge,  La.  Servers  at  the  altar  are  Charlotte  Buchanan 
of  Columbia,  S.  O,  Dorothy  Leak  of  Wadesboro,  and 
Jacqueline  White  of  Greensboro.  The  acolytes  are  Sarah 
Covington  of  Bennettsville,  S.  O,  Fannie  Mae  Hudson  of 
Shelby,  Nancy  Ford  of  Washington,  and  Ruth  Whalen 
of  Wilson.  The  acolytes  succeed  Mary  Moulton  of  New 
Bern  and  Betty  Sue  Tayloe  of  Live  Oak,  Florida. 

MARTHA  CONGER  will  succeed  Emma  Katie  Guion  as 
president  of  the  Circle.  Emma  Katie  handed  the  torch  to 
Martha  in  the  traditional  ceremony  on  the  back  campus 
on  Friday,  May  1.  Elizabeth  Myatt  will  succeed  Jane 
Campbell  as  secretary  of  the   Circle. 

MARGARET  LEE  PAINE  of  Newport  News,  Va., 
succeeds  Mary  Billings  of  Morganton  as  president  of 
the  Doctors'  Daughters'  Club.  In  addition  to  having  been 
in  the  Doctors'  Daughters'  Club  this  past  year,  Margaret 
Lee  has  been  a  member  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  and  the  annual 
staff.  Jeannette  Boaz,  of  Winston-Salem,  will  be  vice- 
president. 


The  Invitation 

Ellen  and  Gregg  together;  it  was  ironical  that  of  all 
days  he  should  choose  that  one  on  which  to  meet  her. 


It  would  not  be  easy  to  forget.  Lt.  Gregg  knew  that. 
They  said  it  wasn't  his  fault;  everyone  had  assured  him 
that  it  was  an  accident ;  yet,  in  some  strange  way  he  still 
felt  responsible  for  the  death  of  his  fellow  officer,  Lt.  Doug 
Baxter. 

Maneuvers  were  over  and  Gregg  was  more  than  glad. 
The  twenty-four  hour  pass  would  help  him  forget  that 
unavoidable  accident  that  weighed  so  heavify  upon  his 
mind. 

Maybe  it  wasn't  his  fault,  and  yet,  the  ammunition 
explosion  had  been  in  his  battery.  This  thought  tortured 
the  mind  of  Lt.  Gregg. 

The  walk  would  be  short,  and  though  he  was  tired,  he 
preferred  it  to  the  bus. 

This  wasn't  a  day  to  worry,  for  it  was  spring  and  the 
country  smells  of  growing  things  brought  back  the 
pleasant  memory  of  a  New  England  boyhood. 

He  was  more  than  startled  when  a  gay  voice  called : 

"Want  a  lift,  lieutenant?"  She  looked  very  young  and 
her  lips  were  curved  into  a  heart-warming  smile.  The 
smooth  blondness  of  her  hair  matched  the  creamy  shine  of 
the  convertible. 

"Sure,"  thought  Gregg,  still  surprised ;  and  then  he 
laughed.  "Why  not?"  He  walked  over  to  the  car  with  his 
long,  easy  stride,  and  stepped  in.  He  hadn't  realized  how 
tired  he  was  until  he  settled  against  the  cool  leather  seats. 

"I  just  drove  out  to  my  'butter  and  eggs'  lady,"  the  girl 
said.  "It's  such  a  glorious  day  to  be  in  the  country."  Her 
voice  contained  all  the  deep,  smooth  mellowness  of  rich 
wine. 

They  laughed  together  and  Ellen,  for  that  was  her 
name,  pointed  out  many  beauties  along  the  thickly  wooded 
road  which  Gregg  had  never  noticed.  She  showed  him  a 


house  that  was  supposed  to  be  haunted  and  told  him  the 
story  of  its  ghost. 

Gregg  was  genuinely  sorry  when  they  reached  the 
outskirts  of  the  city.  She  was  so  fresh  and  young  and  she 
wore  happiness  as  if  it  were  a  rare  jewel,  imparting  its 
light  and  beauty  to  all  who  beheld  it. 

As  they  stopped  in  front  of  the  officer's  club,  he  turned 
suddenlj'  toward  her.  "I  don't  even  know  your  last  name 
and  J  guess  you  think  I'm  pretty  eager,  but  I  don't  know 
anyone  in  town,  and  it's  Saturday,  and,  oh,  well,  listen, 
would  you  let  me  take  you  out  to  dinner  tonight?" 

Her  gay,  easy  laugh  tinkled  from  her  lips.  "I'm  so  sorry. 
I  guess  I  really  should  have  told  you.  You  see  I'm  married. 
My  husband's  coming  in  tonight ;  so  why  don't  j'ou  have 
dinner  with  us?" 

Gregg's  face  registered  disappointment  and  he  started 
to  decline  the  invitation,  but  Ellen  stopped  him. 

"Do  come  \.  we  love  company.  We  only  have  a  small 
place  at  Fair-view  Apartments  and  it's  easy  to  find.  So  say 
you'll  come.  You'll  find  our  name  on  the  door,  Lt.  and  Mrs. 
Douglas  Baxter." 


THE  CLOSE  OF  A  SUMMER'S  DAY 

By  Ruby  Leigh  Williams,  '48 

The  sun  hung  low  in  a  cloudless  sky ; 
Motherly  hens  called  in  their  young ; 
Across  the  fields  came  the  lowing  of  cattle ; 
Father  and  son  returned  from  their  labor ; 
Weary  horses  munched  hay  in  their  stalls ; 
Smoke  curled  up  from  the  farmhouse  chimney 
Swallows  flocked  to  the  old  barn's  eaves ; 
A  summer's  day  had  come  to  an  end. 
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The  Little  Fish 

Toby  didn't  realize  what  a  precious  thing  freedom  can 
be  until  he  lost  his  own,  painfully  and  suddenly. 

By  Frances  Long,  '47 


Toby  ran  down  the  narrow  path  through  the  woods, 
feeling  only  the  cool  air  whipping  against  his  face  He 
came  to  a  green  clearing  and,  after  jumping  over  a  fallen 
log,  he  flopped  laughingly  upon  the  soft  ground.  He  rolled 
over  on  his  back  and  idly  chewed  a  blade  of  grass.  For  a 
while  he  watched  the  birds  fly  over  his  head  and  wondered 
where  they  were  going. 

"Bet  I  can  go  as  fast  as  you  can,"  he  said  to  the  birds 
in  a  challenging  voice.  He  began  running  and  flapping  his 
arms  as  if  he  were  flying.  He  raced  on  until  he  came  to  a 
small  stream  at  the  edge  of  the  clearing.  The  birds  were 
forgotten.  He  watched  the  shaky  movement  of  the  tree 
shadows  on  the  water.  He  could  stand  it  no  longer.  After 
wiping  his  hot  face  on  his  shirt  sleeve,  he  quickly  slid 
down  the  moss-covered  bank.  Gingerly  he  stuck  one  dirty 
toe  in  the  water.  How  cool  it  felt.  He  put  both  feet  in.  The 
soft  cool  sand  oozed  between  his  toes.  He  laughed,  for  it 
tickled.  He  stood  still,  feeling  only  the  gentle  swish  of  the 
cool  water  on  his  legs.  Occasionally  a  little  fish  would 
swim  against  his  leg  and  dart  away  in  fright.  He  watched 
one  little  fish  gliding  lazily  along  with  the  current.  Toby 
plunged  his  hands  into  the  water  and  caught  the  tiny 
perch.  The  perch  struggled  but  Toby  held  it  tight. 

"You  are  all  mine  now  and  I  won't  let  you  go." 

The  perch  tried  again  to  wiggle  through  Toby's  fingers. 
Toby  only  laughed  at  its  effort.  There  was  an  old  rusty  tin 
can  half  buried  in  the  bank.  Toby  filled  it  with  water  and 
carefully  put  the  fish  in.  For  a  while  the  little  fish  lay 
quietly  in  the  can.  Then  with  a  sudden  start  it  began 
wiggling  its  tail  and  bumping  its  head  against  the  side. 

"I  can  hardly  wait  to  show  you  to  mother,"  Toby  said 
happily. 

Holding  the  tin  can  carefully  he  ran  across  the  fields, 
past  the  barns,  and  into  the  house. 

"Look  what  I've  got !  Mother !  Look !" 

Toby's  mother  looked  at  the  motionless  little  fish. 

"Toby,  I  think  you  had  better  take  it  back.  It  won't  be 
happ\r  here.  Your  school  starts  Monday  and  then  you  can't 
take  care  of  it." 

"He  will  be  happy.  I'll  feed  him  ever}'  day.  He's  mine 
and  I  want  him." 

#     *     # 

"Here  we  are  at  school,  Toby,"  said  liis  mother  as  she 
stopped  the  ear  in  the  rectangular-shaped  school  yard. 
In  the  middle  of  the  yard  there  was  a  big  square  brick 
building.  Outside  of  the  building  the  children  had  formed 
a  straight  line.  One  by  one  they  marched  up  the  steps.  A 
teacher  walked  behind  the  children  and  closed  the  big 
door  after  them. 

"Look !  Here  comes  your  new  teacher.  Toby,  this  is  Mrs. 
Brown." 

Toby  slowly  turned  away  from  the  children. 

"Hello,  Toby."  The  middle-aged  teacher  smiled  down  on 
him.  "All  ready  to  go  in?"  Toby  looked  at  the  building 
and  then  at  his  mother. 

"Let's  go  back  home,  Mother.  I  don't  wanta  go  in  that 


old  building.  Let's  go  back,  heah?"  He  looked  pleadingly 
at  his  mother. 

"Now,  Toby !"  she  said  in  a  reproachful  voice.  "You  I 
run  on  in  with  Mrs.  Brown."  Giving  him  a  quick  kiss,  she 
hurried  to  the  ear. 

"Wait  for  me,  Mother.  I  wanta  go  too.  "Wait — please." 
He  tried  in  vain  to  pull  away  from  the  strong  grasp  of 
the  teacher's  hand. 

"Now,  come  Toby.  You  aren't  going  to  act  like  a  baby 
are  you?  Let's  go  in  and  see  the  other  boys  and  girls."  She 

hastily  led  the  unwilling  Toby  up  the  steps. 

#     *     * 

Toby  slid  awkwardly  into  the  small  oak  desk.  How 
uncomfortable  it  felt.  He-  didn't  know  exactly  in  what 
position  to  sit.  He  stretched  his  feet  full  length  under  the 
desk  but  the  desk  was  too  small  to  do  this  comfortably. 
He  tried  sticking  his  feet  through  the  loop  holes  in  the 
side  of  the  desk.  This  position  became  uncomfortable  in 
a  few  minutes.  Maybe  if  he  put  his  feet  over  there — . 

Mrs.  Brown  shook  her  head  at  him  in  a  disapproving 
manner. 

Toby  put  his  feet  on  the  floor.  He  began  idly  to  examine 
his  desk.  He  noticed  an  empty  screw  hole  on  top  of  the 
desk.  Immediately  he  dug  down  into  his  pockets  and 
brought  out  a  small  handful  of  nails  and  screws.  Being 
absorbed  in  the  process  of  finding  the  right  screw  to  fit, 
he'  carelessly  put  the  nails  on  top  of  the  desk.  Three  of 
them  dropped  on  the  floor. 

"Toby,"  a  stern  voice  interrupted.  "You  must  be  quiet. 
Put  those  nails  in  your  pocket  at  once."  Toby  reluctantly 
did  as  she  said.  For  a  while  he  listened  to  the  teacher. 
How  hard  the  desk  was.  It  seemed  to  be  a  tight  little  box 
in  which  he  was  squeezed.  He  moved  to  the  other  side  of 
the  desk.  The  desk  screeched  loudly.  That  side  was  not 
comfortable  either.  He  moved  to  the  middle.  With  a  quick 
step  Mrs.  Brown  was  \>y  his  side.  She  put  her  hands  firmly 
on  his  shoulders  and  pushed  him  lightly  against  the  back 
of  the  desk.  Toby  shuddered  under  the  touch  of  her 
strange  hands.  He  shrank  as  far  back  against  the  desk  as 
possible. 

"You  sit  this  way  until  the  bell  rings." 

Toby  remained  tense,  fearing  even  to  move  his  hands 
until  all  the  children  had  run  out.  Then  he  ran  swiftly 
from  the  stuffy  building  into  the  bright  out-of-doors.  He 
forgot  school  and  his  recent  trouble.  He  ran  to  a  big  oak 
tree  on  the  edge  of  the  school  yard  and  caught  the  lower 
branch  in  his  hands. 

"Gonna  see  if  I  can  climb  to  the  top."  He  climbed  stead- 
ily for  twenty  minutes.  The  school  bell  rang. 
'  "Gosh— I  did  it." 

"Hey,  Toby.  Teacher  said  come  in.  She  will  git  ya  if  you 
don't."  Toby  looked  down  through  the  branches  at  his 
classmate.  "The  teacher  will  git  ya,"  the  boy  repeated. 

Toby  saw  the  boy  run  swiftly  toward  the  school  build- 
ing. Quickly  Toby  began  to  scramble  down  the  tree. 
Almost  at  the  bottom  he  was  caught.  Frantically  he  tried 


12 


June  1946 


to  pull  his  pants  leg  away  from  a  small  branch.  He  looked 
at  the  school  building.  Then  with  a  tug  he  ripped  his 
pants  leg  free.  Grabbing  a  limb  in  his  hands,  he  swung  to 
[the  ground  and  ran  swiftly  into  the  building.  With 
trembling  fingers  he  opened  the  first  grade  room  door. 

"Toby,  where  have  you  been?"  asked  Mrs.  Brown  in  an 
accusing  tone. 

"I've  been  climbing  a  tree  out  there,"  he  said,  pointing- 
out  of  the  window. 

"You  must  learn  to  come  in  promptly  when  the  bell 
rings,  Toby.  Go  stand  in  the  corner  and  think  about  it  for 
a  while."  Toby  looked  puzzled.  "Stand  in  the  corner?"  he 
asked. 

"Yes.  That  corner  over  there  next  to  the  door  .  ._ .  with 
your  face  to  the  wall." 

Toby  slowly  walked  to  the  corner.  He  stared  at  the 
bare  walls.  Self-consciously  he  shifted  his  weight  from  one 
foot  to  the  other.  How  hard  it  was  to  breathe  in  such  a 
small  space.  If  only  he  were  back  home.  The  teacher  was 
speaking  again. 

"All  right,  Toby,  you  may  go  to  the  side  board." 

Toby  turned  hastily  around.  Sideboard?  His  expression 
changed  to  one  of  fright.  His  heart  began  beating  loudly 
against  his  chest.  What  sideboard?  The  only  things  here 
were  desks  on  all  sides.  The  sideboard  at  home  was  a  big 
table  that  was  in  the  dining  room.  He  stood  still  with  a 
blank  look  on  his  face. 

"Don't  be  stubborn,  Toby.  Go  to  the  side  board."  Mrs. 
Brown  started  toward  him.  Toby  looked  at  the  teacher 
and  then  at  the  open  door  by  his  side.  He  estimated  the 
distance.  "With  a  sudden  rush  he  ran  out  of  the  open  door. 
Toby  ran  on.  He  turned  and  saw  one  of  the  seventh  grade 
boys  running  behind  him.  Toby  stumbled  and  fell.  The  boy 
caught  him. 

"Hey,  you!  I  thought  I'd  never  catch  ya.  What's  the  big 
idea  of  running  away?"  Toby  looked  at  the  big  boy  and 
said  in  a  low  voice.  "I  gotta  go  home." 

"0.  K.,  0.  K.  It'll  soon  be  time  to  go  home  anyway.  I 
wouldn't  act  this  way  about  school  if  I  was  you.  You  got 
eleven  more  years  to  go,  you  know.  Right  now,  let's  go 
back." 


"I  don't  wanta  go  back,"  Toby  said  in  a  scared  voice. 

"Come  on,  come  on,  we  ain't  got  all  day."  He  led  the 
trembling  Toby  back  through  the  school  yard  and  into 
the  building. 

"Here  he  is,  Miz  Brown,"  the  boy  said. 

Toby  watched  the  teacher  come  toward  him.  He  was 
unable  to  speak. 

"Toby,  don't  you  know  better  than  to  act  that  way  in 
school?"  she  said  in  an  angry  voice.  "Give  me  your  hand." 

Toby  looked  panic-strickened,  but  he  held  out  his  hand. 
The  teacher  turned  his  palm  up.  She  picked  up  a  ruler 
from  the  desk  and  struck  three  stinging  blows. 

Toby's  face  turned  red.  He  stood  motionless  with  the 
other  arm  hanging  limply  by  his  side.  He  felt  the  stinging 
blows  in  his  palm.  He  heard  someone  giggle  behind  him. 
His  pounding  heart  felt  as  if  it  was  going  to  burst.  He 
was  unable  to  swallow  because  of  the  big  lump  in  his 
throat.  He  made  no  sound. 

The  teacher  dropped  his  red  hand.  "Go  to  your  seat  now, 
and  stay  there  until  school  is  over." 

Toby  sat  very  still.  Lessons  went  on  and  on.  Toby  did 
not  move.  At  last  the  bell  rang  and  all  the  children  ran 
out. 

"You  may  go  now,  Toby,"  Mrs.  Brown  said. 

Toby  walked  slowly  from  the  room.  Outside  he  saw  his 
mother  getting  out  of  the  car. 

"Hello,  Toby.  Ready  to  go  home?"  she  smiled  at  him. 
"How  do  you  like  school  ?" 

"I  don't  like  it." 

"Come  now,  Toby.  Let's  don't  feel  that  way  about  it." 

All  the  way  home  Toby  was  silent.  His  mother  didn't 
say  any  more  about  school. 

As  soon  as  they  reached  home,  Toby  flung  open  the  car 
door  and  ran  into  the  house.  He  tenderly  picked  up  the 
fish  bowl  and  carried  it  out  of  the  house.  Outside  he 
suddenly  broke  into  a  run.  When  he  came  to  the  stream 
he  knelt  down  and  gently  put  the  limp  little  fish  back 
into  the  water.  The  fish  lay  quietly  for  a  moment.  Then 
with  a  joyful  twitch  of  its  tail  it  darted  through  the  cool, 
free  waters  of  the  stream. 

Toby  stared  at  the  little  perch.  Then  with  a  sob  Toby 
threw  himself  upon  the  bank  and  cried. 


No  A 


nswer 

Edith  Hamilton,  '46 

The  room  was  getting  dark  but  the  tall,  blonde  girl 
made  no  move  to  switch  on  a  light.  Her  cigarette  glowed 
in  the  gathering  dusk,  giving  an  eerie  atmosphere  to  the 
scene.  The  night  was  suffocating.  There  was  no  cool 
breeze  to  rustle  the  leaves  outside.  The  clock  ticked  away 
the  minutes  as  she  stared  into  space  wondering.  Her  eyes 
were  glossy  with  a  terror  and  dread  of  the  coming  events. 
She  rose  from  the  sofa  and  walked  across  the  room  to  the 
record  player.  Fingering  the  large  assortment  of  records, 
she  finally  picked  one  out  and  played  it.  The  music  filled 
the  room.  She  lit  another  cigarette  and  walked  out  on  the 
terrace  while  the  strains  of  "Temptation"  followed  her. 

Suddenly  the  door  clicked  and  he  walked  in  calling  her 
name.  She  didn't  answer.  He  called  again  and  again.  She 
still  didn't  answer.  The  music  that  filled  the  room  seemed 


to  be  pressing  against  her  and  she  struggled  to  keep  from 
screaming.  The  door  clicked  again ;  he  had  gone.  The 
music  stopped  and  she  could  hear  his  footsteps  growing 
fainter  and  fainter. 


A  WINTER  NIGHT 

By  Ruby  Leigh  Williams,  '48 

The  moon  tossed  on  a  stormy  sea 

Of  clouds  like  a  spirited  ship. 
The  night  darkened  by  a  wind 

Of  foreboding,  something  evil. 
The  ground  covered  with  a  blanket 

Of  snow,  too  white  to  be  pure. 
The  trees  stripped  of  their  green  leaves 

Of  summer,  dead  or  dying. 

No  sign  of  life. 

No  sign  of  spring. 

Dead  winter. 
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On  Men 

By  Ruby  Leigh  Williams,  '48 


Men.  Amorous,  bashful,  capricious,  dashing,  egotistical, 
flirtatious,  gullible,  heartless,  and  so  on  through  the 
entire  dictionary.  What  do  we  women  see  in  them?  Why 
do  we  waste  our  time  with  them?  What  does  it  get  us  in 
the  end? — a  packet  of  faded  letters  tied  with  a  blue 
ribbon,  a  withered  rose,  a  broken  heart;  little  more. 

There  are;  of  course,  various  physical  types  of  men: 
tall  ones,  short  ones,  fat  ones,  thin  ones,  handsome  ones, 
not  such  handsome  ones,  strong  ones,  weak  ones,  ones 
with  hair,  and  ones  without.  We  are  not  interested  in 
these  physical  characteristics  at  this  point,  for  we  are  to 
delve  more  deeply  into  the  subject.  We  are  to  discuss 
the  reasons  for  man's  actions,  thus  placing  ourselves  in 
the  position  of  the  psycho-analyst. 

It  all  started  with  the  cave-man.  He  ran  about  on  earth 
dressed  in  animal  skins,  knocking  everything  he  wanted 
in  the  lead  with  his  stone  axe.  If  he  saw  a  woman  he 
wanted  for  a  mate,  he  would  take  his  trusty  axe,  hit  her 
in  the  head,  and  drag  her  off  to  his  cave.  Let  us  presume 
then  that  man  at  this  time  got  the  idea  that  woman  was  a 
weak  creature  whose  sole  use  here  on  earth  was  to  allow 
herself  to  be  hit  with  the  axe  and  to  be  dragged  off.  Or, 
in  words  more  understandable  today,  man  had  become  a 
brute. 

Now  we're  getting  somewhere.  All  men  are  brutes  in 
one  form  or  another.  Ask  anybody  (providing  the  "any- 
body" is  a  female).  And  so  we  come  to  the  types  of 
brutes :  the  "informer,"  the  "intellect,"  the  "disillusioner," 
the  "jilter,"  the  "practical  joker,"  the  Southern  gentle- 
man," and  the  "glamour  boy." 

The  "informer"  brute  comes  first  on  our  list  because 
we  nearly  all  have  one  in  our  own  family.  He  is  the  little 
devil  who  corrects  you  when  you  tell  your  mother  that 
you  were  in  at  eleven  the  night  before.  "It  was  more 
like  two,"  he'll  state  gleefully.  "I  know  because  I  heard 
you  come  in,  and  my  Mickey  Mouse  watch  with  the  radium 
dial  is  never  wrong."  (You  make  a  mental  note  to  smash 
the  Mickey  Mouse  watch.) 

Then  comes  the  "intellect."  This  brute  is  fat,  wears 
horn-rimmed  glasses,  and  carries  mice  around  in  his 
pockets ;  but  he  has  a  Model  "T,"  loads  of  allowance,  and 
passes  to  the  Rialto.  So  you  spend  a  miserable  Friday 
afternoon  in  the  library  studying  up  on  the  relationship 
of  the  White  mouse  to  the  Keligeran  Gray.  And  what  good 
does  it  do  you  ?  For  the  next  six  weeks  he's  seen  con- 
stantly with  a  red-headed  "mouse"  who  has  promised  to 
make  a  "solid-sender"  out  of  him  and  is  busy  teaching  him 
"jive-talk." 

The  "disillusioner"  is  the  one  most  detrimental  to  our 
sex.  He's  the  adorable  boy  you  met  down  at  the  Lake  last 
week  and  everyone  says  he  "goes"  for  the  outdoor  type. 
Si i  when  he  finally  asks  for  a  date,  .you  suggest  a  wiener 


roast  with  the  gang.  Out  comes  your  plaid  shirt,  your  blue 
jeans;  up  goes  your  hair  in  braids.  And  as  you  roasts 
wieners,  half-blinded  by  smoke,  you  see  the  boy-friend 
"swooning"  over  the  delicate  child  who  wore  the  frilly 
dress  instead  of  jeans  and  who  really  couldn't  roast  a 
wiener  for  herself.  You  are  disillusioned — men  are  brutes. 
(Are  you  beginning  to  get  the  point?) 

The  "jilter"  is  much  the  same  as  the  "disillusioner,"  the 
main  difference  being  that  he  carries  the  affair  farther 
and  drops  you  just  short  of  the  church.  Some  "jilters"  let' 
you  get  all  the  way  to  the  church  and  then  drop  you  in  the 
vestibule. 

Next  comes  the  "practical  joker,"  who  can  be  very 
funny  at  times  and  at  other  times  can  be  most  annoying. 
He  thinks  that  every  night  is  Hallowe'en  and  is  constantly 
letting  the  air  out  of  people's  tires,  chasing  girls  with] 
bugs,  and  phoning  you  at  three  a.  m.  You  hesitate  to  date 
him  and  when  you  finally  do,  you  end  up  spending  the 
night  in  jail  because  he  thought  it  would  be  a  great  joke 
to  steal  a  police  car.  Most  humiliating. 

The  "Southern  gentleman"  is  the  most  amorous  of  the 
brute  class.  He  might  be  described  as  a  "smooth  operator." 
That  is,  he  can  be  flattering,  thoughtful,  courteous,  and 
very  interesting.  You  drift  along  on  a  pink  cloud  for 
weeks  before  you  come  tumbling  down  to  earth  with  the 
realization  that  the  "gentleman"  is  interested  in  several 
other  girls  besides  yourself.  You  have  been  "two-timed," 
in  many  cases,  "three-timed."  A  woman's  reaction  is  to  feel 
hurt.  Any  man  who  hurts  a  woman  is  a  brute.  This  adds  a 
few  thousand  more  males  to  our  category  of  brutes. 

And  lastly,  we  take  up  the  "glamour  boy,"  the  "gla- 
mour boy"  being  the  least  dangerous  of  all  types  dis- 
cussed here.  A  woman  is  usually  on  her  guard  when  this 
type  comes  in  view.  But  there  are  always  a  few  girls,  say 
from  small  towns,  who  have  not  learned  the  ways  of  the 
world.  They  are  overcome  by  the  dazzle  of  the  "glamour 
boy's"  car,  money,  clothes,  and  air.  When  they  realize 
their  mistake,  they  back  away  rather  hurriedly,  but  some- 
times it  is  too  late;  the  damage  is  done  and  we  have 
another  brute. 

Gathering  all  we  have  reasoned  out  together,  we  find 
that  "brutism"  is  a  disease  that  has  infected  all  males. 
There  seems  to  be  nothing  we  can  do  to  cure  them — no 
marvelous  sulphur  drugs,  no  magic  cures.  It  might  be 
possible  to  use  the  atomic  bomb  to  exterminate  all  brutes, 
but  in  doing  so,  we  would  also  exterminate  the  male  sex 
— a  calamity. 

Since  there  is  no  known  way  to  cure  our  men,  we  women 
should  find  some  way  to  protect  ourselves  against 
"brutism."  We  can  do  this  by  entering  a  convent  or  shoot- 
ing any  man  that  comes  within  a  mile  of  us.  But  I  myself 
am  taking  my  own  chances,  and  by  diligent  study  I  will 
try  to  find  some  cure  for  this  curse  to  women. 
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The  Shadows  Lifted 

Recollections  of  a  childish  fear  and  how  she  overcame 
that  fear  caused  Ellen  to  conquer  a  more  natural  timidity. 


The  moon  shone  through  the  nursery  window.  Its  soft 
white  light  gave  form  to  the  diminutive  furnishings  of 
the  room  and  the  toys  lying  scattered  on  the  broad 
linoleum. 

Ellen  lay  in  her  small  bed  staring  half-consciously  at 
the  tiny  painted  flowers  around  the  edge  of  her  play-box 
in  the  far  corner.  When  the  moon  shone  full  and  bright  as 
it  did  that  night,  she  could  count  the  flowers.  She  could 
count  only  to  ten,  and  there  were  many  more  flowers, 
but  then  she  was  only  five.  Raising  her  head  a  little,  she 
could  see  the  flowers  bordering  the  bottom  of  the  box. 
Raggedy- Anne  sat  there  limply  on  the  floor  beside  it.  In 
the  mirror  hanging  low  over  the  little  bureau  on  the 
opposite  wall,  she  saw  reflected  the  tiny  parts  of  the  toy 
farm  that  lay  scattered  on  the  floor.  She  smothered  a 
giggle  in  her  pillow  on  seeing  the  cardboard  cow  gro- 
tesquely astride  the  barn  and  the  windmill  that  had 
fallen  on  the  figure  of  a  lamb  who  seemed  unaware  of 
his  plight.  Ellen  sat  up  to  look  closer. 

A  breeze  had  sprung  up  outside  in  the  warm  summer 
air.  It  blew  stronger  through  the  leaves  of  the  tall  oak, 
bending  its  branches. 

Ellen  turned  to  the  window  at  the  sound.  The  moonlight 
shining  through  the  leaves  had  cast  their  flickering 
shadows  on  the  sill,  and  on  an  object  there. 

She  saw  it  and  drew  back  but  did  not  take  her  eyes 
from  it.  It  was  big,  but  its  shape  indistinguishable.  The 
shadows  played  over  it,  and  it  seemed  to  Ellen  that  it 
moved.  She  drew  farther  down  between  the  sheets,  her 
heart  beating  strangely.  If  she  sat  up  again  and  leaned 
toward  the  window,  she  would  be  able  to  see  what  it  was. 
But  she  did  not,  and  as  she  looked  longer  from  where  she 
la}',  the  form  seemed  to  grow  bigger  and  take  on  all 
shapes.  A  kitten?  No,  it  was  too  big.  A  cat?  Or — maybe  a 
tiger?  If  she  moved  just  a  little  closer  she  might  see 
clearly,  but  now  she  could  not  move.  Instead,  trembling, 
she  shrank  still  farther,  and  the  more  she  withdrew,  the 
larger  and  more  terrifying  "it"  became.  Perhaps  if  she 
closed  her  eyes  she  would  forget,  and  it  would  go  away. 
She  pressed  her  small  cold  fingers  over  her  eyes.  But  then 
she  could  feel  its  presence  drawing  nearer  and  nearer 
until  it  and  the  fear  were  one,  enveloping  and  suffocating 
her.  Then  she  opened  her  eyes. 

The  rustling  in  the  trees  grew  faint.  The  breeze,  dying 
down,  released  its  hold  on  the  branches  of  the  oak,  and 
the  shadows  lifted  from  the  window  sill. 

The  moon  shone  there  on  the  figure  of  a  teddy  bear, 
sitting  stiffly  on  the  ledge.  Ellen  lay  quietly,  breathing 
softly,  looking  at  him.  She  threw  a  kiss  in  return  to  his 
glass-eyed  stare  and  fell  back  on  her  pillow  and  slept. 

*  *  *  %         * 

It  was  a  perfect  day  to  work  among  her  flowers,  Ellen 
thought,  as  she  stood  beneath  the  trellis  that  led  to  the 
garden.  She  could  think  of  no  more  perfect  way  to  start 
her  summer  vacation,  her  last  summer  vacation  as  a  high 
school  girl. 


"Ellen,"  her  mother  called  from  the  kitchen.  "The  rose 
bush  over  by  the  sidewalk  is  nearly  choked  with  weeds. 
You  might  start  on  it  first." 

"It's  a  beautiful  garden,"  the  girl  thought,  walking 
clown  the  narrow  path  bordered  with  the  delicate  multi- 
colored hues.  "What  fun  it  will  be  to  tend  it  this  summer. 
I  must  remember  to  get  some  more  goldfish  for  the  pond 
and  stones  for  the  path." 

The  rose  bush  did  look  neglected,  but  its  scarlet  blos- 
soms were  still  beautiful  and  its  scent  fragrant.  Ellen 
dropped  on  her  knees  beside  the  bush  and  dug  her  fingers 
in  the  farm  earth  around  the  roots. 

"Good  morning,  my  dear  Ellen,"  a  voice  rang  nasally 
on  the  other  side  of  the  hedge.  "My,  but  you're  a  smart 
girl  to  be  up  so  early,  and  you're  just  the  young  ladv  I'm 
looking  for." 

"Good  morning,  Mrs.  Pembleton,"  said  Ellen,  looking  up 
at  the  powder-caked  face  above  her. 

"Yes,  the  very  young  lady  I'm  looking  for,"  repeated 
Mrs.  Pembleton. 

As  Ellen  searched  for  an  appropriate  reply,  Mrs.  Pem- 
bleton continued,  "Of  course  you're  coming  to  our  little 
church  social  Friday  night.  Well,  my  dear,  Joey  Nelson 
was  going  to  blow  his  little, — ah,  little  horn  for  us.  But,  as 
you  must  have  heard,  he  broke  his  arm  yesterday.  It's  sad, 
indeed.  But,  the  party  must  go  on,  and  we  must  have 
someone  to  fill  in  for  him,  and  I  was  wondering  if  you'd 
do  it  for  me,  dear.  You  do  sing,  don't  you?  You  sang 
something  about  a  bird,  or  was  it  a  flower?  It  was  in 
Sunday  school  once,  I  remember.  Yes,  indeed,  very  sweet." 

Ellen  clutched  a  stem  in  her  hand.  The  thorns  cut 
sharply  into  her  palm. 

Sing.  A  solo,  she  meant,  in  front  of  all  those  people.  Yes, 
I  sang  a  song  in  Sunday  school.  It  was  about  a  bird.  It 
was  a  lovely  song.  You  sat  there  watching  me.  I  could 
feel  your  eyes  on  me,  penetrating  me.  Strange  eyes  in 
suddenly  unfamiliar,  cold  faces.  Daddy  was  on  the  front 
row.  His  face  was  still.  And  suddenly  the  song  wasn't 
lovely  anymore.  Its  melody  was  muted  and  lost  in  the 
sudden  painful  beating  of  my  heart.  The  words  struggled 
meaninglessly  through  my  lips.  And  then  it  was  over.  I 
turned  my  head  from  the  eyes  and  left  the  small  auditor- 
ium. Daddy  came  out  and  took  my  hand  and  whispered, 
'sweet,'  but  I  hardly  saw  him  through  the  hot  mist  before 
my  face.  There  were  your  and  the  others  pat  and  vague 
smiles,  and  1  laughed  at  the  face  in  my  mirror,  but  I 
didn't  feel  the  lightness.  That  was  the  first  time.  There 
have  been  others,  and  each  time  I  fight  the  fear  and  each 
time  I  lose. 

"Just  sing  something  simple  and  not  too  long.  We  have, 
I  think,  five  or  six  other  numbers.  Really,  I'm  so  rushed 
I  hardly  know  what  I  have  planned  for.  And  where  we 
can  have  it  "now,  I  simply  can't  imagine.  Mr.  Peterson 
says  the  church  basement  must  be  painted  that  day.  Of 
course,  he  knows  what  he's  doing,  but  really —  Oh,  here 
comes  your  father.  Good  morning,  Mr.  Parker.  I  was  just 
telling  your  daughter  about  our  little  party  Friday  night. 
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You  mustn't  forget  to  come  and  bring  your  dear  wife." 

"Good  morning,  Mrs.  Pembleton,"  said  Mr.  Parker  as 
he  stopped  beside  Ellen,  who  rose  to  put  her  arm  in  his. 
"Why  yes,  you  can  count  on  us.  We  wouldn't  miss  it." 

"That's  lovely.  Yes,  indeed.  And  I've  just  asked  your 
daughter  to  sing  for  us.  You  did  say  you  would,  didn't 
you,  dear?" 

Ellen  glanced  at  her  father  quickly  and  then  back  at 
the  woman  in  front  of  them. 

"Well,  I  don't  know.  You  see  .  .  .  ." 

"I'm  sure  Ellen  would  be  glad  to  help  you  in  any  way  she 
can.  You  haven't  any  other  plans  for  that  night,  have  you, 
Ellen  ?" 

"No,  Daddy."  She  turned  to  Mrs.  Pembleton.  "I'll  be  glad 
to  do  it  for  you." 

"Well,  that's  so  sweet.  Yes,  indeed.  Oh,  Mr.  Parker,  I've 
just  had  a  delightful  inspiration.  I  must  talk  it  over  with  you 
-and  your  wife  immediately.  I  was  just  looking  at  your  lovely 
lawn  and  garden,  and  I  couldn't  help  but  think  what  an  ideal, 
ideal  setting  it  would  be  for  the  social.  Now  I  wouldn't  think 
of  inconveniencing  you  for  a  minute,  but .  .  ." 

"Why,  Mrs.  Pembleton,  I  think  it's  a  splendid  idea.  Come 
in  the  house  and  talk  it  over  with  my  wife.  I  know  she'd  be 
glad  to  help  you.  There's  an  opening  in  the  hedge  over  there. 
Here,  let  me  take  your  packages." 

Ellen  watched  them  up  the  path  and  then  stooped  to  her 
work  again.  The  weeds  had  taken  deep  root  and  would  not 
yield  to  her  tugging.  The  sun  grew  hot  on  her  neck.  The 
scratches  on  her  palms  stung,  and  the  fragrance  of  the  roses 
grew  sickening.  A  beetle  crawled  over  the  handle  of  the 
trowel.  Ellen  shook  it  off  and  stood  up  and  slowly  walked 
up  the  path,  shielding  her  eyes  with  her  hand  from  the  glare 
of  the  sun. 

Through  all  the  silent,  lovely  night. 
The  starry  hosts  on  high 
Their  watch  do  keep  in  order  bright 
And  hope  till  morn  is  nigh  .  .  . 

The  liquid  flow  of  the  words  was  music  in  itself.  Ellen 
sang  them  softly  to  herself,  feeling  their  beauty  until  they 
seemed  to  be  a  part  of  her.  The  mellow  tones  of  the  piano 
lent  an  added  softness  to  the  tune.  The  room  was  filled  with 
the  melody.  She  felt  a  tingling  in  her  hands  and  a  lightness 
in  her  body. 

Still  singing,  she  left  the  piano  and  walked  to  the  window 
overlooking  the  garden  and  the  lawn. 

Mrs.  Pembleton's  voice  cut  the  summer  stillness.  "No, 
here,  over  here  by  the  hedge.  The  guests  will  be  wanting  to 
see  the  garden.  Tomorrow  you'll  put  the  piano  there  just 
beside  the  platform.  But  now  for  the  platform.  Right  over 
here,  men." 

The  men  in  working  clothes  obeyed,  putting  the  long  table- 
like construction  against  the  garden  hedge. 

"Yes,  yes,  indeed,"  the  woman  nodded  and  left  the  lawn, 
the  workmen  behind  her. 

Ellen  stood  looking  at  the  platform,  and  for  a  moment  she 
felt  herself  standing  there,  at  first  singing  to  the  green  carpet 
of  grass  beneath  her.  Then  she  felt  the  people  and  their  eyes 
upon  her.  "I'll  look  at  the  sky  and  forget  they'll  be  there 
and  think  only  of  the  words.  The  words?  What  were  they?" 
She  could  not  remember.  She  returned  to  the  piano  and 
picked  up  the  sheet  of  music. 


"Through  all  the  silent,  lovely  night 
The  starry  hosts  on  high  .  .  ." 

They  were  only  words  now.  The  magic  was  gone.  She 
put  the  music  down  and  left  the  room. 

"Ellen,  the  boys  have  come  with  the  decorations  for  tonight. 
I  imagine  they  could  use  a  little  feminine  judgment.  Wouldn't 
you  like  to  help  them  ?"  "\ 

"Yes,  Mother,  I'm  coming  down.  I  promised  Jack  I'd  help 
them.     Where're  your  scissors  ?" 

"Hi,  Ellen,"  the  tall,  broad  shouldered  boy  called  to  her  as 
she  opened  the  back  porch  door. 

"Hello,  Jack,"  she  smiled  back.  "Sorry  I'm  late.  Can  you 
still  use  me?" 

"You  bet !  It's  swell  of  you  to  help  us,  and  we  sure  need 
you.    Mark  and  Tubby've  started  at  it  already." 

They  joined  the  two  boys  who  were  tacking  crepe  paper  on 
the  platform.  They  greeted  Ellen  with  relief,  handing  her  a 
piece  of  paper. 

"Instructions  from  Mrs.  Pembleton,"  Mark  explained.  You 
know  what  she'd  do  if  we  bungled  one  of  her  precious  plans. 
I  can  hear  her  raving  now  about  'those  careless  boys.'  So 
here,  Lady,  you  take  'em,  read  'em,  and  we'll  follow  them  to 
a  'T.'     Okay?" 

"I  can't  complain.  I  hadn't  expected  such  an  easy  job," 
Ellen  replied  as  she  settled  down  at  the  foot  of  the  oak  tree. 

An  hour  later  the  bare  sides  of  the  platform  were  covered 
with  the  white  crepe  paper  and  loops  of  ivy  vines. 

The  boys  and  Ellen  surveyed  the  handiwork  admiringly. 

"Who's  putting  on  the  show  tonight?"  asked  Mark. 

"Some  of  Mrs.  Pembleton's  local  talent,"  said  Jack. 

"Oh,  bore,"  groaned  Tubby.  "We'll  be  listening  to  the 
cradle  roll  recite  nursery  rhymes  'til  midnight." 

"Say,  Ellen,  aren't  you  going  to  sing?  Thought  I  heard 
Mrs.  Pembleton  say  so,"  said  Jack. 

"Yes,  I  was  drafted."  Ellen  laughed  more  lightly  than  she 
felt. 

"Well,  this  calls  for  a  rehearsal,"  said  Mark.  He  bowed 
dramatically  and  with  a  sweeping  gesture  cried  to  the  empty 
chairs  before  them,  "Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  I  take  great 
pleasure  and  pride  in  presenting  to  you  Prima  Donna  Ellena." 
And  with  a  quick  movement  he  swung  her  up  on  the  platform. 

She  laughed  down  at  him  and  then  looked  beyond  to  the 
empty  chairs,  and  her  laughter  faded.  It's  too  real,  she 
thought.  They'll  be  watching  and  waiting.  Daddy  will  sit 
on  the  front  row,  his  face  tense  and  white  again.  And  the 
fear  again. 

"Be  seeing  you  later,"  she  whispered  thinly,  jumping  to  the 
ground  and  running  past  the  three  who  stood  watching  her. 
I  can  say  I  don't  feel  well.  One  less  on  the  program  won't 
matter.  She  opened  the  back  door  and  almost  bumped  into 
her  father  coming  out.    "Daddy  .  .  ."  she  began. 

He  leaned  down,  kissed  her  forehead,  and  looked  into  her 
face.     "Is  something  wrong?"  he  asked. 

"No,"  she  whispered.     "I'd  better  get  dressed.     It's  late." 

ifi  SfC  V  Sp  p|6 

"Won't  you  eat  another  sandwich,  Ellen?  You've  hardly 
eaten  anything." 

"No,  thanks,  Mother.  I'm  really  not  hungry  at  all.  Isn't 
everything  beautiful.  We  couldn't  have  wished  for  a  lovelier 
night.     Even  a  full  moon." 

"It  is,"  her  Mother  agreed.     "I  believe  Mrs.  Pembleton's 
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looking  for  you.  She's  trying  to  round  up  her  group  for  the 
entertainment." 

Mrs.  Pembleton  bore  down  upon  them.  "Here  you  are. 
Here  you  are.  I've  been  looking  all  over  for  you,  my  dear. 
We  must  begin  our  little  program  now.  Do  you  have  your 
music?     Give  it  to  Miss  Page  at  the  piano." 

The  small  crowd  was  assembling  in  the  seats  when  Ellen 
took  her  chair  on  the  platform.  When  all  was  quiet,  Mrs. 
Pembleton  gushed  an  introduction  to  the  "dear  young  people" 
and  sat  down. 

"Third,"  she  had  said.  "You'll  be  third,  Ellen.  Louie 
Saunders  is  first  with  his  little  harmonica.  Susan  Gibbs  will 
come  next  with  a  recitation.     And  then  you." 

Little  Louie  played  "Pop  Goes  the  Weasel,"  and  three 
encores  and  returned  grinning  to  his  seat. 

Susan  Gibbs  rose  next  and  began  reciting  "The  White  Cliffs 
of  Dover."  Ellen  tried  to  listen  but  was  only  conscious  that 
the  moment  was  drawing  nearer  in  which  the  girl  would  sit 
down,  and  she  would  have  to  rise  and  step  forward. 

That  moment  came.  Ellen  stood  up  and  walked  across  the 
platform  to  stand  just  above  the  piano.  At  first  she  felt  noth- 
ing but  a  numbness,  until  she  heard  the  piano  playing  the 
opening  lines.  I  have  to  look  at  them,  she  thought.  I  know 
they're  there.  Daddy  is  on  the  front  row,  Mother  beside  him, 
Jack  behind.  There  are  so  many.  I'm  supposed  to  come  in 
now,  but  I  can't  sing  those  words.     Dead,  empty  words  lost 


again  in  this  loud  beating  that  takes  and  shakes  me  so  that 
it  must  surely  show.  Those  faces  coming  closer,  the  eyes  criti- 
cizing, amused. 

A  breeze  had  sprung  up.  It  blew  stronger,  bending  the 
heavy  branches  of  the  tall  oak  until  they  cast  their  shadows 
over  the  people  there. 

Ellen  watched  the  shadows  flicker  over  their  faces.  Those 
shadows  and  this  fear — the  fear  and  the  shadows  before — 
when  ?  Once  the  shadows  had  lifted  and  she  had  looked 
closely  and  what  she  had  feared  was  not  there,  and  the  fear 
had  left  her. 

The  rustling  in  the  trees  grew  faint.  The  breeze,  now 
dying  down,  released  its  hold  on  the  branches  of  the  tree. 
And  the  shadows  lifted  from  the  faces  beneath  them. 

Ellen  looked  down  at  their  faces.  I  know  them.  Those 
eyes,  curious,  critical,  amused?  No,  but  rather  interested, 
warm,  smiling  eyes. 

She  looked  at  her  father.  He  caught  her  glance  and  leaned 
forward.     His  lips  moved  and  formed  the  words : 

"All  through  the  silent,  starry  .  .  ." 

Ellen  nodded  and  smiled  and  her  father  sank  back,  the 
tenseness  gone  from  his  face. 

From  the  piano  the  first  strains  came  again,  and  Ellen 
lifted  her  head  to  sing.     The  words  were  hers  again. 


Aftermath 

By  Fabian  Wadsworth,  '46 

He  is  a  mere  citizen  of  his  country.  During  the  black 
years  of  the  war  he  hoped,  he  prayed  for  a  beautiful 
new  future.  At  least  he  looked  forward  to  a  future  in 
which  each  individual  could  feel  that  peace  was  secure ; 
a  peace  in  which  he  could  live  his  life  as  he  wished  within 
the  laws  of  humanity;  a  peace  ill  which  he  could  strive  for 
the  happiness  that  would  depend  upon  his  own  actions 
and  feelings  rather  than  one  which  must  be  shaped  by 
continual  jolts  from  a  world  in  turmoil. 

Now  he  has  peace.  He  loves  to  say  that  word,  peace. 
Oh,  the  calm  gladness  that  it  envisions.  But  the  world 
suddenly  becomes  bitter  and  sharp  when  he  picks  up  a 
morning  paper  or  dials  a  news  commentary  on  the  radio. 
Instead  of  realizing  a  real  peace,  he  knows  only  fears 
for  the  future  of  his  country,  barren  hopes  and  dreams, 
a  world  in  chaos. 

Everywhere  there  is  talk  of  another  great  struggle. 
And  why?  Why  must  this  be?  Why  must  he  keep  pre- 
pared? Doesn't  everyone  realize  that  talk  of  war  can 
easily  lead  to  it  ?  Why  can't  they  talk  more  of  security  ? 

It's  a  rotten  world!  He  has  to  say  it.  He  has  to  get 
it  off  his  chest  for  a  while.  Then  sometimes  in  a  moment 
of  abandon  he  can  forget ;  he  can  plan,  and  hope,  and 
dream.  Until  suddenly  he  hears  something  about  the 
atom  bomb  or  military  preparedness,  and  then  he  becomes 
once  again  the  product  of  a  tired  civilization  which  only 
contemplates  new  evils  to  rid  itself  of  the  old  ones,  caught 
in  a  web  of  seemingly  never  ending  struggle. 

This  essay  won  second  place  in  the  Sigma  Lambda-E.  A.  P. 
literary  societies'  annual  contest. 


Night 


By  Mary  Glen  Slater,  '46 

Deep,  dark  night  hovering  low  over  the  restless  waves; 

Waves  untiringly  rolling,  tossing,  mounting,  and  falling 
once  again  on  the  cool,  silver,  sparkling  sand ; 

Waves  urged  on  by  the  gentle,  yet  strong  winds  from  out 
the  darkness, 

Darkness  almost  tangible,  as  the  soft  folds  of  velvet, 
quietly  slipping  over  all ; 

Darkness  that  first  gently  touched  the  highest  heads  of 
the  strong,  ageless  rocks,  reaching  to  kiss  the  clouds 
good  night; 

Darkness  descending,  quiet  and  soft,  that  now  reaches  to 
the  very  depths  of  all  existence,  enveloping  and 
caressing. 

Sparkling,  gleaming  threads  of  light,  slipping  through 
space,  time,  and  darkness,  to  shine  unhindered  upon 
their  Maker's  vast  expanse  of  restless  sea — reach 
down,  down,  down  to  touch — who  knows  what? 

I  saw  nothing — not  the  tossing  waves,  nor  the  shimmering 
sand,  nor  the  strong,  comforting  rocks  at  my  back, 
nor  the  star-lit  silver  pool.  No,  nothing. 

But  I  felt.  I  felt  all.  All  God's  wonderful,  beautiful, 
magnificent  creation. 

I  felt  the  whispering  winds  about  my  body ;  I  heard  the 
lonely  waves  come  and  leave,  helpless  but  to  fulfill 
their  destiny ;  I  felt  the  sweet  damp  coolness  of  the 
night  upon  my  face ;  I  felt  the  stillness,  the  darkness 
within    and    without.    I    knew    that    God    was    near. 
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Company  for  Dinner 

Girls  dream  dreams  always ;  occasionally  they  shatter 
into  nothingness,  for  no  reason  at  all. 

By  Betsy  Wetteratj,  '47 


Maclaine  Johnson  softly  closed  the  heavy  front  door  behind 
her  and  snapped  off  the  porch  light.  "While  she  crossed  the 
living  room  to  the  stairs,  she  heard  the  door  to  Tommy's  ear 
slam  shut  and  the  motor  start  up.  She  paused  by  a  table  to 
flick  off  the  small  lamp,  then  turned  and  went  swiftly  upstairs, 
walking  softly  so  as  not  to  wake  her  parents. 

Inside  her  room  she  closed  the  door  and  turned  on  the  lamp 
beside  her  bed.  Immediately  she  kicked  off  her  spectator 
pumps  and  started  to  undress.  Her  mind  turned  to  Tommy. 
He  really  is  sweet,  she  thought.  Tommy  Adams  was  a  tall, 
good-looking  boy  who  had  recently  returned  from  the  service. 
He  had  started  dating  Maclaine  and  when  summer  had  come, 
their  Saturday  night  dates  had  grown  into  a  steady  affair. 
Yes,  Tommy  was  really  fun  to  be  with.  He  treated  her  so 
wonderfully.  Maclaine  felt  that  she  could  almost  be  in  love 
with  him  if  it  were  not  for  Kip.  Lord,  how  I  do  love  Kip. 
She  sighed,  buttoned  her  pajama  tops,  and  wiped  the  lipstick 
off  her  lips.  She  went  into  the  bathroom,  washed  her  face  and 
scrubbed  her  teeth,  and  returned  to  her  room. 

The  July  heat  was  not  so  intense  now  as  it  had  been  during 
the  day,  and  Maclaine  was  glad  for  the  slight  breeze  which 
came  in  the  open  windows.  She  sat  cross-legged  in  the  middle 
of  her  bed  and  opened  her  diary.  She  unscrewed  her  foun- 
tain pen  and  started  to  write. 

"Tuesday  night :  I  had  a  wonderful  time  with  Tommy 
tonight.  He  is  so  sweet  to  me.  We  saw  a  crazy  movie,  then 
went  out  to  the  club  and  danced  for  a  while,  but  it  was  too 
hot,  so  we  left  and  rode  around  some  before  he  brought  me 
home.  He  asked  me  to  take  his  S.A.E.  pin  tonight.  I  was 
very  thrilled  and  I  like  him  a  great  deal,  but  I'm  not  sure. 
I'm  to  give  him  my  answer  in  a  few  days.  ...  I  read  in  the 
paper  today  that  Kip  is  back  in  town.  It  said,  'Lt.  Scott 
Kipling,  U.  S.  N.  R.  and  his  wife,  the  former  Beth  Hughes 
Rogers,  have  returned  to  the  city  for  a  fifteen-day  leave 
which  will  be  spent  with  Lt.  Kipling's  parents.'  I  think  my 
heart  stopped  when  I  read  that.  Even  though  it  has  been 
more  than  a  year  since  I've  seen  him,  I  find  I  love  him  as 
much  as  ever.  I  am  afraid  to  think  what  will  happen  if  I 
see  him  while  he  is  home  this  time.  I  love  him  so  very  much, 
it  might  show,  and  that  must  never  happen.  He  must  never 
know  that  I  am  in  love  with  him." 

Maclaine  thoughtfully  surveyed  the  words  she  had  written, 
signed  an  "M"  at  the  bottom  of  the  page  and  shut  the  diary. 
She  closed  the  fountain  pen  and  put  the  book  and  it  away 
under  her  night  table.  When  she  switched  off  the  electric 
lamp,  the  glow  through  the  trees  of  the  street  light  on  the 
corner  shone  into  the  room  and  looked  like  moonlight  shadows 
on  the  yellow  walls.  Maclaine  lay  on  her  back  with  her  hands 
under  her  head  and  stared  up  at  the  patches  of  light.  There 
was  actual  pain  within  her.  Kip  was  the  man  she  had  been 
loving  since  she  was  thirteen.  It  had  been  six  years  ago  when 
she  had  first  glimpsed  his  tall,  angular  figure  and  heard  his 
rough  voice  and  low  laugh.  He  had  brown,  curly  hair,  and 
brown  eyes  set  deep  into  a  narrow,  tanned  face.  He  used  to 
smile  and  wave  at  her  when  he'd  see  her  on  the  streets.    Once 


he  had  stopped  her  when  she  was  with  her  mother,  and  talked 
to  her  for  a  few  minutes.  Maclaine  remembered  how  she  had 
trembled  all  over  then,  and  for  the  rest  of  the  day  her  breath 
had  come  hard.  She  remembered  all  this  and  at  the  same 
time  she  remembered  that  two  years  ago  Kip  had  been  mar- 
ried and  had  left  for  the  Navy.  After  a  long  while  she  turned 
on  her  stomach  and  went  to  sleep. 

The  next  morning  Maclaine  planned  to  go  swimming  with 
her  best  friend,  Julie  Nelson ;  so  she  was  up  around  nine 
o'clock.  Dressed  in  a  fresh  red-and-white  checked  sun  dress, 
she  went  down  to  the  kitchen  hunting  for  her  mother.  She 
found  her  there  with  Rosebud,  the  negro  cook,  planning  the 
day. 

"Good  morning,  darling,"  Maclaine  brushed  her  mother's 
cheek  with  a  kiss.    "Did  you  have  fun  last  night  ?" 

"Umm-hum,  loads  of  fun."  She  looked  around,  "Hi,  Rose- 
bud, have  you  got  any  coffee  left  for  me." 

"Yes,  mam,  ah'  got  it  perkin'  now.  Ah'  done  put  some 
toast  in  foh'  you,  too." 

Maclaine  smiled  and  looked  at  her  mother.  "May  I  have 
the  car  this  morning?    Julie  and  I  are  going  swimming." 

Her  mother  thought  for  a  moment,  then  said,  "Well,  all 
right,  if  you'll  be  back  by  1 :30.  I've  got  to  go  marketing  this 
afternoon  since  we're  having  company  for  dinner  tomorrow 
night." 

Maclaine  and  her  mother  were  walking  into  the  dining 
room.     Maclaine  stopped  and  turned,  surprised. 

"Oh,  that's  right,  Maclaine,  you  were  out  last  night  when 
Maude  and  Henry  Kipling  came  by."  They  sat  down  at  the 
table.  "You  know,  their  son  and  his  wife  are  here  now. 
Well,  Maude  just  happened  to  mention  that  she  and  Henry 
had  been  called  out  of  town  tomorrow,  so  I  told  her  to  tell 
Kip  and  his  wife  to  eome  over  here  for  dinner." 

Rosebud  came  in  with  the  toast  and  coffee  and  placed  them 
before  Maclaine.  She  stared  at  the  food  in  front  of  her  while 
her  mother  went  on  talking.  She  was  afraid  to  look  at  her 
mother,  afraid  that  her  face  might  reveal  her  thoughts.  She 
attempted  to  drink  some  coffee  but  her  hand  shook  holding 
the. cup.  Carefully  she  set  the  cup  back  in  the  saucer.  What 
shall  I  do?    O  Lord,  she  prayed,  what  shall  I  do? 

At  the  Country  Club,  Maclaine  and  Julie  Nelson  lay 
stretched  on  their  stomachs  beside  the  pool.  Their  bare, 
brown  backs,  wet  from  the  pool,  glistened  in  the  hot  sun  while 
a  slight  breeze  dried  their  damp  hair. 

Suddenly  Julie  raised  her  head  off  her  arms  and  looked  at 
Maclaine.  "Say,  did  you  know  that  Kip  and  his  wife  are 
here  ?  I  saw  them  yesterday.  They  looked  so  good."  .  .  . 
"Golly,"  she  sighed,  "I  wish  I  were  married."  She  looked 
speculatively  at  the  crowd  of  boys  around  the  pool  and  sat  up. 
She  began  to  comb  her  nearly  dry  hair. 

Maclaine  said  nothing.  She  rolled  over  and  sat  up  with 
Julie.  She  thought,  Well,  I  have  read  it  in  the  paper,  Mother 
has  told  me,  and  now  Julie  has  told  me.  How  many  more 
times  must  I  hear  that  Kip  and  Beth  are  in  town?     She 
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sighed  and  raised  her  head  to  brush  her  hair  back  from  her 
face.     Just  then  she  saw  Tommy  coming  toward  her. 

At  the  same  time  Julie  also  saw  Tommy  and  breathed, 
"Here  comes  your  man.  Golly,  but  he's  cute !"  She  smiled 
brilliantly,  "Hello,  Tommy." 

He  stood  grinning  down  at  them.  His  smooth,  hard  body 
was  very  brown,  and  his  blond  crew-cut  hair  looked  almost 
white  in  the  sunlight.    He  wore  a  pair  of  white  trunks. 

"Hi  there,"  he  replied  as  he  folded  up  his  long  body  and 
sat  down  next  to  Maelaine.  Pie  looked  at  her  closely,  smiling, 
"Hello,  Little  One,"  he  said  softly. 

Julie  noisily  excused  herself  and  dived  expertly  into  the 
pool.  When  she  had  gone,  Tommy  put  his  hand  on  Maclaine's 
chin  and  turned  her  averted  face  to  meet  his,  "What's  the 
matter,  Little  One?" 

She  looked  at  him.  This  was  Tommy.  He  was  good- 
looking,  he  had  superb  manners,  he  was  gentle,  and  he  wanted 
her  to  wear  his  pin.  She  smiled,  "Nothing's  the  matter, 
Tommy.    I  had  loads  of  fun  last  night.    Thanks  so  much." 

He  looked  puzzled  for  a  moment,  then  he  said,  "You're 
worried  about  the  pin.  Don't  worry,  Little  One,  I  won't  ask 
you  now,  but  how  about  tomorrow  night?  Let's  make  an 
occasion  of  it  and  go  out  to  the  new  club.  I  hear  the  orchestra 
is  pretty  good.  You  can  tell  me  then  whether  or  not  you'll 
take  the  pin."  Tommy  looked  at  her  steadily  and  said  very 
quietly,  "And  please,  Little  One,  please  say  you  will." 

Julie  called  to  them  from  the  side  of  the  pool,  "Come  on  in, 
you  two,  the  water  feels  wonderful!" 

Tommy  hopped  up  laughing,  and  caught  Maclaine's  hand 
pulling  her  to  her  feet.    They  dived  into  the  water  together. 

The  next  afternoon  Maelaine  was  doing  some  last  minute 
shopping  for  the  dinner  party  when  she  saw  Kip.  Her 
mother  had  sent  her  down  to  the  stores  to  get  some  more 
lemons  and  two  more  bottles  of  ginger  ale.  She  was  standing 
in  line  waiting  for  the  articles  to  be  checked  when  it  hap- 
pened. She  glanced  up  and  there  he  was  crossing  the  street, 
walking  down  the  other  side.  He  wore  his  navy  greys,  and 
he  had  on  dark  glasses.  Maelaine  started  after  him  as  though 
in  a  trance.  There,  she  thought,  I've  seen  him.  He  just 
walking  by.  I've  seen  him.  I've  seen  Kip !  She  kept  repeat- 
ing the  sentence  all  the  way  home. 

Later  that  afternoon,  while  she  was  dressing,  it  came  to  her 
again.  I've  seen  him,  so  now  it  won't  be  a  shock  when  he 
walks  in.  He  must  never  know  how  I  feel  about  him.  No 
one  must  ever  guess.  Tommy  will  come  for  me  around  nine 
o'clock,  and  I'll  be  able  to  leave  then.    It  won't  be  so  bad. 

Maelaine  was  combing  her  hair  when  the  doorbell  rang. 
She  stood  still  in  her  room  listening  to  Rosebud's  footsteps 
cross  the  living  room  going  toward  the  front  door.  She  heard 
the  door  open  and  Kip's  voice  greeting  her  mother,  who  had 
by  this  time  reached  the  entrance.  She  heard  another  voice. 
Beth,  his  wife,  she  decided.  Resolutely  she  turned  from  her 
room  and  went  downstairs. 

"Hello,  Kip,"  her  voice  sounded  natural  enough  in  spite  of 
the  wild  turmoil  within  her.  She  felt  his  large  hand  around 
hers  and  her  heart  beat  very  hard.  Then  she  turned  and  was 
being  introduced  to  a  pretty  girl  with  pale  brown  hair. 

"This  is  my  Beth,  Maelaine,"  she  heard  Kip  say. 

Maelaine  smiled  and  said,  "Hello  Beth,  it's  so  nice  to  see 
you."  She  cleared  her  throat  slightly.  Then  her  father 
entered  the  room  and  there  was  a  clamor  of  handshaking  and 
congratulations. 


They  sat  down,  her  mother  and  her  father  talking  to  and 
exclaiming  over  the  guests.  Maelaine  sat  down  and  tried  not 
to  stare  at  Kip.  His  voice  was  low  and  filled  the  room.  She 
looked  at  him.  His  Navy  uniform  sat  well  on  his  shoulders 
although  he  was  very  thin.  His  skin  was  white  and  there 
were  wrinkles  in  his  handsome  face  now,  where  before  there 
had  always  been  a  brown  smoothness. 

Kip's  head  turned  and  he  looked  at  Maelaine,  "Well,  Mae- 
laine, you  are  certainly  looking  wonderful."  There  was  ad- 
miration in  his  eyes.  "Lord,  the  last  time  I  saw  you,  you 
seemed  to  be  just  a  kid  in  high  school;  now,  why  I  wouldn't 
even  have  recognized  you." 

Maelaine  smiled  back  at  him.  Her  head  was  light  and  she 
felt  terribly  dizzy.  "Yes,  Kip,  it  really  has  been  a  long  time 
since  you've  been  here.  Do  you  think  that  you're  back  for 
good  now?" 

"Well,  I  hope  so."  He  was  talking  to  the  others  in  the 
room  again.  "I  have  fifteen  days  here,  then  I  have  to  report 
to  New  Orleans  for  orders.    I  hope  that  I'll  be  released  then." 

Rosebud  appeared  at  the  doorway  and  announced  that 
dinner  was  served.  They  rose  and  went  toward  the  dining 
room.  Her  mother  and  father  each  sat  at  the  ends  of  the 
table,  Beth  on  one  side  and  she  and  Kip  on  the  other  side. 
Maelaine  sat  there  trying  not  to  shake.  Kip  and  her  father 
began  to  talk  a  great  deal.  She  tried  to  listen  to  the  conver- 
sation which  concerned  airplanes,  motors,  and  ship  engines. 
She  couldn't  make  much  out  of  it  and  she  was  conscious  of 
wishing  that  Kip  would  pay  little  more  attention  to  the  rest 
of  them. 

She  stared  at  him  as  he  ate  and  talked  to  her  father.  He 
was  so  wonderful,  and — almost  as  cute  as  he  used  to  be.  His 
hair  was  cut  differently  now,  she  noticed.  His  manner  seemed 
quieter. 

Her  mother  was  speaking  to  her.  Maelaine  pulled  her 
attention  away  from  Kip.  "Yes,  mother,  what  were  you 
saying?" 

"Honey,"  her  mother  repeated,  "as  soon  as  we  have  finished 
our  dessert,  you  may  be  excused.  If  Tommy  is  coming  at 
nine,  you'll  want  to  freshen  up  some." 

Beth  looked  up  and  smiled  at  her.  "Going  out  tonight, 
Maelaine?" 

"Yes,  I  am,  Beth.  Tommy  Adams  and  I  are  going  out  to 
a  new  club.  They  say  the  orchestra  and  the  floor  are  won- 
derful." 

"Oh,  it  sounds  grand."  Was  Beth  actually  looking  at  her 
with  a  little  envy? 

The  dessert  was  eaten.  Maelaine  pushed  back  her  chair 
and  excused  herself.  Going  upstairs  she  thought,  what,  is  so 
different  about  Kip?  At  first  I  didn't  think  he  had  changed 
at  all ;  he  was  the  same  boy,  full  of  crazy  wise-cracks  and 
always  out  having  a  good  time.  Well,  he's  not  like  that  at  all. 
He  just  sits  and  talks  about  engines  and  the  Navy.  But,  she 
told  herself  defensively,  he's  still  cute,  and  as  wonderful  as 
ever.  Say,  Maelaine  Johnson,  just  what  are  you  trying  to 
prove  ?    Are  you  in  love  with  him  or  aren't  you  ? 

She  looked  at  herself  in  the  mirror  and  began  to  comb  her 
hair.  She  applied  fresh  red  lipstick  to  her  lips  and  fingered 
some  perfume  behind  her  ears  and  on  her  temples.  Then  she 
sat  down  on  the  edge  of  her  bed.  She  did  not  want  to  go  back 
downstairs  and  look  at  Kip  again.  She  felt  flat  and  dis- 
appointed. Something  horrible  had  gone  wrong.  She  felt 
like  crying. 
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Suddenly  she  heard  the  doorbell  ring.  Tommy !  He's  here 
and  I'm  not  even  ready !  Maclaine  jumped  up,  ran  the  comb 
through  her  hair  onee  more,  smoothed  down  her  dress,  grabbed 
her  small,  white  purse,  and  ran  downstairs. 

"Hello,  Tommy,"  her  smile  was  very  warm  for  him.  He 
took  her  hand  in  his.  A  new  thrill  of  excitement  passed  over 
her. 

She  turned  to  the  room,  "Goodnight,  Beth  and  Kip.  It's 
been  so  grand  having  you  here ;  in  fact,  it's  been  perfect. 
Please  excuse  me  for  running  off  this  way,  but  I'll  see  you 


again  before  you  leave."     She  turned  to  her  parents,  "Good-  / 
night,  Mum,  'night  Daddy,"  she  smiled  glowingly  at  them  and 
blew  them  each  a  kiss. 

The  two  young  people  left  the  house  quickly.  Tommy 
helped  her  into  the  car,  then  went  around  and  got  in  on  his 
side.  He  turned  to  her  and  looked  slowly  down  at  her,  "Hello, 
Little  One,"  he  said  softly,  questioningly. 

She  turned  her  warm  face  full  up  to  his,  and  smiled  tremu- 
lously, "Hello,  Tommy,  .  .  .  dear." 


Week-end  Alone 

Maggie  had  trouble  all  week-end,  but  to  Steve  it  didn't 
make  much  difference.    He  loved  her  just  the  same. 

By  Betty  Goodwtn,  '47 


Maggie  Balston  walked  into  the  cool,  dark  living  room  and 
called. 

"Aunt  Catherine?"  She  waited  for  an  answer  and  soon 
she  heard  the  sound  of  shuffling  feet  in  the  upstairs  hall. 

"She  ain't  heah,  Miss  Maggie.  She  done  went  to  take  yo' 
ma  and  pa  down  to  the  depot.  Yo'  pa  got  one  of  them  tele- 
graphs, and  they  packed  up  and  left  right  away."  While  this 
was  being  said,  Clara,  the  colored  cook,  had  made  her  way 
down  the  steps,  and  now  her  huge,  coffee  colored  form  stood 
in  the  doorway  to  the  living  room. 

A  frown  replaced  the  smile  on  Maggie's  face.  "Was  it 
anything  serious  ?" 

"Notkin'  fo'  you  to  worry  yo'  head  about,  chile.  I  heard 
Mr.  Balston  say  somethin'  'bout  a  meetin'  in  some  city  up  the 
road.  It  won't  New  York.  Heah  come  Miss  Catherine.  She 
knows  mo'  'bout  it  than  me."  Clara  shuffled  out  of  the  living 
room. 

Maggie  sat  down  on  the  sofa.  Outside  it  was  hot  and  very 
dry,  but  the  living  room  was  cool  and  very  comfortable.  The 
blinds  had  been  drawn  against  the  afternoon  sun  and  the 
room  had  a  gray  green  hue. 

Maggie  heard  a  car  door  slam  and  the  quick  click  of  high 
heels  on  the  front  walk.  The  screen  door  slammed  and  Cath- 
erine Balston,  Maggie's  youngest  aunt,  entered  the  living 
room. 

"Oh,  there  you  are,  Maggie.  We  looked  everywhere  for 
you.  John  had  to  go  to  Baltimore  on  business  for  a  few 
days,  and  Helen  decided  to  visit  the  Millers  while  he  is  there." 
Before  she  had  finished  talking,  she  sat  down  and  pulled  off 
her  shoes. 

Maggie  sat  up  quickly.  "You  mean  you  and  I  are  going  to 
be  the  only  people  here  this  week-end?" 

"I'm  afraid  so.  Hope  you  don't  mind,  Maggie,"  said  Cath- 
erine smiling. 

"Mind?  Don't  be  silly.  I  think  it's  wonderful."  Maggie 
rested  her  head  against  the  back  of  the  sofa  and  stared  at  the 
ceiling.    Her  expression  was  one  of  deep  satisfaction. 

"Well,  from  that  expression  I  gather  we  aren't  going  to  be 
alone  this  week-end.    Steve  couldn't  be  coming,  could  he?" 

At  the  very  mention  of  the  name  Steve,  Maggie  blushed 
and  smiled. 


"How  did  you  know?"  she  asked  her  aunt,  a  little  amazed. 

Catherine  laughed  and  answered.  "When  Johnny  used  to 
bring  Steve  home  with  him  for  the  week-end,  you  always  got 
a  dreamy  look.    How  could  I  help  but  know  he's  coming?" 

Maggie  made  a  face  and  said,  "This  time  he's  not  coming 
with  Johnny.     This  time  he's  coming  to  see  me." 

Johnny  was  Maggie's  older  brother.  He  and  Steve  Wad- 
del  had  been  fraternity  brothers  and  best  friends  at  the  Uni- 
versity. That  had  been  three  years  ago,  and  now  Johnny 
was  back  at  the  University  after  being  discharged  from  the 
Army,  and  Steve  was  still  in  the  Naval  Air  Corps.  Maggie 
had  received  a  letter  from  Steve  saying  he  was  home  on  leave, 
and  for  her  to  expect  him  for  the  week-end. 

Maggie  suddenly  felt  very  guilty.  She  should  have  written 
Johnny  that  Steve  was  coming,  but  Steve  had  suggested  they 
drive  to  see  Johnny  Sunday  morning.  She  consoled  herself 
with  the  fact  that  she  had  not  seen  Steve  for  a  year,  but  it 
had  been  less  than  six  months  since  Johnny  had  seen  him. 

The  doorbell  rang  and  Maggie  rushed  to  answer  it.  A 
Western  Union  boy  stood  there  trying  to  look  very  important, 
in  a  nonchalant  way. 

"Miz.  John  C.  Balston  home?" 

Maggie  pushed  the  screen  door  open  and  smiled  at  the  boy. 
"No,  but  I'll  take  it,  Billy."  She  signed  in  his  book  and 
opened  the  telegram.     She  moaned  and  called  her  aunt. 

Catherine  took  the  telegram  from  Maggie  and  read  it. 

"Coming  home  Saturday.  Prepare  for  five  of  us.  Dates, 
please. 

(Signed)     Johnny." 

"What  am  I  going  to  do  ?  Not  only  Johnny,  but  four  other 
boys.  "I'll  never  be  able  to  talk  to  Steve  alone."  With  the 
last  thought  she  burst  out  crying. 

Catherine  thought  for  a  minute  before  she  tried  to  comfort 
the  wailing  Maggie. 

"Come  now,  Maggie.  It's  not  that  bad.  What  time  does 
Steve  get  here  ?" 

"5  :30,"  Maggie  sobbed,  "and  Johnny  gets  here  at  three." 

The  thought  of  her  brother  coming  before  Steve  made  her 
cry  harder. 

"Lawd  have  mercy.  What  have  they  done  to  my  baby  to 
make  her  cry  so  much  ?"  Clara  came  hurrying  from  the  back 
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of  the  house.  "You  jes'  come  tell  ole  Clara  what  they  done 
to  you." 

These  kind  words  only  made  matters  worse.  Maggie  was 
crying  so  hard  she  couldn't  speak.  Catherine  explained  the 
situation  to  Clara. 

"Well,  fathers !  The  way  you  been  a  moanin'  an'  a  carry- 
ing on,  I  thought  you  had  done  busted  yo'  head  open,  or  broke 
somethin'.  If  gettin'  rid  of  Mr.  Johnny  is  all  you  is  worried 
'bout,  I  got  the  s'lution  to  that."  Clara  reared  back  proudly 
as  if  she  had  discovered  a  drawer  full  of  nylons. 

Maggie  stopped  crying,  and  as  soon  as  Clara  was  sure  she 
had  both  Maggie's  and  Catherine's  attention,  she  continued. 

"You  know  how  crazy  Mr.  Johnny  is  'bout  picnics.  All 
you  got  to  do  is  get  him  dates  fo'  five  o'clock  fo'  a  picnic,  an' 
you  is  all  set.  He'll  be  gone  at  five  o'clock  an'  Mr.  Steve  won't 
be  heah  'til  five-thirty." 

Maggie  looked  at  Clara  in  amazement,  and  then  ran  to  the 
telephone.  She  called  back  over  her  shoulder,  "Clara,  how 
come  you  so  smart  ?" 

Clara  chuckled,  "Chile,  it  ain't  so  much  that  I'se  smart ;  it's 
mo'  that  I  pays  attention  to  what  folks  like  an'  don't." 

^;         sjc         *         *         # 

Maggie  sat  up  in  bed.  She  heard  water  splashing.  That 
could  only  mean  it  was  raining.  She  pulled  the  black  eye 
patches  from  her  eyes  and  looked  out  of  the  window.  Outside 
the  sun  was  shining  brightly  from  a  cloudless  sky.  Maggie 
got  out  of  bed  and  walked  over  to  the  window.  Moses,  the 
colored  gardener,  was  working  in  the  garden,  and  the  sprink- 
ler was  whirling  dashes  of  water  on  the  flagstone  terrace. 
Today  was  a  lovely  day  for  a  picnic. 

At  three-fifteen  Maggie  ran  down  the  steps  and  through  the 
back  hall  into  the  kitchen.  Three  huge  baskets  were  on  the 
kitchen  table.  She  eyed  them  and  then  went  to  join  her  aunt 
in  the  living  room. 

"Well,  everything  is  ready.  They  should  be  here  'most  any 
time  now."    Maggie  walked  to  the  window  and  looked  out. 

Catherine  looked  up  from  her  magazine  to  ask,  "Have  any 
trouble  getting  dates?" 

"Whoever  heard  of  a  boy  having  trouble  getting  a  date  in 
this  town  ?  When  the  girls  found  out  Johnny  was  bringing 
some  boys  home  with  him,  they  knocked  themselves  out  trying 
to  get  dates  with  them.  I  got  the  girls  and  the  food.  The 
only  thing  I'm  worried  about  is  their  leaving  by  five  o'clock." 

About  that  time  there  was  a  shrill  whistle  and  a  horn  blew 
outside. 

"Guess  that  must  be  the  boys.  Honestly,  you  would  think 
them  still  in  high  school  the  way  they  cut  up."  Maggie 
walked  to  the  front  door. 

Johnny  Ealston  gave  his  sister  an  affectionate  peck  on  her 
cheek,  and  introduced  her  to  the  boys  as  his  "kid  sister." 
Catherine  walked  out  to  greet  the  boys  and  Johnny  hugged 
her  and  made  more  introductions. 

"Well,  boys,  the  house  is  yours.  When  did  Mom  and  Dad 
say  they  were  coming  back  ?"  Johnny  folded  into  the  nearest 
chair  and  slung  one  leg  across  the  arm. 

Maggie  walked  over  to  the  fireplace  and  stood  with  her 
back  to  it.  Johnny  offered  her  a  cigarette  and  lit  it  for  her. 
When  she  looked  up,  her  breath  caught  in  her  throat  and  she 
strangled  on  the  smoke.  Steve  was  standing  in  the  door,  all 
six  feet  two  inches  of  him. 

Johnny  was  the  first  to  reach  him,  and  then  the  rest  of  the 
boys  crowded  around,  shaking  his  hand  and  slapping  him  on 


the  back.  Maggie  just  stood  where  she  was,  and  stared  with 
her  mouth  hanging  open.  Now  what  would  she  do?  He 
didn't  even  look  at  her. 

At  five-thirty  Maggie  tried  again  to  call  attention  to  the 
fact  that  the  boys  were  thirty  minutes  late  for  their  dates. 
She  had  been  sitting  by  the  radio  for  the  past  hour,  listening 
to  the  boys  replay  one  of  the  football  games  they  had  missed. 

Suddenly  she  had  an  idea,  and  she  quickly  turned  the  radio 
on  as  loud  as  she  could.  There  was  a  terrible  blast  of  music, 
and  then  she  turned  it  off  again.  The  room  was  deathly  quiet 
and  all  faces  were  turned  toward  her. 

Maggie  smiled  at  them  sweetly,  almost  too  sweetly,  and 
said,  "I  hate  to  interrupt  this  sports  convention,  but  you  boys 
were  supposed  to  have  dates  at  five  o'clock  and  it's  after  five- 
thirty." 

"Why  in  the  devil  didn't  you  say  so  ?  Come  on,  Steve, 
we're  off  on  a  picnic  out  at  the  cabin.  Maggie  can  get  you  a 
date  with  somebody."  Johnny  started  to  leave  the  room,  but 
Steve  stopped  him. 

"Thanks  just  the  same,  Johnny,  but  I  have  a  date  with 
Maggie,  and  if  she  wants  to  go,  it's  all  right  with  me." 

"Indeed  she  can't  go."  Catherine  walked  in  and  shook 
hands  with  Steve.  "It's  good  to  see  you  again,  Steve.  No, 
Maggie  just  got  over  a  cold  she  caught  on  the  last  picnic,  and 
I  won't  have  her  sick  while  her  mother  and  father  are  away." 

Maggie  gave  her  aunt  a  grateful  look  and  then  tried  to  look 
disappointed. 

The  house  was  very  quiet.  The  boys  had  been  gone  about 
fifteen  minutes.  Maggie  was  sitting  on  the  sofa  alone.  Steve 
was  walking  around  the  room,  looking  at  first  one  thing  and 
then  the  next.  Finally  he  walked  over  to  the  sofa  and  sat 
down. 

"It's  grand  to  be  back  again,  Maggie.  You  know,  it's  been 
a  long  time,  and  a  lot  has  happened  since  I  last  saw  you." 
Steve  looked  at  Maggie  and  grinned  for  no  good  reason. 

Maggie  sat  very  still.  She  could  not  say  a  word.  Every 
time  she  looked  at  Steve,  she  blushed  and  could  not  open  her 
mouth. 

"For  goodness  sake,  Maggie,  say  something.  Don't  just  sit 
there  and  look  as  though  you're  afraid  of  me.  Really  I  don't 
bite,  you  know." 

Maggie  looked  at  Steve  and  they  both  laughed. 

"It's  been  so  long,  Steve,  I  was  afraid  you  had  changed, 
and  I  was  going  to  act  grown  up ;  but  on  me  it  doesn't  go  so 
well." 

Steve  threw  back  his  head  and  roared.  "Don't  ever  grow 
up,  Maggie.  Stay  just  the  way  you  are.  I  always  think  of 
you  as  the  way  you  were  when  I  used  to  come  home  with 
Johnny." 

Maggie  gave  him  a  sickly  smile  and  said  under  her  breath, 
"I  was  afraid  of  that." 

Steve  heard  her  and  laughed  again.  "I  was  teasing, 
Maggie,  but  seriously,  while  I  was  at  sea  I  had  a  lot  of  time 
to  think,  and  .  .  ." 

Before  he  could  finish,  there  was  a  blinding  flash  of  light- 
ning and  a  loud  clap  of  thunder  followed  by  another  and 
another. 

"Looks  as  if  we're  in  for  a  storm ;  we'd  better  pull  the  win- 
dows down.  You  get  those  in  the  den  and  I'll  get  the  ones  in 
the  dining  and  breakfast  rooms."     Maggie  ran  out  in  the 
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front  hall,  and  just  as  she  was  closing  the  front  door,  she  saw 
Johnny's  car  turn  up  the  driveway. 


"Do  have  some  more  pickles,  Maggie.  I'm  afraid  you 
haven't  eaten  a  thing  all  night."  Johnny  sounded  very  fath- 
erly and  sarcastic.  Maggie  made  a  face  at  him  and  went  into 
the  kitchen.     Steve  followed  her. 

"Hey,  Maggie,  since  the  rain  ruined  their  picnic,  why 
don't  we  wash  the  dishes  and  let  them  relax  ?"  He  winked  at 
her  and  walked  back  into  the  dining  room. 

A  few  minutes  later  Maggie  was  elbow  deep  washing  dishes 
in  hot  sudsy  water.  Steve  was  sitting  on  one  of  the  high 
kitchen  stools,  eating  what  remained  of  a  bag  of  potato  chips. 

"Now,  as  I  was  saying  before  the  storm  so  rudely  inter- 
rupted me,  I  had  a  lot  of  time  to  think  while  I  was  at  sea; 
and  you  know  something,  Maggie  ?  I  found  myself  thinking 
a  lot  about  .  .  ." 

The  door  between  the  kitchen  and  the  dining  room  swung 
open  and  Johnny  swung  in. 

"It's  a  shame  for  you  good  people  to  miss  all  the  fun. 
Come  on  and  leave  the  dishes  for  Clara  to  do  in  the  morning." 

"Oh,  no,  Johnny,  we  couldn't  do  that,"  Maggie  said. 

"Well,  if  you  two  insist  on  doing  the  dishes,  we  insist  on 
helping  you." 

Before  either  Maggie  or  Steve  could  object,  the  kitchen  was 
full  of  people  and  noise.  Maggie  plunged  her  arms  down 
into  the  water.  Steve  picked  up  a  dish  towel  and  started 
drying  dishes. 

Sunday  morning  the  sun  was  shining  bright.  There  might 
never  have  been  any  rain.  Everyone  was  up  and  at  the 
breakfast  table  when  Maggie  came  downstairs. 

Catherine  was  sitting  at  the  head  of  the  table  and  Johnny 
was  at  the  foot.  Maggie  took  her  place  between  Steve  and 
one  of  the  boys. 

She  gave  them  all  her  best  smile  and   asked  cheerfully, 

"Are  all  of  us  going  to  church?"     She  thought  to  herself, 

"Well,  old  girl,  this  will  be  your  last  chance.     After  church 

the  boys  will  bring  their  dates  around  for  dinner  and  Steve's 

train  leaves  early." 

***** 

Maggie  caught  Steve's  arm  just  as  the  sexton  was  closing 
the  vestibule  door  and  hurried  toward  the  door  that  led  into 


the  nave.  Steve  opened  the  door  for  her  and  stood  aside  for 
her  to  enter.  She  hurried  down  the  aisle  and  entered  a  pew 
and  knelt.  As  she  sat  back  in  her  seat,  she  turned  to  whisper 
to  Steve,  but  it  was  not  Steve  who  was  sitting  beside  her.  A 
perfectly  strange  woman  was  sitting  next  to  her,  and  a  little 
boy  was  next  to  her,  and  a  little  girl  was  next  to  the  little  boy. 
Poor,  polite  Steve  was  at  the  very  end  of  the  row.  At  least 
they  were  in  the  same  pew.  He  caught  her  eye  and  winked, 
but  Maggie  didn't  have  courage  to  wink  back. 

Maggie  kept  watching  the  little  girl  next  to  Steve.  She  had 
already  picked  up  his  white  hat,  dropped  it,  and  stepped  in  it. 
Maggie  sucked  her  breath  in  between  clenched  teeth. 

The  crowning  blow  was  during  a  hymn.  The  little  girl 
was  having  trouble  singing.  She  took  a  huge  wad  of  chewing 
gum  out  of  her  mouth  and  stuck  it  on  the  seat.  When  the 
hymn  was  over,  Maggie  stood  staring  with  her  mouth  open. 
Everyone  was  seated  but  Maggie,  and  then  she  sat  down  with 
a  terrified  expression  on  her  face.  Steve  had  sat  in  the 
chewing  gum. 

When  they  arrived  home  after  church,  Steve  went  up  to 
change  his  clothes  and  the  other  boys  went  for  their  dates. 
Maggie  had  just  gotten  settled  in  the  hammock  with  the  funny 
papers,  when  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ralston  drove  up  in  a  taxi. 

When  time  came  for  Steve  to  leave,  everyone  insisted  on 
going  to  the  station  with  him.  Maggie  knew  everything  was 
lost. 

Any  other  time  the  train  would  have  been  late,  but  today 
it  was  right  on  time.  Steve  shook  hands  with  all  of  them 
and  told  them  all  good-bye.  Just  before  he  got  on  the  train, 
he  took  Maggie's  arm  and  pulled  her  aside. 

"Listen,  Mag,  I  haven't  much  time,  .but  I  want  you  to  read 
this."    He  gave  her  a  white  bulky  envelope. 

"All  aboard." 

The  train  began  to  move  out  of  the  station.  Steve  jumped 
on  the  platform. 

"I'll  see  you  again  in  about  a  week,"  he  yelled. 

Then  the  train  was  gone,  and  Maggie  opened  the  envelope. 
Pinned  to  the  top  of  the  page  were  Steve's  gold  wings. 

Johnny  was  looking  over  Maggie's  shoulder  and  said,  "Well, 
what  do  you  know — my  kid  sister  and  my  best  friend !" 


WISHFUL  THINKING 

Edith  Hamilton,  '46 
I  love  him.  I  love  him  so  intensely  and  devotedly  that  he 
seems  a  part  of  me.  Ever  near  me  .  .  .  hearing  the  things 
I  say,  seeing  the  things  I  do.  I  love  him  with  a  faithfulness 
that  will  never  be  shattered  by  anything  that  is  human 
or  earthly.  The  feeling  I  experience  when  I  am  near  him 
is  indescribable.  Heaven  and  earth  seem  to  meet  and  I  am 
crushed  in  the  choking  atmosphere  between  them.  His 
eyes,  expressing  his  innermost  thoughts  and  passions, 
reveal  to  me  the  great  admiration  he  has  for  the  higher 
and  more  cultural  things  of  life.  His  hair,  its  color  and 
its  thickness,  seem  distinguished  looking  to  me,  yet  to 
another  it  is  merely  a  pattern  for  the  color  and  thickness 
of  a  million  other  men.  His  lips  are  individual,  interesting 
and  kissable.  His  whole  self  is  desirable  .  .  .  like  no  one 
else  .  .  .  living  and  breathing  the  same  air  as  I.  To  me  he 
is  perfect.  I  love  him.  But  1  haven't  met  him  yet  and  I  am 
fifty  years  old. 


SPRING  SONG,  1946 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '49 
How  can  light  fill  the  world  again 
After  a  time  so  dark? 
How  can  we  feel  the  soft  spring  rain, 
Or  listen  to  the  trilling  lark? 
To  what  avail  the  flowery  glade? 
To  what  avail  the  sunny  skies? 
For  he  is  dead,  my  pretty  maid ; 
Neath  Europe's  blood-soaked  sod 

He  lies. 
He  and  a  thousand  others, 
Their  bright  life's  flame  gone  out. 
He  and  a  thousand  others 
Led  by  the  battle  shout. 
Moulding  beneath  a  battle  field 
Lies  half  a  war-crazed  race. 
Yet  still  audacious  spring 
Shows  her  sweet,  insipid  face. 
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Expectancy 

By  Maey  Billings,  '46 


Riding  on  the  train  was  fast  becoming  most  unpleasant, 
especially  since  the  view  out  of  the  dirty  window  afforded 
nothing  more  than  sandy,  rocky  plains  with  only  cacti 
here  and  there  to  break  the  monotony  of  the  landscape. 
There  were  no  trees ;  the  mountains  were  bare  and  had 
no  color  to  contrast  with  the  sky.  I  was  bored.  The  book 
In  my  lap  had  proved  to  be  very  uninteresting,  and  I  had 
read  everything  in  my  newspaper  including  the  lost  and 
found  columns.  About  an  hour  before,  the  porter  had 
brought  a  deck  of  cards,  but  I  had  played  everything 
from  "go  fishing"  on  up;  so  even  cards  had  ceased  to  be 
entertaining. 

Sitting  across  from  me  was  a  soldier  who  was  returning 
to  Army  life  after  spending  a  short  time  at  home.  He  was 
soon  to  go  overseas  (this  I  had  learned  in  an  earlier  con- 
versation with  him),  and  it  had  been  almost  more  than  he 
could  do  to  say  good-bye  to  his  family  at  the  station.  His 
head  was  leaning  against  the  back  of  the  seat.  He  was 
probably  reliving  his  furlough,  remembering  how  pretty 
his  girl  had  looked  the  night  before  and  how  good  the 
fried  chicken  had  been  Sunday.  Suddenly  his  face  be- 
came grave;  his  eyes  lost  their  sparkle.  Perhaps  he  was 
thinking  of  what  lay  ahead. 

Up  the  aisle  was  a  young  woman  who  was  engaged  in 
a  monologue  directed  toward  an  old  man  sitting  beside 
her.  Snatches  of  her  conversation,  such  as  "Joe  .  .  .  stored 
our  furniture  .  .  .  will  probably  go  over  soon  .  .  ."  drifted 
back  to  me.  From  this  I  had  to  imagine  that  she  was  an 
Army  wife  going  to  live  with  her  husband  until  he  was 
sent  out  of  the  country. 

At  the  far  end  of  the  aisle  was  seated  a  little  brown-eyed 
girl  who  seemed  to  be  absorbed  in  all  that  was  going  on 
about  her.  It  was  left  purely  to  my  imagination  to  decide 
about  her  because  she  had  scarcely  said  a  word  since  the 
conductor  had  brought  her  in  and  lifted  her  to  her  seat 
early  that  morning.  She  must  have  been  going  somewhere 
for  a  visit  and  was  traveling  alone  for  the  first  time. 
Probably  she  was  trying  to  picture  all  the  things  she 
would  do  when  her  trip  was  ended. 

When  the  train  stopped  next,  a  young  lieutenant 
boarded  it.  It  was  easy  to  see  that  he  had  just  received 
his  commission  because  his  bars  and  wings  alike  were 


shining  new.  His  face  had  a  "I've  done  it  at  last !"  expres- 
sion on  it,  and  I  knew  that  the  gold  buttons  of  his  uniform 
were  on  the  verge  of  popping  off.  When  a  corporal  with 
overseas  ribbons  all  over  his  chest  yelled,  "Look  at  the 
baby  with  the  bar !"  the  lieutenant  only  smiled  and 
expanded  his  chest  a  little  farther.  He  looked  as  if  no 
remark,  no  matter  how  insulting,  could  bring  him  down 
from  the  clouds.  Mixed  with  that  look  of  pride  was  an 
air  of  seriousness. 

It  suddenly  came  to  me  what  that  expression  on  the 
faces  of  all  the  passengers  was.  It  was  expectancy,  ex- 
pectancy mixed  with  determination.  They  were  all  looking 
forward,  wondering  just  what  lay  ahead.  The  soldier 
across  from  me  was  going  into  the  thick  of  the  fight.  He 
knew  that  only  danger  was  ahead  of  him,  but  he  was  anx- 
ious to  do  his  job  and  get  back  to  his  family  in  as  short 
a  time  as  possible. 

Then  there  was  the  young  girl  who  was  going  to  join 
her  husband.  She  knew  that  only  a  short  time  of  happiness 
awaited  her  before  she  and  her  husband  would  be  sep- 
arated indefinitely.  She  was  determined,  however,  to  make 
the  most  of  the  short  time  with  him  before  she  settled  back 
to  wait  until  they  could  pick  up  their  lives  together  where 
they  had  been  dropped. 

Although  the  little  girl  seemed  interested  in  the  activity 
about  her  at  the  moment  —  the  people,  the  conduc- 
tor's punchers,  and  the  excitement  when  the  train  pulled 
into  the  station,  it  was  my  guess  that  she  could  hardly 
wait  to  reach  her  destination.  When  the  trip  was  over,  she 
was  overcome  with  eagerness  to  be  with  her  friends  who 
she  saw  through  the  window.  She  wanted  to  begin  her  new 
adventure  immediately. 

As  for  the  lieutenant,  he  was  looking  forward  to  his 
leave.  He  would  be  with  his  family  and  best  girl.  He 
probably  would  go  out  with  his  friends,  "hang  around" 
at  the  drugstore,  and  just  enjoy  life  as  a  whole. 

Yes,  about  them  all  was  that  air  of  expectancy.  They 
were  looking  to  the  future  "as  in  a  glass  darkly" ;  a  little 
afraid,  3'et  determined  to  make  the  best  of  it. 

This  essay  won  third  place  in  the  Sigma  Lambda-E .  A.  P. 
literary  societies'  annual  contest. 


The  Comma 


By  Sally  Anne  Elliott,  '46 

A  comma  doesn't  have  very  much  shape  and  it  is  not  at 
all  imposing  looking  but  to  some  people  it  is  very  impor- 
tant. I  am  not  one  of  these  people. 

I.  think  commas  are  little  and  funny  and  unimportant. 
I  think  they  have  humpbacks  and  seem  to  crawl  in  and 
out  of  everyone's  sentences  but  mine.  My  sentences  do 
not  have  connnas.  They  are  beautiful  and  free  and  un- 
inhibited. 

To  me  commas  symbolize  repression.  They  are  like 
bars  at  the  window  or  heavy  coats  or  bright  lights  in 
cozy  spots.  They  are  the  sorts  of  things  that  cause  people 
to  be  listed  in  the  Missing  Persons'   Bureau   or  join  a 


nudist  colony  or  buy  a  crazy  hat.  They  are  a  detriment 
to  liberty  equality  and  fraternity. 

Commas  destroy  originality  and  imagination.  If  a  sen- 
tence has  a  comma  everyone  reads  it  the  same  way.  There 
is  no  change  no  variety  no  interest.  They  make  everyone 
think  the  same  way  and  if  this  is  carried  too  far  what  will 
become  of  all  but  one  brand  of  lipstick  or  breakfast  food 
or  fountain  pen? 

I  do  not  expect  to  have  a  large  number  of  followers. 
People  laughed  at  Alexander  Bell ;  Shelley  was  viewed 
askance ;  Picasso  is  shrugged  at.  I  will  receive  "P's"  but 
I  will  not  bow  down  under  the  yoke  of  an  elongated  drop 
of  ink. 

This  essay  won  first  place  in  the  Sigma  Lambda-E.  A.  P. 
literary  societies'  annual  contest. 
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By  Peggy  Hopkins,  Alumnae  Secretary 


Mary  Elizabeth  Walters  Smith's,  '42, 
address  is  7  4  Vista  Avenue,  Lemon  Grove, 
California,  .  .  .  Palmer  Smith,  '39,  has 
moved  to  30  Avery  Drive,  N.E.,  Atlanta, 
Ga.  .  .  .  Phyllis  Gatling  Sandvig,  '40,  her 
husband  and  son  are  living  in  California, 
where  Lieutenant  Sandvig  is  stationed. 
.  .  .  Betty  White  Johnson,  '44  (H.  S.),  is 
among  the  twenty  newly  elected  members 
of  Paint  and  Patches,  the  Sweet  Briar 
Dramatic  Club.  Her  election  came  as  a 
lesult  of  her  work  in  technical  crews;  she 
is  head  of  properties  for  the  coming  year. 
.  .  .  Barbara  Rainey  Crookston,  '40  (H. 
S.),  was  graduated  from  the  University 
of  Virginia  Hospital  School  of  Nursing  in 
February.  She  was  married  in  May  and 
is  now  living  in  Salt  Lake  City.  .  .  .  Betsy 
Rodwell  Tucker,  '39,  is  living  in  Winston- 
Salem,  where  her  husband  has  a  position 
with  the  Wachovia  Bank  and  Trust  Co. 
.  .  .  Janet  James  Lindsey,  '40  (H.  S.), 
writes,  "Mark  and  I  are  living  in  Hape- 
ville,  Ga.,  until  he  finishes  his  internship 
at  Grady  Hospital  in  Atlanta  on  April  1. 
Don't  know  where  we  will  be  after  that 
as  the  navy  still  has  us  under  its  power. 
Let's  hope  we  will  get  stationed  at  some 
hospital  here  in  the  country.  Kay  Roper, 
'42,  has  been  living  with  us  a  month  since 
her  landlady  came  home  and  wanted  her 
apartment  back.  It  has  been  grand  hav- 
ing her  here  and  I  hope  she  will  stay 
awhile.  'Happy'  Hoover  Eanes,  ex  '41 
(H.  S.),  has  two  children  now.  Her  little 
girl,  Shelby  Anne,  was  born  last  August, 
and  her  little  boy  is  a  little  over  two  years 
old.  Happy  and  I  went  down  to  Wilming- 
ton for  Mary  Davis',  '40  (H.  S.),  wedding 
last  November.  My  16%  months  old  son 
is  really  keeping  me  busy  as  he  is  at  the 
stage  where  everything  interests  him  and 
he  wants  to  investigate.  He  gets  cuter 
each  day  and  looks  so  much  like  his  daddy 
it  is  comical."  Janet's  permanent  address 
is  Rye  Fields,  Hamlet,  N.  C.  Sara  Nair 
James,  '39  (H.  S.),  Janet's  sister-in-law, 
can  be  reached  at  the  same  address.  .  .  . 
Kitty  Sigmon  Hunter.  '40,  her  husband 
and  son  live  at  803  New  Bern  Avenue, 
Raleigh,  N.  C.  .  .  .  Bettie  Vann,  '41,  has  a 
summer  position  at  the  Avalon  Cottage, 
Virginia  Beach.  .  .  .  Harriet  Whitaker, 
'44,  was  made  a  member  of  Freya  (an 
honorary  organization  similar  to  the  Cir- 
cle) at  Hollins  College  in  February.  .  .  . 
Adelaide  Butler's,  '44,  new  address  is  900 
Gregg  Avenue,  Florence,  S.  C.  .  .  .  Janet 
Rosser,  '44  (H.  S.),  goes  to  Oberlin  Col- 
lege in  Ohio.  .  .  .  Pauline  Holt.  '38,  of 
Greensboro,  is  stationed  in  the  Philippine 
Islands  with  the  American  Red  Cross.  .  .  . 
Anna  Margaret  Moomaw,  '45,  has  received 
a  sterling  silver  Treasury  Award  with  her 
name  engraved  on  it  from  the  State  War 
Finance  Committee,  for  the  excellent 
work  she  did  as  student  chairman  of  war 
bond  drives  at  Saint  Mary's  last  year.  .  .  . 
Ann  Cutts,  '45,  and  Sybil  Goerch,  '45, 
have  been  tapped  in  a  secret  ceremony 
into  the  Valkyries,  which  is  the  women's 
honorary  organization  at  Chapel  Hill. 
Selections  are  made  on  the  basis  of  "lead- 
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ership,  scholarship,  character  and  unself- 
ish service  to  the  University."  .  .  .  Mary 
Ann  Somervell,  '37  (H.  S.),  is  now  Mrs. 
William  Brenza,  and  her  address  is  Floss- 
moor,  Illinois.  .  .  .  Kay  Castles  Snead,  '40, 
her  husband,  and  year-old  child  are  living 
in  St.  Louis.  .  .  .  Anna  Wood  Ragland, 
'41,  and  her  husband,  Trent,  live  at  122 
Laurel  Avenue,  Charlotte.  .  .  .  When  the 
Southern  Conference  Basketball  Tourna- 
ment was  held  this  year  eleven  of  the  six- 
teen sponsors  were  Saint  Mary's  girls. 
They  were  Sarah  Crowder,  ex  '43;  Lib 
Niven,  ex  '43  (Bus.);  Betsy  London  Cor- 
don, '45;  Sue  Tucker  Eason,  ex  '46  (who 
was  chosen  Queen) ;  and  also  the  follow- 
ing girls  who  are  now  students  at  Saint 
Mary's:  Martha  Ann  Olsen,  Frances  Bick- 
ett,  Adelaide  Linehan,  Elizabeth  Silver, 
Anna  Lee  Smith,  Patsy  McKimmon,  and 
Betty  Lokey.  .  .  .  Miss  Marjorie  Lalor, 
who  was  a  member  of  the  faculty  from 
1929-45,  visited  the  campus  in  March 
while  on  her  spring  vacation  from  Night- 
ingale Bamford  School  in  New  York  City. 
.  .  .  Charlotte  Crawford,  '44,  is  living  in 
Portsmouth,  N.  H.  Her  address  is  Qrts. 
C,  U.  S.  Naval  Base,  Portsmouth,  N.  H. 
.  .  .  Jean  Rickenbaker,  '45  (H.  S.),  and 
Caroline  Fant,  '4  5  (H.  S.),  are  students 
at  Converse  College.  .  .  .  Helen  Flecnor 
Freeze,  '45,  lives  in  Raleigh  now.  Her 
husband  is  going  to  State  College.  Their 
address  is  c/o  Miss  Hilton,  King  Charles 
Road,  Raleigh,  N.  C.  .  .  .  Francis  Coxe 
Humphries',  ex  '39,  husband,  Thomas  H. 
Humphries,  was  recently  made  operator- 
manager  of  the  Asheville-Hendersonville 
airport.  He  has  been  discharged  from  the 
A.  A.  F.  after  five  years  service.  .  .  .  Alice 
Jones,  '45  (H.  S.),  who  is  a  student  at 
Finch  Junior  College,  writes,  "Here  at 
Finch  has  grown  up  a  regular  southern 
delegation  of  Saint  Mary's.  As  seniors 
this  year  we  have  Dede  Gant,  '44   (H.  S.), 


Barbara  Ray,  '44  (H.  S.),  Betty  Nutt,  '44 
(H.  S.),  Olive  Camp,  '44  (H.  S.).  Also 
Mary  Bellamy,  ex  '45,  is  a  post-graduate 
but  is  in  the  other  building  on  Park 
Avenue.  I  am  the  only  freshman  from 
S.  M.  S.  at  present.  Since  so  many  of  our 
old  Raleigh  crowd  is  together  again,  the 
poor  New  York  girls  swear  they  haven't 
a  chance  with  all  of  us  giving  forth  with 
ye  olde  rebel  yell!  Everyone  is  fine  and 
the  seniors  are  thrilled  over  coming  grad- 
uation." .  .  .  Rena  Graham,  ex  '43,  is  an 
occupational  therapist  at  Walter  Reed 
Hospital.  .  .  .  Louise  Sineath  Deaton, 
'40  (Bus.),  lives  in  Statesville,  N.  C.  .  .  . 
Mary  Cleaves  Daniels  Johnstone,  ex  '42l 
of  Goldsboro,  is  living  in  Ohio  while  her 
husband  is  stationed  there.  .  .  .  Dolores 
Mullett's,  '42,  address  is  c/o  Col.  D.  T. 
Mullett  Camp  Hq.,  Camp  Lee,  Va.  .  .  % 
Frances  Marks,  '44  (H.  S.),  has  been 
elected  president  of  a  dormitory  at  Hol- 
lins College  for  next  year.  As  a  freshman 
at  Hollins  she  was  representative  to  the 
Joint  Legislative  Body,  and  as  a  sopho- 
more this  year  she  has  been  a  marshal 
and  secretary  to  the  student  government. 
Ann  Hull,  '43  (Bus.),  was  a  reporter  on 
the  Hollins  student  newspaper  this  year. 
.  .  .  Pauline  McNcny  Johnson,  '43  (Mrs. 
Robert  L.  Johnson),  lives  on  Burwell  Ave- 
nue in  Henderson.  .  .  .  Ann  Cox,  '38,  has 
been  released  from  the  W.  A.  V.  E.  S. 
after  three  years  of  service.  She  was  last 
on  duty  at  the  Bureau  of  Standards,  Navy 
Department,  Washington,  D.  C.  .  .  .  Betty 
Chase,  '43,  works  for  the  State  Health 
Department  in  Raleigh.  .  .  .  Lucy  Meade 
Beard,  ex  '41  and  her  husband  are  living 
in  Detroit.  Lucy's  husband  has  received 
his  discharge  from  the  navy  and  is  work- 
ing at  Grosse  Point,  Michigan.  .  .  .  Betsy 
Long,  ex  '45,  writes,  "Saw  Fannie  Cooper, 
'44,  Mary  Ann  Cooper,  '43,  and  Shirley 
Goode,  '44  (Bus.),  at  May  Frolics."  .  . 
"Honey"  Peck,  '40  (H.  S.)  (Mrs.  Harry 
McCall),  lives  at  1315  Sth  St.,  New  Or- 
leans, La.  .  .  .  Betsy  Ann  Pou  '45  (H.  S.), 
is  a  student  at  Randolph-Macon  College. 
.  .  .  Polly  Pinner  Graham,  ex  '38,  will  be 
living  in  Durham  just  as  soon  as  she  can 
find  an  apartment  Her  husband,  who  has 
been  with  the  F.  B.  I.,  has  joined  the 
Durham  law  firm  of  Fuller,  Reade,  Urn- 
stead,  and  Fuller.  .  .  .  Mary  Elizabeth 
Nash  Farris,  '40,  is  living  in  Chapel  Hill 
with  her  husband  while  he  is  there  study- 
ing law.  .  .  .  The  following  are  among  the 
alumnae  who  have  visited  campus  since 
spring  vacation  :  Frankie  Shamburger,  Vir- 
ginia Wilson,  Lucy  Seaman,  Cleaves  Sten- 
house,  Ann  Edmunds,  Mary  Arden  Tucker, 
Jean  Fulton,  Mildred  Lee,  Stuart  Verdery, 
Betty  Clark,  Langhorne  Carrington,  Har- 
riet Whitaker,  Ann  Pettit,  Pat  Hassler, 
Kate  Broadfoot,  Betty  Bassett,  Kitty  Sig- 
mon Hunter,  Alice  Jones,  Rita  Phelps, 
Lloyd  Eggleston,  Jean  Rickenbaker,  Caro- 
line Fant,  Mary  Gilmer  Cocke,  Frenchie 
McCann,  Ruth  Hayes,  Mary  Elizabeth 
Peirson,  Dale  Creech,  Marietta  Duke,  Cor- 
inne  Grimsley,  Caroline  Long,  Betsy  Long, 
Betsy  Durham,  Sue  Moore. 
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REPORT  OF  THE  ALUMNAE  SECRETARY  FOR 
THE  YEAR  1945-46 

Mrs.  James  H.  Cordon  called  a  meeting  of  the  Alumnae 
Council  on  October  3  in  order  to  work  out  the  program 
of  alumnae  work  for  the  year.  Our  special  guests  for  the 
meeting  were  Mrs.  Frank  P.  Graham  of  Chapel  Hill  and 

Mr.  Charles  A.  Tucker  of  Warrenton,  who  are  members 

fcf  the  Landscape  and  Grounds  division  of  the  Planning 
Committee  for  the  Centennial  Fund  program.  They 
brought  with  them  charts  and  blueprints  showing  the 
many  improvements  which  are  to  be  made  at  Saint  Mary's 

Hn  the  future,  and  presented  them  to  the  Council  for  their 
approval.  Among  the  plans  shown  was  one  for  the  restora- 
tion of  the  Summer  House  and  erection  of  an  entrance 
gateway,  since  the  alumnae  had  voted  last  year  to  raise 
money  for  this  project.  The  Council  members  not  only 
approved  of  the  plans  but  were  so  enthusiastic  over  them 
that  they  requested  that  they  be  shown  at  all  chapter 
meetings  during  the  year. 
At  the  same  meeting  the  Council  voted  unanimously  to 

'order  25  dozen  Saint  Mary's  Wedgwood  plates.  This 
order  was  placed  immediately,  and  we  had  hoped  to  have 
our  order  filled  in  a  short  time.  Unfortunately,  however, 
these  plates  have  to  be  shipped  from  England  and  will  not 
be  available  until  the  latter  part  of  this  year  or  early  1947. 
An  announcement  will  be  made  when  they  arrive. 

Again  this  year  our  efforts  have  been  placed  mainly  on 
stimulating  interest  in  Saint  Mary's  through  chapter  meet- 
ings and  the  Bulletin.  The  Council  agreed  to  hold  a 
chapter  membership  campaign  this  year,  and  award  the 
alumnae  trophy  cup  to  the  chapter  having  the  highest 

fper  cent  of  dues  paying  members  by  today  (June  1).  The 
cup  will  be  awarded  to  the  Scotland  Neck  chapter,  which 
has  a  membership  of  66  2/3%.  The  Hillsboro  chapter  was 
second  with  a  membership  of  62%,  and  Goldsboro  was 
third  with  39%.  The  membership  campaign  has  not  proven 

Jtvery  successful  in  that  only  a  few  chapters  took  part; 
however,  the  number  of  memberships  to  the  Association 
has  increased  this  year,  for  the  most  part  through  letters 
sent  from  the  Alumnae  Office  and  the  establishment  of 
class  funds  in  the  last  two  graduating  classes.  Since  our 
last  general  meeting  the  Alumnae  Office  has  received 
$915.00  in  memberships.  Of  this  amount  $350.00  was 
turned  over  to  the  business  office  for  Bulletin  expenses. 
The  membership  dues  received  this  year  mark  an  increase 
of  $241  over  last  year's  receipts.  Office  expenses  for  the 
year  amounted  to  $239.77.  Of  this  amount,  $150  was  spent 
on  the  order  for  Wedgwood  plates  which  was  placed  in 
October. 

The  Alumnae  Association  is  very  grateful  to  Mr.  Charles 
A.  Tucker,  who  has  attended  a  number  of  alumnae  meet- 
ings with  Mrs.  Cordon  and  me  this  year.  He  has  made  most 
interesting .  talks  at  these  meetings,  explaining  to  the 
alumnae  the  plans  included  in  the  present  building  pro- 
gram. Meetings  were  held  in  Richmond,  Va.,  Rocky  Mount, 
Elizabeth  City,  Goldsboro,  Henderson  and  Scotland  Neck ; 
and  Mr.  Tucker  spoke  at  four  of  them.  The  Richmond 
meeting,  incidentally,  should  not  really  be  called  a  meet- 
ing. The  alumnae  there  had  a  benefit  bridge  party  on  Hal- 

'"lowe'en  night  and  sent  the  proceeds  from  the  party  to  the 

>  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund.  Mrs.  John  Weber  (nee 
Olivia  Mobley,  '26),  who  is  president  of  the  chapter,  was 
in  charge  of  the  party. 


At  the  second  meeting  of  the  Council,  held  on  January 
16,  Mr.  Tucker  was  with  us  again,  and  announced  that 
the  Planning  Committee  had  accepted  the  alumnae  proj- 
ect, that  is,  the  erection  of  an  appropriate  entrance.  He 
told  us  that  it  would  cost  $1,250  to  build  this  entrance, 
which  includes  the  base  to  the  Summer  House,  and  $1,500 
to  restore  the  Summer  House  itself.  The  Council  then 
asked  Mrs.  William  Person,  who  is  chairman  of  the 
entrance  committee,  to  take  charge  of  raising  the  money 
needed  for  the  entrance.  It  is  a  pleasure  to  announce 
today  that  Mrs.  Person's  committee  has  raised  the  neces- 
sary amount:  Any  contributions  received  after  today  will 
be  set  aside  for  the  wall  fund.  The  contract  has  been  let 
for  our  alumnae  project,  and  it  is  our  hope  that  work  will 
begin  on  it  during  the  summer. 

Mrs.  G.  Watts  Carr  of  Durham  and  Mrs.  H.  Fitzhugh 
Lee  of  Goldsboro  have  been  elected  to  serve  on  the 
Alumnae  Council  for  the  next  three  years.  They  are 
replacing  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis  of  Henderson  and  Mary 
Richardson  of  Raleigh,  whose  terms  have  expired. 

Katherine  Royall  of  Goldsboro,  daughter  of  Katherine 
Waddell  Royall,  '19,  who  has  held  the  alumnae  scholarship 
for  the  last  two  years,  will  graduate  this  year.  The  schol- 
arship has  not  yet  been  assigned  for  next  year. 

School  publicity  has  been  handled  as  usual  this  year 
through  the  Alumnae  Office,  and  lithographs  of  the  school 
have  been  sent  to  all  Saint  Mary's  girls  who  have  been 
married  this  year.  Ninety-eight  of  these  lithographs  have 
been  mailed  since  our  last  meeting,  and  a  number  more 
will  be  mailed  before  the  office  closes  for  the,  summer. 

Margaret  D.  Hopkins,  '39 

Alumnae  Secretary. 


MEETING  OF  THE  GENERAL  ALUMNAE 
ASSOCIATION 

The  St.  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  held  its  annual 
business  meeting  in  the  Hut  on  Saturday,  June  1,  at 
2 :30  P.  M. 

The  meeting  was  called  to  order  by  the  president,  Mrs. 
James  H.  Cordon,  and  opening  prayers  were  read  by  the 
Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding  Hughes. 

Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis  of  Henderson  welcomed  the  Class 
of  1946  into  the  Alumnae  Association,  and  Jane  Campbell 
of  Atlanta,  Ga.,  made  the  response  for  the  class.  Miss 
Campbell  told  the  alumnae  that  the  seniors  have  estab- 
lished a  fund  similar  to  those  established  by  the  last  two 
graduating  classes.  At  some  future  reunion  the  class 
members  hope  to  present  a  gift  to  Saint  Mary's  with  the 
money  accumulated  through  the  fund. 

Annual  reports  of  the  year's  work  were  read  by  the 
secretary,  Miss  Hopkins,  and  the  treasurer,  Mrs.  W.  A. 
Withers.  Following  these  reports  Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire 
presented  Mrs.  Cruikshank  with  a  table  lamp  from  the 
alumnae  in  appreciation  of  her  many  years  of  service  to 
St.  Mary's  as  a  student,  teacher  and  administrator. 

The  alumnae  address  was  made  by  Miss  Martha  Dabney 
Jones,  '26,  who  was  introduced  by  a  class  mate,  Mrs.  Ann 
Lawrence  Way.  Miss  Jones's  subject  was  Imagination,  the 
kind  of  imagination  that  was  so  manifest  during  the  actual 
war,  enabling  everyone  to  share  the  feelings  of  others, 
but  which  so  many  people,  especially  the  educated,  are 
beginning  to  replace  with  complacency.  Miss  Jones  gave 
life  to  her  talk  by  referring  to  her  personal  experiences 
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while  serving  in  Prance  as  a  member  of  the  W.  A.  C. 

Mrs.  William  Person,  chairman  of  the  Alumnae  Me- 
morial Entrance  Committee,  announced  that  our  goal  of 
$1,250  for  the  gateway  had  been  reached  the  day  of  the 
meeting  (June  1),  and  she  thanked  the  alumnae  for  their 
interest  and  support  of  the  alumnae  project. 

A  number  of  out  of  town  alumnae,  who  were  here  for 
commencement  exercises,  attended  the  meeting.  One  in 
particular  was  Mrs.  Marshall  Williams  of  Paison  (nee 
Mary  Lyde  Hicks),  who  was  in  the  class  of  1884.  Mrs. 
Williams  told  us  that  her  mother  was  a  student  at  Saint 
Mary's  in  1848. 

Mrs.  Cordon  announced  that  Miss  Mary  J.  Spruill  had 
resigned  as  vice-president  of  the  Alumnae  Association.  A 
nominating  committee,  composed  of  Mrs.  Trent  Ragland 
and  Mrs.  Oliver  Smith,  presented  the  name  of  Mrs.  Law- 
rence Sprunt  of  Wilmington  for  first  vice-president  and 
Mrs.  James  Webb  of  Hillsboro  for  second  vice-president. 
They  were  unanimously  elected  to  these  offices. 

Mrs.  Cordon  announced  the  loss  of  two  of  our  most 
devoted  alumnae  during  the  last  year,  Mrs.  Minnie  Burg- 
wyn  Long,  '04,  and  Mrs.  Katherine  Drane  Perry,  '18.  The 
alumnae  stood  for  a  moment  while  Mr.  Hughes  said  a 
prayer  in  their  memory. 

Miss  Easdale  Shaw,  chairman  of  the  Smedes  Memorial 
Fund,  was  unable  to  attend  the  meeting.  Therefore  she 
asked  Miss  Hopkins  to  announce  that  the  Fund  amounted 
to  $182.25,  which  is  an  adequate  amount  for  the  purchase 
of  a  bronze  plaque  in  memory  of  the  Drs.  Smedes.  A  blue- 
print was  shown  of  a  plaque,  which  is  similar  to  the  one 
Miss  Shaw's  committee  would  like  to  have. 

Mrs.  Cordon  announced  that  Mrs.  Watts  Carr  of  Dur- 
ham and  Mrs.  H.  Pitzhugh  Lee  of  Goldsboro  are  the  newly 
elected  members  of  the  Alumnae  Council  replacing  Mrs. 
R.  6.  S.  Davis  of  Henderson  and  Miss  Mary  Richardson 
of  Raleigh,  whose  terms  have  expired. 

There  being  no  further  business,  the  meeting  was 
adjourned. 
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IMAGINATION 

An  address  delivered  at  the  Saint  Mary's  Annual 
Alumnae  Meeting  on  June  1,  1046. 

By  Maktha  Dabney  Jones,  '26 

Madam  President  and  Fellow  Alumnae  of  Saint  Maky's  : 
I  want  to  talk  to  you  this  afternoon  about  a  war  cas- 
ualty which  has  received  little  attention :  imagination. 
Not  the  humorous  imagination  of  the  professional  enter- 
tainer, nor  the  creative  imagination  of  the  scientist  or  the 
inventor,  but  the  everyday  imagination  of  the  educated 
person,  the  imagination  that  should  enable  him  (1)  to 
keep  his  education  up  to  date,  and  (2)  to  use  his  education 
in  sharing  the  responsibility  of  Christian  brotherhood. 

Every  person  in  this  room  lays  claim  to  a  formal  edu- 
cation superior  to  that  of  the  average.  American  citizen. 
Most  of  us  completed  that  formal  education  some  years 
ago.  If  following  our  graduation  from  Saint  Mary's  or 
from  college  we  had  gone  to  sleep  like  Rip  Van  Winkle 
and  slept  away  the  years  from  that  day  to  this,  should 
we  now  be  educated  women?  In  my  own  case,  such  a  sleep 
would  mean  knowing  nothing  of  the  worldwide  economic 
depression  of  the  '30's ;  never  having  heard  the  names  of 
Mussolini  and  Hitler;  being  ignorant  of  Japanese  aggres- 


sion- in  Asia  and  Italian  conquest  in  Ethiopia,  of  Stalin's 
Russia,  of  the  Spanish  Civil  War,  of  World  War  II,  of 
the  atomic  bomb.  In  spite  of  my  college  training,  would] 
you  consider  me  in  such  circumstances  an  educated 
woman? 

Education  cannot  stand  still.  We  purchased  our  edu-. 
cation  with  a  heavy  initial  investment  of  time  and  effort.. 
Upkeep  of  that  education  requires  an  active  imagination, 
which  in  turn  necessitates  additional  effort.  A  moment  ago 
I  mentioned  that  the  kind  of  imagination  of  which  I  speak 
was  a-  war  casualty.  Let  me  illustrate.  I  was  in  London  the 
night  the  first  flying  bombs  were  launched.  Naturally  they 
•were  mistaken  for  raiding  planes.  The  AA  batteries  in 
Hyde  Park  went  into  action  and  brought  down  into  thej 
heart  of  London  some  bombs  which  might  otherwise  have 
overshot  the  cit}'.  The  next  day  imagination  was  active; 
rumors  were  rife.  "Have  you  heard?"  a  WAC  said  to  me] 
"They  say  those  planes  that  were  shot  down  last  night 
didn't  have  anyone  in  them.  They  were  radio  controlled. 
There's  no  defense  against  them."  Then  we  all  remember 
the  rampant  imaginings  that  followed  the  atomic  bomb 
announcements,  even  to  the  point  of  chain  reactions  that 
might  destroy  the  entire  world.  More  recently,  only  three 
weeks  ago,  in  fact,  there  appeared  on  the  front  page  of  a 
Sunday  newspaper  a  little  article  to  the  effect  that  a 
plane  had  been  sent  to  an  estimated  height  of  75 
miles,  the  greatest  height  ever  attained  by  a  man] 
made  device.  I  heard  no  comment  on  that  article  except 
what  I  myself  raised.  No  one  said,  "Why,  that's  as  far  as] 
from  Raleigh  to  Pinehurst."  No  one  remarked,  "If  you 
could  get  in  a  car  and  drive  straight  up  at  40  miles  per 
hour,  it  would  take  you  nearly  two  hours  to  reach  the 
height  of  that  plane."  No  one  said  an3'thing. 
;  Why  the  difference  ?  Why  were  imaginations  active  over.' 
the  flying  bomb  and  the  atomic  bomb,  and  asleep  oven 
the  75-mile-high  plane?  I  offer  you  two  reasons.  The  first 
is  fear.  There  is  nothing  so  stimulating  to  the  imagination 
as  fear  for  personal  safety.  The  flying  bomb  and  the 
atomic  bomb  roused  that  fear.  The  second  is  saturation. 
During  the  war  our  imaginations  were  so  frequently  and 
so  strongly  stirred,  and  our  minds  so  stocked  with  stories 
of  horror  and  of  heroism,  that  we  find  ourselves  now 
indifferent  to  a  75-mile-high  plane.  It  won't  hurt  us.  It  is; 
one  among  so  many  marvels  in  our  modern  world  that  I 
wonder  how  many  of  us  even  recall  having  read  about  it 
in  heav.y  print  on  the  front  page  of  a  Sunday  newspaper. 

And  that  is  my  point.  We  are  not  really  cut  off  from  the 
world  like  Rip  Van  Winkle.  The  means  for  the  upkeep  of 
our  education  lie  ready  to  our  hands  in  newspapers,  maga- 
zines, books,  the  radio,  and  human  contacts.  But  we  are  of 
those  who  having  eyes,  see  not,  and  having  ears,  hear  not. 
The  printed  page  and  the  human  voice  communicate  to  us 
mere  words.  Imagination  to  body  forth  the  forms  of  things 
unknown  war-wearily  sleeps. 

Our  Christian  educations  require  not  only  upkeep,  but 
also  use ;  and  proper  use  entails  a  reaching  out  of  Chris- 
tian imaginations  in  the  name  of  human  brotherhood  to 
share  the  sufferings  of  others  and  to  relieve  their  distress. 
A  woman  said  to  me  the  other  day,  "I've  been  thinking 
it  would  be  a  good  idea  for  my  husband  and  me  to  provide 
for  a  European  orphan,  but  he  just  isn't  interested  in  an 
orphan  he  can't  see.  If  the  orphan  lived  next  door,  hej 
would  do  anything  in  the  world  for  him."  The  situation  of 
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that  orphan  is  nonetheless  desperate  because  he  is  invis- 
ible. In  fact,  it  is  the  more  so  because  the  generous  heart 
of  a  potential  benefactor  is  blocked  by  a  lazy  imagination. 
•The  laziness  of  our  imaginations  at  times  affects  our  atti- 
tudes even  towards  whole  nations.  Having  spent  most  of 
my  overseas  time  in  France,  I  am  often  approached  with 
criticisms  of  the  French,  statements  in  which  they  show 
up  unfavorably  as  compared  with  Americans.  Man}'  of 
the  criticisms  are  true.  What  is  equally  true,  though,  is 
that  the  critic  has  rarely  made  an  effort  to  understand 
the  reasons  for  the  conditions  he  has  seen  or  heard  about, 
or  in  imagination  to  share  with  the  French  people  the 
experiences  they  have  endured  and  are  enduring.  His  is 
the  Pharisaic  attitude  "I  thank  thee,  Lord,  that  we  are  not 
as  these  people  are"  rather  than  the  humbler,  more  imag- 
inative realization  that  there  but  for  the  grace  of  God 
goes  the  United  States  of  America. 

The  imaginative  and  the  realistic  attitudes  are  some- 
times thought  of  as  contradictory.  Webster  defines  realism 
as  "the  disposition  to  think  and  act  in  the  light  of  things 
as  they  are  and  to  repudiate  visionary  schemes."  From 
time  to  time  we  are  urged  to  be  realistic.  I  submit  to  you 
that  there  is  no  man  so  visionary  as  he  who  thinks  he  can 
be  realistic  without  exerting  his  imagination.  We  need 
imagination  to  make  real  to  us  the  actual  world.  Sixteen 
months  ago  I  was  in  Paris.  Military  restrictions  accom- 
panying the  Battle  of  the  Bulge  had  just  been  lifted,  and 
American  soldiers  who,  during  the  battle,  had  been 
confined  to  their  quarters  whenever  they  were  not  at 
work — even  on  Christinas  night — were  flooding  the 
streets.  We  had  read  of  the -heavy  casualties  recently 
suffered  bj'  our  forces,  but  most  of  us  found  the  figures 
comparatively  meaningless.  Then  an  American  soldier 
said  to  me  something  that  I  shall  never  forget.  "Just 
imagine,"  said  he,  "behind  every  GI  you  see  in  the  street 
two  shadows  walking.  They  are  the  guys  who  fell  in  the 
Battle  of  the  Bulge."  And  I  saw  them.  For  days  I  saw 
them.  The  deaths  of  those  boys  were  actual,  but  it  had 
taken  the  imagination  of  my  friend  to  make  them  real  to 
me.  That  is  the  kind  of  imagination  that  can  give  signifi- 
cance to  the  events  of  our  time. 

More  recently — and  perhaps  some  of  you  shared  this 
experience  with  me — 1  saw  a  striking  and  highly  imagina- 
tive cartoon.  In  the  background,  a  sea  of  indistinct 
figures — ragged,  forlorn,  hungry-eyed ;  in  the  foreground, 
three  well  dressed  Americans  around  a  table  loaded  with 
food.  To  her  guests  the  hostess  was  saying  with  smooth 
unconcern,  "Shall  we  say  grace?"  That  drawing  showed 
the  kind  of  imagination  that  can  wake  us  to  the  responsi- 
bility of  the  human  brotherhood  we  share  with  those 
hungry  onlookers. 

Says  Archibald  MacLeish : 

"Brotherhood  here  in  the  strange  world  is  the  rich  and 
Rarest  giving  of  life  and  the  most  valued : 
Not  to  be  had  for  a  word  or  for  a  week's  wishing." 
No,  not  so  easily  as  that,  for 

"Hunger  and  hurt,"  says  the  same  poet,  "are  the  great 
begetters  of  brotherhood" — 
hunger   and   hurt   that    Christian    America    must    share 
with  the  rest  of  the  world. 

If,  as  Christian  Americans,  we  Saint  Mary's  alumnae 
reach  out  with  our  imaginations  to  share  that  hunger  and 
hurt,  we  will  sacrificially  share  our  substance  too.  Then 


of  the  tree  which  is  Saint  Mary's,  planted  in  consecration 
and  tended  with  Christian  imagination — of  that  tree  shall 
we  be  worthy  fruit. 


ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION 

Report  of  Cash  Receipts  and  Disbursements 
1945-46  Session 

Report  of  Treasurer — Mrs.  W.  A.  Withers 

Cash  on  Hand,  June  1,  1945 $    915.77 

Receipts : 

Chapter   Dues  1944-45 $     7.00 

Chapter  Dues  1945-46 282.00        289.00 

Total  $1,204.77 

Disbursements : 

Telephone  $  66.25 

Alumnae  Memorial  Gateway 500.00 

Gift   18.49       584.74 

Balance  on  Hand  6/1/46 $    620.03    $620.03 

Report  of  Secretary — Miss  Hopkins 

Cash  on  Hand  June  1,  1945 $    727.12 

Dues  Received  1944-45 $     7.00 

Dues  Received  1945-46 558.00 

Subscriptions  to  Bulletin 350.00 

Subscriptions  to  Belles 24.00 

Sale  of  Lithograph 3.00 

Smedes  Memorial  Fund 10.00 

Sale  of  Commemorative  Plates 16.50 

Sale  of  Life  at  Saint  Muru's 7.00        975.50 

Total  $1,702.62 

Disbursements : 
Chapter  Dues  to  Treasurer  1944-45..$     7.90 
Chapter  Dues  to  Treasurer  1945-46..  282.00 

Bulletin— to  School 350.00 

Belles— to  School  24.00 

Purchase  of  Saint  Mary's  plates 150.00 

Office  Expense  89.77        902.77 

Cash  on  hand  6/1/46 $    799.85      799.85 

Total  Cash  on  Hand— Secretary  and  Treasurer,  6/1/46 $1,419.88 

$1,419.88  includes  following  amount  specifically  allocated  : 

Smedes  Memorial  Fund $  187.25 

Parlor  Fund  24.00 

$  211.25 


MRS.  CRUIKSHANK  RECEIVES  LAMP  FROM 
ALUMNAE 

In  appreciation  for  her  many  years  of  service  to  Saint 
Mary's  as  a  student,  teacher  and  administrator,  Mrs. 
Cruikshank  was  presented  a  table  lamp  from  the  Alumnae 
Association  by  Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire  at  the  commence- 
ment alumnae  meeting. 

The  following  is  the  text  of  Mrs.  Cheshire's  presentation 
speech : 

"Madam  President,  Fellow  Alumnae: 

To  me  there  is  a  feeling  of  sadness  'midst  the 
Commencement  festivities  this  year  because  Mrs. 
Cruikshank  is  leaving  Saint  Mary's. 

For  the  last  forty  years  the  name  of  Cruikshank 
has  become  almost  a  tradition  in  the  school.  In  1903 
Mr.  Ernest  Cruikshank  came  to  Saint.  Mary's  as 
business  manager  and  teacher.  From  then  until  1921 
he  was  an  unrivaled  counsellor  and  friend  to  every 
girl,  a  motivating  influence  in  all  the  school  activities, 
and  I  know  of  no  one  who  has  ever  been  connected 
with  the  school  who  was  more  beloved. 
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Mrs.  Cruikshank,  then  Margaret  Jones,  graduated 
at  Saint  Mary's,  came  back  later  as  a  teacher  of 
mathematics.  In  1932  she  was  elected  to  the  presi- 
dency of  the  school,  a  post  she  has  held  with  dis- 
tinction ever  since.  She  is  as  truly  a  product  of  Saint 
Mary's  as  anyone  could  be,  and  we  are  proud  of  her. 

With  deep  appreciation  of  the  high  standard  of 
character  and  scholarship  she  has  maintained  at  Saint 
Mary's,  with  real  regret  that  she  feels  it  best  to  resign 
the  presidency,  and  with  affection  and  all  good  wishes 
for  her  future,  we,  her  fellow  alumnae,  would  like  to 
present  to  Mrs.  Cruikshank  this  small  token  of  our 
warm  regard." 

CLASS  FUND,  1944 

Is  the  Class  of  1944  slipping??  Remember  that  class 
fund  you  established  when  you  graduated  just  two  years 
ago?  Last  year  73%  of  the  class  members  paid  their  $5 
to  Virginia  Hart,  and  this  year  only  36%  of  the  class  have 
done  so. 

Here's  hoping  that  next  year's  record  will  show  a  tre- 
mendous improvement  over  this  year's.  Those  who  have 
paid  their  dues  to  Virginia  for  this  year  are : 


Betty  Barnes 

Adelaide  Butler 

Charlotte  Crawford 

Rebecca  Drane 

Ann  Dysart 

Betty  Edwards  McNair 

Bettie  Gaither 

Betty  Graham 

Virginia  Hart 

Mary  Pierce  Johnson 


Clara  Leigh  Kemper 
Mary  Lynn  Lewis 
Mary  West  Paul 
Patsy  Rodgers 
Elizabeth  Shaw 
Carol  Talbot 
Michelle  Telfair  Bratton 
Patty  Weaver 
Harriet  Whitaker 
Caroline  Taliaferro 


Betty  Winslow 


CLASS  FUND,  1945 

Anna  Margaret  Moomaw,  treasurer  of  the  class  of  1945, 
reports  a  highly  successful  beginning  for  the  class.  Sixty- 
six  of  the  sixty-nine  members  paid  their  dues  ($4.00)  this 
year.  Congratulations ! 


CLASS  FUND,  1946 

This  year's  graduating  class  has  established  a  class 
fund  similar  to  those  established  bj'  the  classes  of  1944 
and  1945.  Jane  Campbell  of  Atlanta,  Ga.,  and  Amie 
Watkins  of  Henderson,  were  elected  secretaries,  and 
Kathryn  Fulton  of  Roanoke,  Va.,  was  elected  treasurer. 

The  class  members  voted  to  pay  $4.00  dues  each  year; 
$2.00  of  this  is  1o  be  turned  over  to  the  Alumnae  Office 
for  membership  dues  and  the  Bulletin,  and  the  other 
$2.00  will  be  set  aside  for  the  class  fund.  The  amount  set 
aside  for  the  fund  will  accumulate,  and  at  some  reunion 
in  the  future  the  class  of  1946  will  use  this  money  for  a 
substantial  gift  to  the  school. 


COLIE  COMES  TO  COLLEGE 

By  Sally  Digges 

Those  of  us  who  have  our  roots  deep  in  Saint  Mary's 
are  accustomed  to  thinking  of  servants  who  have  been 
here  a  long  time  as  members  of  the  school  family.  Floyd 
is  as  much  a  part  of  the  infirmary  as  Mrs.  Naylor  and  Dr. 


Joan  and  Colie 

Haywood's  visits.  Casper,  Willie,  and  John  know  how  to 
do  everything  and  are  not  surprised  at  being  asked  to 
find  anything,  from  Mrs.  Simpson's  keys  to  altar  hangings 
and  candles  in  Miss  Bason's  rare  absences.  And  what 
would  the  school  be  like  without  Phyllis,  Lucy,  and  Annie 
Bell? 

Everyone  of  these  loyal  supporters  of  Saint  Mary's 
has  been  here  over  a  period  of  years.  Rarely  does  anyone, 
student,  staff  or  faculty  member,  or  servant  make  a  place 
for  herself  here  in  a  few  weeks,  for  Saint  Mary's  has  its 
own  sense  of  values.  Real  standing,  in  any  capacity,  must 
be  earned. 

Pecolia  Davis,  however,  maid  in  the  household  of  the 
Hassler  family  of  Thomasville,  North  Carolina,  became  a 
part  of  Saint  Mary's  almost  as  soon  as  she  got  here  last 
November.  When  Joan  Hassler  came  to  school  in  Septem- 
ber, 1945,  Colie,  who  had  been  with  the  family  since  1927 
before  Joan  was  born,  was  dispirited.  She  missed  Joan, 
having  been  with  her  all  her  life.  Joan's  sister,  Pat,  was 
away  at  Sweet  Briar,  and  Colie's  pies,  cakes  and  cookies 
did  not  receive  the  appreciation  they  deserved  from  two 
mature  people.  At  last  Colie  told  Mrs.  Hassler  how  much 
she  missed  Joan — not  Miss  Joan,  but  Joan — and  discussed 
the  possibility  of  getting  work  in  Raleigh  so  that  she 
might  be  near  her  child,  do  her  laundrj'  and  make  special 
delicacies  for  her.  Mrs.  Hassler,  seeing  that  Colie  was 
really  lonely  without  Joan,  decided  that  she  could  do 
without  such  a  finished  cook  and  expert  waitress  for  the 
rest  of  the  school  year.  She  wrote  Miss  Morrison,  who 
promptly  consulted  Mrs.  Marriott  as  to  the  possibility  of 
getting  Colie  a  place  here  in  the  school.  Mrs.  Marriott 
and  her  assistants,  almost  frantic  by  the  difficulty  of 
getting  good  servants,  were  everjoyed  at  the  prospect. 
But  they  could  not  keep  wondering  how  Colie  would  like 
living  and  working  in  an  institution  when  she  had  never 
done  it,  nor  could  they  keep  wondering  how  long  she 
would  stay. 

Colie  has  stayed.  At  first  she  was  a  bit  bewildered  by 
the  vastness  of  the  kitchen  as  compared  with  "my  kitchen 
at  home."  The  hustle  and  bells,  the  mad  rush  to  get  on  to 
the  next  thing  were  foreign  to  her  well-ordered  life.  But 
she  made  the  adjustment  swiftly  and  completely.  She  is 
familiar  with  all  the  phases  of  school  life  now,  and  is 
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interested  in  them  all,  having  suffered  with  Joan  through 
her  struggle  with  her  research  paper  and  short  story 
for  Junior  English,  and  through  her  "getting  the  thought 
behind  the  lines,"  of  Miss  Davis'  and  Moliere's  "Le 
Malade  Imaginaire."  The  night  of  the  play  Joan  thought 
she  was  too  nervous  to  eat  her  dinner,  but  Colie  made  her 
do  so.  Colie,  wearing  a  white  dress  and  white  chapel  cap 
like  everyone  else,  went  to  early  communion  with  Joan  on 
Easter  morning.  She  was  present  at  Joan's  confirmation; 
she  rejoiced  over  her  election  as  chairman  of  assembly 
programs.  She  knows  Joan's  problems  and  her  triumphs, 
and  shares  them  here  at  school  just  as  she  has  always 
done  at  home. 


Colie's  devotion  to  Joan  has  not  kept  her  from  making 
her  contribution  to  the  school.  She  is  dependable,  cour- 
teous, dignified  and  accommodating.  She  is  always  willing 
to  do  an  extra  bit  of  laundry  for  a  student  or  faculty 
member,  even  when  it  is  not  altogether  convenient  for 
her  to  do  so.  Joan  says,  "Colie  must  be  so  wonderful 
because  of  her  mother,  who  is  just  as  fine  as  she  is." 

We  all  sincerely  hope  that  Colie  comes  to  college  a 
second  year,  not  only  because  her  being  here  with  Joan 
gives  us  a  picturesque  touch  of  the  ante-bellum  South, 
but  because  she  is  now  a  part  of  Saint  Mary's  School 
and  its  tradition. 


Al 


umnae 


Chapt 


ELIZABETH  CITY 


Mrs.  Potter  Dixon,  president  of  the  Elizabeth  City 
alumnae  chapter,  called  a  luncheon  meeting  of  the  chapter 
at  the  Virginia  Dare  Hotel,  on  Wednesday,  April  10.  Mr. 
Charles  A.  Tucker  of  Warrenton,  who  was  guest  speaker 
at  the  meeting,  explained  the  plans  for  development  of 
Saint  Mary's. 

Officers  elected  for  next  year  are :  Edla  Walker,  presi- 
dent; Virginia  Worth  Gonder,  vice-president;  and  Ellen 
Melick  Rollins,  secretary-treasurer. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present  at  the  meeting: 
Mrs.  Potter  Dixon  (Hazel  Pendleton,  ex  '34),  Mrs.  Richard 
Gonder  (Virginia  Worth,  '37),  Mrs.  T.  C.  Owens  (Gloria 
JAvent,  '42  (Bus.)),  Mrs.  T.  C.  Parker  (Ruth  White,  '23), 
IMrs.  C.  0.  Robinson  (Flora  Johnson,  '33),  Mrs.  Thomas 
S.  Rollins  (Ellen  Melick,  '25),  Mrs.  W.  Grady  Stevens 
(Peggy  Holmes,  '38),  Mrs.  Tom  Weeks  (Neva  Roper,  '28), 
Mrs.  J.  K.  Wilson,  Jr.  (Mary  Tudor  Hudson,  ex  '39),  Lucy 
Outlaw,  ex  '42,  and  Edla  Walker,  '41. 

GOLDSBORO 

A  meeting  of  the  Goldsboro  alumnae  chapter  was  held 
at  the  home  of  Mrs.  H.  Fitzhugh  Lee  on  Tuesday,  April  23. 
Guests  at  the  meeting  were  Mrs.  James  H.  Cordon,  presi- 
dent of  the  Alumnae  Association ;  Mr.  Charles  A.  Tucker, 
and  the  alumnae  secretary,  who  discussed  with  the 
alumnae  present  the  Centennial  Fund  plans. 

Officers  elected  for  next  year  are :  Sally  Sanborn,  presi- 
dent ;  and  Betty  Michaux,  secretary-treasurer. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present  at  the  meeting : 
"Mrs.  Donald  B.  Cobb  (Sarah  Borden,  '15),  Mrs.  H.  Fitz- 
hugh  Lee  (Julia  B.  Borden,  '11),  Mrs.  Guy  A.  McFarland 
(Marietta  Gareissen,  '21),  Mrs.  Hazel  Zealy  (Susan  Col- 
lier, '21)  ;  and  Mildred  Lee,  '42,  Betty  Michaux,  '43  (Bus.), 
Mary  Louise  Miehaux,  '14,  Elizabeth  Royall,  '43,  Sally 
Sanborn,  '43,  Mary  Cleaves  Stenhouse,  45  (Bus.),  Mar- 
jorie  Stenhouse,  '41,  and  Mary  Louise  Thomson,  '43. 

HENDERSON 

Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis  held  a  meeting  of  the  Henderson 
alumnae  chapter  at  her  home  on  Friday,  April  26.  Guests 
i  at  the  meeting  were  Mr.  Charles  A.  Tucker,  Miss  Frances 
Vann  and  the  alumnae  secretary.  After  the  routine  busi- 
ness had  been  taken  care  of  Mr.  Tucker  discussed  with 
the  alumnae  the  plans  for  the  development  of  Saint 
Mary's. 
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Mrs.  Albert  G.  Borden  was  elected  president  of  the 
Henderson  chapter ;  Mrs.  S.  H.  Watkins,  vice-president ; 
and  Billie  Rose,  reporter.  Ethel  Crowder,  who  has  been 
treasurer  of  the  chapter  for  a  number  of  years,  was 
re-elected  to  that  position. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present  at  the  meeting  ■ 
Mrs.  Robert  D.  Baskerville  (Effie  Flannagau,  '37),  Mrs. 
Albert  G.  Borden  (Elizabeth  Toepleman,  '41),  Mrs.  S.  B. 
Burwell  (Frances  Brodie,  '00),  Mrs.  John  W.  Davis  (Sarah 
Dawson,  '43),  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis  (Mary  Shuford,  '10), 
Mrs.  George  A.  Rose  (Mary  R.  Harris,  '27),  Mrs.  E.  W. 
Turner  (Margaret  Earle  Harris,  '28)  ;  and  Annie  Lee 
Beck,  '16,  Mary  Ann  Cooper,  '43,  Ethel  Crowder,  '27 
(Bus.),  and  Betty  C.  Jones,  '15. 

SCOTLAND  NECK 

The  regular  spring  meeting  of  the  Scotland  Neck 
Alumnae  Chapter  was  held  with  Mrs.  John  Hall  (Sadie 
Bell  McGuigan)  on  Friday,  May  24.  The  several  members 
present  discussed  the  alumnae  project  and  exchanged 
news  of  old  Saint  Mary's  friends.  Mrs.  Richard  House, 
Jr.  (Cornelia  Clark,  '40)  was  elected  president  for  the 
coming  year,  succeeding  Mrs.  Francis  Harrell  (Sarah 
Hall,  '36). 

The  hostess  served  delicious  punch  and  sandwiches  and 
cookies. 

LITTLETON 

Mr.  Charles  A.  Tucker  met  with  the  St.  Mary's  alumnae 
who  live  in  Littleton  on  May  31,  and  explained  to  them 
the  plans  for  renovation  and  development  under  the  Cen- 
tennial Fund  program.  Littleton  reported  100%  attend- 
ance at  the.  meeting.  The  alumnae  present  were  Mrs.  Paul 
Johnston  (Selma  Fishel,  '19),  Mrs.  J.  P.  Pippen  (Sallie 
Moore  Leach,  '00),  Mrs.  L.  M.  Rosenthal  (Mary  Powell 
Pippen,  '28),  Lucy  Leach,  '88,  Elizabeth  Moore,  '23, 
Carrie  Helen  Moore,  '02,  and  Anne  Alexander,  who  was 
school  nurse  in  1927. 


SAINT  MARY'S  GIRLS  TAKE  PART  IN  COLLEGE 
MAY  DAY  CELEBRATIONS 

Saint  Mary's  alumnae  will  be  proud  to  know  that  their 
alma  mater  was  well  represented  at  several  college  May 
Day  celebrations  this  year. 

Katherine  Legg,  '44,  of  Henderson  was  May  Queen  at 
Hollins  College,  and  Shields  Jones,  '42  (H.  S.j,  of  Rocky 
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Mount  was  May  Queen  at  Sweet  Briar.  And  among  the 
members  of  Shields'  court  at  Sweet  Briar  was  Pat  Hassler, 
'43  (H.  S.),  of  Thomasville. 

At  Carolina's  May  Day  celebration,  Ann  Geoghegan,  '41 
(H.  S.),  of  Raleigh  was  one  of  the  two  maids-of-honor, 
and  Elizabeth  (Bitty)  Grimes,  '41  (H.  S.),  of  Raleigh,  was 
one  of  the  two  Carolina  students  in  charge  of  the  Maj'  Day 
program. 

At  -Salem  College,  Meredith  Boaze,  '42  (H.  S.),  of 
Lexington,  and  Jean  Sullivan,  '45,  of  Rocky  Mount  were 
members  of  the  May  Court.  Kitty  Archer,  '43  (H.  S.),  of 
Charlottesville,  Va.,  was  in  charge  of  the  dancing  program 
for  Converse  College's  May  Day  celebration. 

Mildred  Elizabeth  Truslow  of  Chestertown,  Maryland, 
who  although  not  a  Saint  Mary's  girl  is  the  daughter  of 
one,  was  chosen  and  crowned  May  Queen  from  among  915 
students  at  Skidmore  College,  Saratoga  Springs,  New 
York.  She  is  the  daughter  of  Mrs.  Claude  Everett  Truslow 
(nee  Mildred  Collins,  ex  '17). 

Betsy  Ann  Pou,  '45  (H.  S.)  and  Pat  Gwyn,  '44  were 
members  of  the  May  Court  at  Randolph-Macon,  and  the 
following  girls  took  part  in  the  program :  Mary  C.  Bowers, 
'45,  Martha  Ann  Baskett,  ex  '45  (H.  S.),  Sara  Bain,  '45, 
and  Kate  Broadfoot,  '45. 


SAINT  MARY'S  RECEIVES  PICTURE  OF 
BISHOP  ATKINSON 

In  April  Saint  Mary's  was  the  recipient  of  a  picture  of 
the  late  Rt.  Rev.  Thomas  Atkinson,  who  was  bishop  of  the 
Diocese  of  North  Carolina  from  1853-1881.  This  very 
welcome  gift  was  presented  to  the  school  by  Mr.  Vann  D. 
Alston,   Sr.   and  Dr.   and  Mrs.   Vann   D.   Alston,   Jr.   of 


Warrenton,  and  was  among  the  possessions  of  Miss  Maria 
Alston  who  was  a  student  at  Saint  Mary's  while  Dr.. 
Aldert  Smedes  was  head  of  the  school. 

We  feel  quite  fortunate  in  having  the  picture  of  Bishop 
Atkinson,  for  he  was  one  of  the  two  bishops  of  North. 
Carolina  whose  picture  we  did  not  have. 

The  only  one  we  do  not  have  now  is  that  of  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Theodore  Benedict  Lyman  who  was  consecrated  in  1873. 
He  was  assistant  bishop  from  that  time  until  the  death  of 
Bishop  Atkinson  in  1881.  Prom  then  until  his  death  in 
1893,  Bishop  Lyman  served  as  Bishop  of  the  Diocese  on 
North  Carolina. 

TO  YOU 

If  we  had  never  met  you'd  go  your  way 
And  live  your  life  without  a  thought  of  me. 
And  I'd  have  spent  this  breathless  fleeting  May 
Dreaming  of  love  unknown,  joy  not  to  be. 
I  should  have  pictured  3rou  just  as  you  came : 
Tall,  with  fitting  rhythm  and  a  grace ; 
Gently  loving,  proud  and  calm  of  frame  ; 
Laughter  at  the  corners  of  your  face. 

My  dearest  love,  God  must  have  painted  you 

Inside  the  hidden  galleries  of  my  mind 

On  canvases  of  childhood's  early  blue ; 

He  must  have  led  us  both ;  taught  us  to  find  .... 

For  you  are  all  I  ever  hoped  to  see 

When  Love's  sharp  echo  first  awakened  me. 

Eleanor  Seagle  Cole,  '34 
New  York  City 

— Reprinted  from  the  Ladies  Home  Journal 
of  April,  1946 


Class  N 


Before  1900 


The  class  of  1893  extends  its  sympathy  to  Mrs.  S.  Brown 
Shepherd  (nee  Lilla  May  Vass)  whose  husband  died  on 
April  23  after  a  short  illness. 

Bessie  Whitaker,  '93,  lives  in  Deuver,  Colorado,  at  1138 
East  Ellsworth. 

Columbia  Munds,  '96,  of  Wilmington,  has  been  super- 
visor of  the  Public  Health  Nursing  Staff  in  Wilmington 
since  1915.  When  she  took  over  her  duties  in  1915  she  had 
a  staff  of  four  nurses ;  today  her  staff  has  increased  to 
seventeen  public  health  nurses.  Miss  Munds  was  com- 
mended for  her  fine  work  in  an  article  in  a  Wilmington 
newspaper   several   weeks   ago. 

1900-09 

Mrs.  H.  V.  Joslin's  (nee  Annie  Hinsdale,  '00)  son,  Wil- 
liam, was  married  on  May  18  to  Mary  Coker  of  Hartsville, 
S.  C. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Albert  M.  Latta  of  Rydal,  Pennsylvania, 
have  announced  the  engagement  of  their  daughter,  Hen- 
rietta Harvey,  to  Rowland  C.  Evans,  of  Philadelphia. 
Mrs.  Latta  was  Helen  Lyle  Smedes,  '01,  of  Raleigh. 

Mrs.  A.  W.  Tucker  (nee  Annie  Webb  Cheshire,  '03) 
left  Raleigh  the  end  of  May  for  China  where  she  will 


ews 


join  her  husband.  Dr.  A.  W.  Tucker,  who  is  a  missionary 
there. 

Mary  Thornton  Lassiter,  '06,  is  living  in  Washington, 
D.  C,  at  3736  Westhampton,  St.,  N.  W. 

When  Mrs.  William  B.  Little  (nee  Corneille  Harris,  '09) 
mailed  us  her  contribution  for  the  Alumnae  Memorial  En- 
trance she  enclosed  the  following  note,  "This  precious  old 
school  has  been  enshrined  in  the  hearts  of  my  family  since 
its  foundation.  Mother  and  Grandmother  have  told  me 
how  they  would  sit  in  the  old  summer  house  and  wait 
for  the  trolley  cars  that  were  drawn  by  ponies  in  those 
days." 

Anne  Hanes  of  Winston-Salem,  daughter  of  Mr.  Robert 
M.  Hanes  and  Mrs.  Hanes  (nee  Mildred  Borden,  '09) 
recently  married  Meade  H.  Willis  also  of  Winston-Salem. 

1910-14 

Elizabeth  Hughes,  '12,  of  Hendersonville  writes,  "My 
three  years  at  Saint  Mary's,  1909-12,  were  very  pleasant 
ones  and  I  have  happy  memories  of  lots  of  the  girls  and 
teachers.  I  know  little  of  any  of  them — even  my  class 
mates.  Just  eight  of  us  1912-ers.  We  called  ourselves  the 
'Frivolous  Class  of  1912,'  and  yet  I  think  no  one  of  us  was 
particularly  so." 

Catherine  Butt  Trant,  '14,   (Mrs.  James  Parrish)  lives  j 
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at  401  Riverside  Drive,  Portsmouth,  Virginia.  She  writes, 
"Have  received  a  copy  of  the  Bulletin  and  it  was  most 
interesting.  I  surely  did  enjoy  it." 

Laura  Clark,  '14,  who  was  interned  in  occupied  China 
during  the  war  and  who  was  liberated  last  August,  has 
arrived  in  this  country  and  is  enjoying  a  rest  at  her  home 
in  Scotland  Neck. 

1915-19 

The  class  of  1915  extends  its  sympathy  to  Julia  Jordan 
of  Raleigh  whose  mother,  Mrs.  Ida  M.  Jordan,  died  on 
May  28. 

Mrs.  P.  H.  Rogers  (nee  Arabelle  Thomas,  '15)  and  her 
daughter  Ruth,  ex  '46,  visited  Saint  Mary's  on  May  5. 

Mrs.  Thomas  H.  Jewett  (nee  Sarah  Rawlings,  '17)  has 
i  moved  from  Winston-Salem  to  The  Reid  House,  1619 
Green  St.,  Columbia,  S.  C. 

The  youngest  daughter  of  Mrs.  Claude  E.  Truslow  (nee 
Mildred  Collins,  ex  '17)  of  Chestertown,  Md.,  graduated 
from  high  school  this  month  and  will  enter  Saint  Mary's 
in  September. 

1920 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Katherine  Batts  Salley  (Mrs. 
W.  C.  Salley),  1600  W.  49th  St.,  Norfolk,  Virginia. 

Well,  the  cards  didn't  work,  and  I  promise  not  to  send 
them  out  again,  just  use  my  own  reminders.  We  thought 
perhaps  the  other  half  of  the  class,  those  who  don't  write 
letters,  would  return  the  cards.  But  not  only  did  they 
neglect  doing  that,  but  the  "old  faithfuls"  refrained  from 
writing  letters  (most  of  them)  ;  so  we  got  exactly  no- 
where ! 

While  most  of  us  have  been  sitting  tight,  half  wishing 
we  could  go  somewhere  and  yet  rather  glad  we  don't  have 
to  buck  the  crowds  to  do  so  Catherine  Browne  blithely 
states,  "Aside  from  a  couple  of  trips  to  New  York,  New 
England,  and  Philadelphia  during  the  year  filled  with 
fun  and  adventures  I've  lived  the  life  of  an  obscure  faculty 
wife  carrying  on  while  the  head  of  the  house  goes  overseas 
with  the  army.  Ed  returned  the  3rd  of  March  after  eight 
months  of  interesting,  delightful  and  not-so-delightful 
'  experiences  in  England,  France  and  Germany.  Marianne 
and  I  met  him  in  New  York.  Ted,  our  oldest  boy,  is  now  on 
•  the  way  to  Japan  as  a  language  specialist  in  the  army.  He 
is  19  now,  and  looking  forward  to  this  new  adventure. 
Marianne,  who  is  twenty,  graduates  in  June.  She  made 
Phi  Beta  Kappa  her  junior  year  and  has  an  awfully  good 
time  to  boot.  She  is  a  French  and  Journalism  major  and 
expects  to  go  into  advertising,  and  will  be  in  New  York 
next  winter.  Bill,  17,  is  a  freshman.  He  is  the  family 
athlete  and  leads  an  exciting  and  happy  life.  Anne  Duncan 
was  here  last  spring  with  Mrs.  Duncan.  Both  looked 
grand." 

Pauline  wrote  in  March.  Her  oldest  is  graduating  from 
Wittenberg  College  in  June.  The  son  from  Guam  returned 
on  New  Year's  Day  and  is  working  in  Louisville  until 
he  enters  college  this  fall,  having  gone  into  the  army  from 
high  school.  I  had  completely  lost  track  of  the  youngest 
girl  but  she  says  she's  a  junior  in  high  school  and  inter- 
ested in  art.  Pauline  says  she  loves  Louisville  and  the 
people  there  and  all  her  church  work. 

Moke  sent  her  lengthy  family  letter  at  Christmas  time. 
But  since  it's  written  for  all  the  family  connections  there's 


really  not  much  about  Mary.  But  Butch  did  put  in  some 
choice  bits  about  her.  "Mary  reports  that  her  activities 
are  the  same  as  last  year,  with  her  furnishing  the  hub 
around  which  the  other  Slaughters  revolve.  She  gets  all 
the  others  ready  to  go,  greets  them  when  they  come  back, 
writes  to  them  when  they  are  away,  stays  at  home  at  night, 
cooks  and  washes,  keeps  the  house  going,  mends  clothes, 
nurses  all  when  they  are  sick  and  dozens  of  other  similar 
tasks.  She  claims  it  isn't  important  enough  to  write  about 
but  it's  the  continual  things  that  mothers  have  done  thru 
the  ages  to  keep  families  going  and  enjoying  life.  She  was 
fortunate  to  have  one  trip  during  the  summer  to  her  old 
home  town.  There  she  visited  her  dear  friends  the  Robin- 
sons. A  North  Carolinian  born  and  bred,  the  old  North 
State  is  home  to  her  and  she  enjoyed  every  minute  of  her 
stay."  I  could  tell  you  things  about  her  children,  but  to 
tell  you  the  truth,  I  think  it's  about  time  this  letter  re- 
frained from  discussing  our  children  so  much.  I  read  some- 
thing in  the  Norfolk  paper  about  Butch  being  shifted 
around  on  the  athletic  faculty  at  University  of  Virginia, 
but  as  far  as  I  could  figure  (I'm  not  right  bright  about 
such  things)  he  was  just  going  back  to  pre-war  status. 
Anyway,  they  are  staying  in  Charlottesville. 

Audrey  said  the  only  reason  she  was  writing  a  letter 
was  because  she  was  in  bed  with  a  cold.  "We  of  the  Class 
of  '20  may  be  fat  and  forty,  but  I'll  wager  that  most  of  us 
have  more  irons  in  the  fire  than  when  we  were  trim  and 
twenty.  My  chief  interest  aside  from  my  family  is  still 
my  most  interesting  job  as  an  executive  officer  for  a 
furniture  manufacturing  business.  On  the  side  I  sing  a 
little,  am  soloist  in  our  church  choir,  and  for  Easter  took 
part  as  a  soloist  in  the  Lexington  Choral  Art  Society's 
presentation  of  St.  Cecilia's  Mass.  Next  year  I  am  going 
to  serve  as  president  of  the  Music  Study  Club  and  had 
planned  to  attend  the  state  federation  convention  in  Bur- 
lington the  latter  part  of  this  week,  but  my  cold  may 
interfere."  She  is  on  the  state  executive  board  of  the 
American  Legion  Auxiliary  too.  And  I  must  tell  you  that 
her  daughter  has  just  been  elected  president  of  the  student 
body  for  next  year  at  Greensboro  College,  but  instead  of 
going  on  to  Columbia  for  graduate  work  she  will  probably 
get  married.  (I  believe  Lucy  London  is  the  only  one  so 
far  who  has  a  married  child.) 

Adelaide  says,  "I  am  still  at  Appalachian  School  very 
busily  and  quite  happily  engaged  in  teaching  first  and 
second  grades,  plus  other  odd  jobs.  Greetings  to  other 
members  of  the  class." 

Catharine  Thomas  has  just  finished  up  a  week  of  Wom- 
an's Auxiliary  meetings  and  I  could  almost  hear  her 
relaxing  in  her  letter.  Said  it  was  grand  to  see  everybody. 
She  does  a  lot  of  church  work  and  I  heard  (not  from  her) 
that  her  namesake  is  most  active  in  the  Young  People's 
church  work — and  perfectly  adorable.  Teddy  is  in  Saipan 
but  hopes  to  be  home  and  out  of  the  navy  by  the  summer. 
The  aforementioned  Catharine  is  finishing  high  school  in 
June  and  is  to  go  to  Saint  Mary's  in  the  fall.  She  ended 
with  this,  "They  say  Nanc3r's  new  baby  is  wonderful," 
which  is  all  I  know  about  the  latter.  To  save  me,  I  can't 
remember  just  when  she  was  born,  and  I  had  a  note  from 
her  right  after  Christmas  too,  and  a  note  from  Mrs.  Lay 
too.  Nancy  had  pneumonia  and  was  quite  ill,  but  when  I 
heard  from  Ellen  a  little  later  she  was  doing  nicely. 
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In  case  you  haven't  heard,  Mrs.  Cruikshank  has  re- 
signed. I  haven't  heard  of  a  successor. 

Besides,  I  have  five  cards,  with  precious  little  on  them, 
from  Jane  Coolidge,  Annie  Higgs  Duncan,  Mrs.  Thomas  B. 
Dudney,  Millicent  and  Patty.  They  are  all  in  the  same 
place  they  were  before  and  Millicent  says  "Caroline  Moore 
Thomas'  child  is  marrying  May  18."  Jane's  boy  expects  to 
be  out  of  the  navy  b}7  July  (I  had  a  card  from  her  at 
Christmas  and  all  were  0.  K.),  and  the  two  Duncan 
children  are  in  college.  Don't  blame  me  if  I  seem  sarcastic. 
To  this  has  our  lovely  class  letter  fallen !  When  I  was  in 
the  seventh  grade  a  little  boy  made  a  declamation,  and  it 
was  written  by  Aycock,  and  in  it  he  kept  shouting  "Tell 
them  they  must  come  up."  So  I  say,  "Tell  them  it  must 
not  die !"  All  of  which  makes  uo  sense  at  all.  You  see,  I 
am  just  trying  to  fill  up  space. 

But  I  would  like  to  know  what  the  twelve  or  so  women 
who  annually  get  a  copy  of  this  letter  (I  presume  they  get 
them  since  none  are  ever  returned  to  me)  and  never  send 
any  news  for  it  or  comments  about  it,  really  do  with  said 
letter  or  letters.  Do  they  read  it,  or  does  each  go  unopened 
into  the  waste  basket? 

Don't  believe  all  you  hear  about  doctors'  wives.  Of 
course,  there  are  doctors  and  doctors,  and  wives  and 
wives!  And  I  have  worked  myself  into  such  a  frame  of 
mind  that  it  wouldn't  do  to  tell  you  one  thing  about  me. 
I  still  love  people  and- plants  and  loathe  dirt  and  find 
myself  getting  more  involved  in  Norfolk  activities  but  like 
Moke,  am  a  Tar  Heel  born  and  bred! 

1921-24 

Mrs.  Raymond  D.  Smith  (nee  Julia  Winston  Ashworth, 
'22)  lives  at  1  Fountain  Square,  Larchmont,  N.  Y. 

Mrs.  Haskell  Rhett  (nee  Jane  McMillan,  ex  '21)  is 
manager  of  the  Wrightsville  Beach  Surf  Club. 

Mrs.  William  H.  Fillmore  (nee  Martina  Carr,  '22)  lives 
at  Bracebridge  Hall,  Macclesfield,  N.  C. 

1925 

Mary  McKenzie  Long's  (Mrs.  John  F.)  address  is  Long 
Meadow  Farm,  Statesville,  N.  C. 

Emily  Burgwyn  Sneed  (Mrs.  Jackson  Marion)  lives  in 
Richmond,  Ya.  Her  address  is  Box  1358,  Richmond,  Va. 

Ellen  Melick  Rollins  (Mrs.  Thomas  S.,  Jr.)  has  moved 
from  Raleigh  to  202  E.  Colonial  Avenue,  Elizabeth  City.  In 
April  she  was  elected  treasurer  of  the  Elizabeth  City 
Alumnae  Chapter. 

Sarah  Busbee  Phillips  of  Raleigh  and  her  three  children 
are  going  to  Germany  this  month  to  join  Col.  John  D. 
Phillips. 

1926 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Cleave  Shore  Dodd  (Mrs.  Sim 
Dodd),  312  North  Torrey  Ave.,  Ocala,  Florida. 

At  the  request  of  Peggy  Hopkins,  alumnae  secretary,  I 
have  consented  to  act  as  class  secretary  for  the  class  of 
1926.  Please  give  me  your  co-operation.  I  am  proud  to 
advise  that  my  husband  has  been  promoted  to  cashier  of 
the  Commercial  Bank  and  Trust  Company  of  Ocala,  Flor- 
ida. At  the  Annual  Diocesan  Convention  held  in  St. 
Petersburg  this  year,  he  was  re-elected  director  of  the 
Church  Periodical  Club  of  the  Diocese  of  South  Florida. 

Mrs.  Conrad  B.  Sturges  (Louise  Terrell  Allen)  and  her 
two  children  are  living  in  Louisburg,  North  Carolina,  with 


her  mother  until  Lt.  Col.  Sturges,  G.  D.  Br.  U.  S.  A.  can  * 
find  them  a  house  at  Camp  Campbell,  Kentucky,  where  : 
he  is  now  stationed. 

Ruth  Loaring  Clark,  after  serving  42  months  in  the 
South  Pacific  with  the  American  Red  Cross  and  complet- 
ing a  three  months  speaking  tour  in  the  West,  has  ac- 
cepted a  call  from  the  Kent  School  for  Girls,  Denver, 
Colorado,  where  she  will  teach  French  again  next  fall. 
She  plans  to  attend  summer  school  at  Chapel  Hill  this 
summer. 

Katherine  Hosmer  is  teaching  modern  languages  at 
Bernardsville,  New  Jersey,  High  School,  where  she  has 
been  for  the  past  seven  years.  This  year  she  is  year  book 
and  Tri-Hi-Y  adviser.  Kay  keeps  busy  "keeping  house 
for  herself  and  two  cats,"  but  finds  time  to  act  as  National 
Transfer  Chairman  Pi  Beta  Phi  and  Girls'  Friendly  So- 
ciety adviser.  She  is  also  active  in  the  following  club 
work :  D.  A.  R.,  A.  A.  U.  W.,  and  League  of  Women  Voters. 

Martha  Dabney  Jones  was  released  from  the  U.  S.  Army 
in  October  1945  after  an  interesting  year  in  Paris.  She  is 
now  teaching  English  at  North  Carolina  State  College  in 
Raleigh,  where  her  students  are  "mostly  veterans  in  their 
twenties  and  thirties  distinguished  for  their  broad  ex- 
perience, their  seriousness  of  purpose  and  their  ignorance 
of  English."  Next  fall  she  will  return  to  Saint  Mary's  to 
teach. 

Mrs.  John  E.  Register  (Margaret  Ellen  Lester)  is  in  a 
law  office  in  Savannah,  Georgia,  where  she  has  been  work- 
ing as  a  legal  secretary  for  twenty  years.  John  is  still  in 
the  navy,  stationed  at  Naval  Air  Station,  Jacksonville, 
Fla.  Their  daughter,  Margaret  Ellen,  Jr.,  is  now  seventeen 
years  old. 

Marian  Lee  of  Monroe,  N.  C,  is  planning  a  trip  to  Cali- 
fornia this  summer. 

Mrs.  Joseph  G.  Reading  (Jo.ye  McCuen)  of  Gastonia, 
N.  C,  has  a  daughter,  Ann  Joye,  aged  thirteen. 

Mary  Robena  Nicholson  teaches  school  in  Salisbury, 
N.  C.  All  will  be  sorry  to  learn  of  the  death  of  her  mother 
last  year. 

Our  deepest  sympathy  is  extended  to  Mrs.  L.  A.  Whit- 
lock  (Dorothy  Beacham)  of  Dublin,  Ga.  Her  husband  died 
December  23,  1945. 

Mrs.  James  Archer  Chapman  (Mary  Margaret  Willis)  is 
now  located  at  Chadbourne  Avenue,  Parksley,  Va.  For  the 
past  two  years  her  husband  has  been  a  district  superin- 
tendent of  the  Methodist  Church. 

Mrs.  C.  F.  Smithson  (Grace  Pennington  Martin)  is  now 
living  in  Fayetteville,  N.  C.  Her  new  address  is  Box  881. 

Mrs.  Guy  A.  Cardwell  (Margaret  Randolph  Bullitt)  has 
four  daughters,  the  oldest  nearly  seven  and  the  youngest 
is  20  mouths.  Her  husband  is  now  head  of  the  English 
department  at  the  University  of  Maryland.  Their  new 
address  is  Burnt  Mills,  Silver  Spring,  Maryland. 

Mrs.  Richard  S.  Rogers  (Olive  L.  Jordan)  is  married 
to  a  banker  and  they  have  two  children.  Richard,  Jr., 
is  twelve  and  Edith  is  fifteen,  and  she  plans  to  continue' 
her  education  at  Saint  Mary's. 

Mrs.  C.  A.  Williams,  Jr.  (Irma  Edmonson)  lives  in 
Charlotte  at  114  Lingamore  Place. 

1927-29 
Mela   Royall   Carraway's,   '27,   husband,    Col.   William 
Carraway,  is  on  leave  in  Raleigh  now.  He  is  stationed  in 
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J  Vienna,  and  Mrs.  Can-away  plans  to  join  him  there  soon 
after  he  returns  from  his  leave. 

Helen  Dortch  Harrison,  '27  (Mrs.  Pendleton)  has  moved 
from  Goldsboro  to  Chapel  Hill.  Her  street  address  there 
is  722  Franklin  Street. 

Virginia  Norton  Black's,  '28,  (Mrs.  C.  A.)  husband  is 
an  instructor  at  the  University  of  Tennessee.  Their  address 
is  Route  1,  Central  Pike  Road,  Knoxville. 

Mary  Laurens  Withers  Richardson's,  '29,  (Mrs.  John  T.) 
new  Charlotte  address  is  839  Providence  Road,  zone  4. 

Helen  Stein,  ex  '29,  formerly  of  Batavia,  N.  Y.,  now 
lives  at  80  Morris  St.,  Mt.  Morris,  N.  Y. 

1930-35 

Cora  Collier  Spicer,  ex  '30  (Mrs.  John,  Jr.)  is  living  at 
the  Hotel  Knickerbocker  in  Chicago. 

Mary  Watters  Hall,  '31,  formerly  of  Oxford,  now  lives 
at  532  Parkway,  High  Point. 

Doris  Chamblee  McConuell,  '31,  (Mrs.  Burke  M.)  lives 
in  Greensboro  at  205  Elmwood  Drive. 

Margaret  Dey  Stone's,  '32,  (Mrs.  Meade)  address  is 
'  916  Blow  Street,  Norfolk  7,  Virginia. 

Lucy  Dortch  Ryan,  '33,  (Mrs.  George  K.)  lives  at  3655 
Vincente  St.,  San  Francisco  16,  California. 

Georgia  Goodson  Saunders,  '34,  (Mrs.  M.  Garnett,  Jr.) 
I  husband  is  out  of  the  service,  and  they  are  living  at  2414 
Buena  Vista  Road,  Winston-Salem. 

Eleanor  Seagle  Cole,  '34,  whose  poem,  "To  You,"  is 
printed  in  this  issue  of  the  Bulletin,  is  an  assistant  editor 
of  the  Ladies  Home  Journal.  She  is  living  in  Philadelphia 
at  the  present  time,  but  can  be  reached  at  the  Tennis 
Apts.,  Forest  Hills,  N.  Y. 

Eliza  Lewis  Parham,  '34,  (Mrs.  Russell  J.)  of  Henderson 
writes,  "We  have  two  little  girls,  ages  Sy2  and  1  year." 

Marie  Lawrence  King,  '35,  (Mrs.  Dudley  W.)  is  living 

at  1565  Odell  St.,  Bronx  62,  N.  Y.,  with  her  husband  and 

'    year  old  daughter,  Carol.  Her  husband,  discharged  from 

the  navy  in  November,  is  a  patent  lawyer  with  a  New 

York  firm. 

Madge  Taliaferro  Morrison,  '35,  (Mrs.  Carl)  lives  at 
2330  Tyrone  Drive,  Baton  Rouge  15,  Louisiana. 

1936 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Polly  Easley  Spruill  (Mrs. 
I  Frank  P.  Spruill,  Jr.)  1319  Williamson  Drive,  Raleigh, 
IN.  C. 

It  seems  almost  incredible  that  a  decade  has  passed 
I  since  we  graduated  from  Saint  Mary's,  and  that  our  tenth 
reunion  should  take  place  this  year.  Unfortunately,  re- 
unions at  Saint  Mary's  were  a  war  casualty  and  times  are 
still  not  propitious  for  holding  them  again.  The  pleasure 
of  meeting  and  chatting  together  will  have  to  be  foregone 
until  a  happier  day. 

As  a  poor  substitute  for  the  reunion,  you  have  this  news 

•  letter.  A  great  deal  of  my  information  is  old  or  second- 

•  hand,  but  perhaps  it  will  be  of  interest  to  those  of  you 
who  lost  all  contact  with  the  members  of  the  class  during 
the  war. 

Mary  Barrow  Coleman  writes  that  Jim  was  released 
from  the  army  in  March  and  is  now  vice-president  of  the 
Wise  Contracting  Company  in  Richmond,  Va.  Until  they 
can  find  an  apartment,  thev  will  live  at  the  Richmond 
Hotel. 


Louise  Bryan  Ballard  is  keeping  house  in  Tarboro  for 
her  husband.  She  complains  that  keeping  up  friendly  rela- 
tions with  the  butcher  and  baker  takes  almost  as  much 
time  as  that  old  job  teaching  in  the  Tarboro  High  School. 
I  can  really  sympathize,  since  Adelaide  Winslow  Crawley 
(who  is  now  a  Raleigh-ite,  2713y2  Lochmoor  Drive)  and  I 
devote  most  of  our  time  to  the  search  for  oleomargarine. 

Alice  Cheshire  Haywood  and  Hank  and  their  two 
daughters  have  settled  down  to  a  house  here  in  Raleigh 
after  several  years  of  navy  life.  Georgie  Dando  Cole,  when 
last  heard  from  two  years  ago,  was  living  in  her  own  home 
in  Beaver,  Pa.,  with  daughter,  Molly,  awaiting  the  return 
of  husband  Dick  from  overseas. 

Martha  Ann  Fanner  Martin  and  her  two  children  have 
returned  to  Raleigh  after  spending  the  Avar  years  in  New 
York  and  Washington.  Barbara  Harris,  of  250  Mamaro- 
neck  Road,  Scarsdale,  N.  Y.,  writes  that  she  now  has  three 
children,  all  Yankees  with  not  a  Southern  accent  among 
them.  Even  her  dog  seems  to  bark  with  a  nasal  and 
Northern  tone. 

Pela  Hundley  spent  some  of  the  war  years  overseas  with 
the  Red  Cross.  Margaret  Jamieson  Cooley  and  her  two 
children  have  been  living  in  Oxford  while  Dick  was 
overseas. 

Virginia  Lee  Simmons  writes  that  her  husband  returned 
last  fall  to  Asheville  after  nearly  three  j-ears  in  the 
armed  forces.  She  is  busy  keeping  house  and  looking  after 
her  four-year-old  daughter — a  future  Saint  Mary's  girl. 

Margaret  Lester  Daniel  is  keeping  house  here  in  Raleigh 
for  her  husband  who  was  discharged  from  the  army  in 
January.  Ruth  Long  Williams  and  Isabelle  and  Peter  are 
with  big  Peter  in  Morehead  City,  where  they  are  making 
their  home.  Becky  Williams  Long  and  her  new  son  are 
with  Lunsford  at  an  army  camp  in  Texas. 

Betty  Redfern  Moore  is  now  making  her  home  in  Balti- 
more with  her  husband,  Tom,  and  two  children,  Tommy 
and  Anne.  Their  address  is  4705  Keswick  Road,  Baltimore 
10,  Md. 

Mary  Richardson,  who  is  one  of  the  pillars  of  the 
Carolina  Power  and  Light  Company  in  Raleigh,  writes 
that  she  has  done  nothing  these  ten  years  except  have  fun. 
She  has  no  husband  and  no  children  to  display  at  our 
reunion,  and  can  probably  quote  no  authority  on  child 
care. 

Frances  Roberts  is  living  in  New  Bern,  but  visits 
occasionally  in  Raleigh.  For  the  last  four  years  Mary 
Latham  Rowland  Blackwell  has  been  living  in  the  District 
of  Columbia;  her  husband,  a  surgeon,  has  been  stationed 
at  Walter  Reed  Hospital.  A  three  year  old  son,  Dick, 
manages  to  keep  her  busy. 

Ann  Scoggin  Morrison  and  husband  and  son  and  daugh- 
ter are  living  in  Wellesley  Hills,  Mass.  Their  address  is 
22  Madison  Road.  Nancy  Seeman  Upchureh  and  son  are 
with  her  mother  in  Durham. 

Maria  Tucker  Webb  and  her  three  sons  are  moving  from 
Chapel  Hill  to  Hartsville,  S.  C,  where  Waring  has  an 
associate  professorship  at  Coker  College.  While  teaching 
as  an  instructor  at  Chapel  Hill,  Waring  has  been  working 
on  his  Ph.D.  in  Botany,  which  he  hopes  to  get  this  August. 

Susan  Weeks  LaRoque  writes  that  she  is  a  busy  mother 
and  wife  with  two  children,  Suzanne,  aged  three,  and 
Kent,  aged  one,  and  a  husband  retired  from  the  Marine 
Corps. 
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Saint  Maky's  School 


Rosemary  Home  vonRoth  is  living  in  Englewood,  N.  J. 
She  has  a  daughter  named  Mary  Sheppard. 

It  has  been  a  lot  of  fun  trying  to  eateh  up  on  all  the 
•news  about  all  of  you,  but  it  will  be  much  nicer  to  see  you 
all  again  when  we  do  have  that  reunion. 

1937 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Janet  Lawrence  Holmes  (Mrs. 
Thomas  H.  Holmes),  446  Nashoba  Avenue,  Columbus  4, 
Ohio. 

Requests  this  month  have  resulted  in  our  obtaining 
news,  either  directly  or  indirectly  of  about  half  the 
members  of  our  class,  which  I  consider  good  response. 
Thank  you  for  your  cards  and  letters.  As  I  had  antici- 
pated, there  were  a  good  many  changes  of  address. 

Lueile  Aycock  McKee  (Mrs.  James,  Jr.)  is  among  the 
many  apartment  or  house  seekers.  Her  husband  is  now 
back  at  his  pre-war  job  in  Raleigh  and,  for  the  present, 
she,  James  and  two  year  old  Marguerite  are  living  with 
her  mother  at  726  X.  Blount  St.  Lueile  was  to  be  at 
Wrightsville  Beach  for  the  month  of  May  and  hoped  to 
see  some  of  the  old  Saint  Mary's  crowd.  She  also  gave 
me  the  news  that  Anne  Burr  Smith  (Mrs.  Haywood)  has 
recently  moved  to  Durham,  and  that  Nancy  Maupin 
Neely,  '38,  (Mrs.  Charles  B.)  will  be  living  in  Richmond, 
Va.  ' 

Emily  Battle  writes  that  she  was  graduated  from  the 
Johnston  Willis  Hospital  School  of  Nursing  in  Richmond, 
Va.,  in  1940,  and  since  that  time  has  been  doing  private 
duty  in  Richmond  and  Rocky  Mount.  She  gives  her 
address  as  531  Sunset  Avenue,  Rocky  Mount. 

Virginia  Bower  is  now  Assistant  Advertising  Manager 
of  Ivey's  in  Charlotte.  I  quote  from  her  card,  "I  struggle 
with  layout  copy  for  everything  from  babies'  diapers  to 
ready-to-wear  to  pots  and  pans  .  .  .  and  radio  commercials 
too.  Connie  Thigpen,  the  best  secretary  in  Charlotte,  is 
my  better  half  in  a  snug,  attractive  apartment.  We  can 
cook  too !"  Their  address  is  632  Grandin  Road,  Char- 
lotte 2. 

Kitty  Bernhardt  Foss  (Mrs.  Henry  C.)  is  happily  settled 
with  her  husband  and  two  children  at  8306  Stroelitz  St., 
Xew  Orleans,  La.  Henry  was  separated  in  February  and 
is  associated  with  an  oil  company  as  a  lawyer. 

Edna  Ilincs  Bynum  Parsons  (Mrs.  Richard',  Jr.)  writes 
that  Dick  got  out  of  the  Navy  in  November  and  they  will 
be  in  Raleigh  permanently.  Her  son,  "Skeeter"  (Law- 
rence Richard,  III),  a  year  old  in  April,  has  started 
walking  and  keeps  her  on  the  alert. 

Olive  Cruikshank  Foss  (Mrs.  Robert  T.)  is  another  of 
the  discouraged-yet-hopeful  home  seekers.  She  expects  to 
move  to  Danville,  Va.,  as  soon  as  Bob  can  find  a  place  for 
the  three  of  them.  At  present  she  and  Hal  are  in  Raleigh 
with  her  mother. 

A  letter  from  Letty  Gaither  Overton  (Mrs.  H.  H.)  brings 
news  that  she  is  moving  to  Connecticut  this  month.  Her 
address  will  be  71  Faber  Avenue,  Waterbury.  Hal  is  now 
out  of  the  Army  after  five  years  of  service  and  she  is 
understandably  excited  over  the  prospects  of  settling 
down.  They  have  a  three  year  old  boy.  Letty  writes  that 
Eleanor  Foreman  Stewart  (Mrs.  John)  is  living  just  out 
of  Elizabeth  City  in  a  lovely  old  home,  famous  as  Black 
Heard's  house,  on  the  river.  Eleanor  has  a  new  son,  Jeb. 
She  further  tells  me  that  Connie  Fagan  was  in  Chapel  Hill 


recently,  and  she  understands,  has  previously  been  visit-  i 
ing  in  Cuba. 

Agnes  Gregory  Carter  (Mrs.  Reginald)  and  her  husband 
and  daughter,  Ann  Boyd,  are  living  in  Halifax  for  the 
present,  but  plan  to  move  to  Roanoke  Rapids,  where  Rex 
is  establishing  a  business,  as  soon  as  a  house  or  apartment 
is  available.  Ann  Boyd  is  walking  now  and  keeping  her 
on  the  run.  At  the  marriage  of  Agnes'  brother,  Fletcher, 
to  Mary  Louise  Riddick,  '38,  Agnes  was  a  bridesmaid. 
She  writes  that  Effie  Flannagan  Baskervill  (Mrs.  Robert 
D.,  Ill)  has  a  little  girl. 

May  Taylor  Hinnant  Mozier  (Mrs.  David  W.)  and  her 
two  children,  Memrie,  6  years  old,  and  Dave,  Jr.,  2  years 
old,  are  still  in  Greenville.  Dave  has  returned  to  this 
country  from  the  Far  East  but  is  still  a  Lt.  Commander  in 
the  Navy  and  now  is  C.  0.  of  the  Air  Navy  Base  at 
Jacksonville,  Fla.  Mary  Tavlor  hopes  to  move  there  in 
July. 

Tootsie  Martin  Harney  (Mrs.  W.  Capehart)  writes  that 
nothing  of  news  value  has  happened  to  her  since  her  son, 
Tom,  was  born  three  years  ago.  Her  address  is  914  N. 
Broad  St.,  Elizabeth,  N.  J. 

I  understand  that  Virginia  Worth  Gonder  (Mrs.  Rich- 
ard), who  is  permanently  settled  in  Elizabeth  City  with 
her  husband  and  daughter,  has  been  visiting  in  Baltimore 
recently  and  planned  to  look  up  Hunt  Hardinge  Smith 
(Mrs.  Judson  L.).  If  any  of  you  know  Hunt's  address,  I 
would  like  to  have  it  as  mail  has  been  returned  from 
the  previous  one. 

Boots  Norton  Seedlock  (Mrs.  Robert  F.)  says  she  hopes 
to  get  a  news  request  card  in  China  six  months  from  now ; 
she  and  the  two  children,  Bobby  and  Beth,  will  go  to 
Shanghai  this  summer  to  join  Bob.  While  there  she  hopes 
to  get  her  "Masters"  at  the  University  of  Shanghai.  Boots 
also  sends  news  of  her  sister,  Virginia  Norton  Black,  '28 
(Mrs.  C.  A.)  who  is  living  in  Knoxville,  Tenn.,  where  her 
husband  is  a  university  instructor.  She  also  tells  me  that 
Mary  Ann  Somervell  Brenza,  '37  (H.  S.)  has  a  daughter, 
and  that  Frances  Watkins,  36  (H.  S.)  was  married  to 
William  Sintilla  in  March. 

Jessie  Skinner  Gaither  (Mrs.  Ernest  J.)  and  her  hus- 
band and  daughter  are  making  plans  to  escape  High 
Point's  heat  and  spend  part  of  the  summer  at  Nag's  Head. 

Blondie  Walker  Adams  (Mrs.  William  P.)  is  living  in  a  j 
frenzy  of  excitement  these  days,  getting  things  ready  to 
go  overseas.  She  is  going  to  join  Bill  in  Salzburg,  Austria, 
and  will  probably  sail  in  July. 

Ann  Whaling  Eadie  (Mrs.  R.  Dan)  writes  that  her  hus- 
band is  just  out  of  the  Navy  and  that  they  are  now  home 
owners  in  Nashville,  Tenn.  She  has  a  seven  months  old 
son.  She  reports  that  a  friend  of  hers  recently  saw  Mary 
Jane  Yeatman,  '38,  who  is  at  home  in  Columbia,  Tenn., 
doing  Red  Cross  work.  Ann's  address  is  909  Woodmont 
Blvd.,  Nashville. 

Helen  Rose  Witten  Duffy  (Mrs.  George)  finds  her  hands 
fuller  than  ever  with  her  eight  months  old  twins  preco- 
ciously trying  to  walk.  George  is  Assistant  Manager  of  the 
Orpheum  and  Carolina  Theaters  in  Oxford,  and  their 
address  is  114  Front  Street- 
Lib  Young  White  (Mrs.  George  L.)  writes,  "Just  the 
same  old  one-two-three,  with  an  added  four-five-six  from 
the  baby."  George  is  at  the  University  of  Richmond.  Their 
address  is  3000  Monument  Avenue,  Richmond,  Va. 


' 
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June  1946 


I  The  Class  of  1937  extends  its  sincere  sympathy  to  Elsa 
Winters  March  (Mrs.  Harrj'  A.)  in  the  loss  of  her  husband 
in  March.  Elsa  is  in  Washington  now,  but.  plans  to  go  to 
the  West  Coast. sometime  in  the  near  future. 

1938 
\  CLASS  SECRETARY :  Louise  Jordan  Smith  (Mrs.  John 
MacNeill  Smith),  109y2  Price  St.,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Thanks  to  those  handy  double  post  cards,  we  do  have 
Rome  news.  Reconversion,  if  any  however,  seems  to  be 
proceeding  as  slowly  with  us  as  it  is  generally. 

Ann  Burnett  Townsend  is  living  in  Lenoir  and  has  a 
house  after  waiting  four  months.  It's  furnished  tho' ;  so 
Ahose  wedding  presents  are  still  in  the  barrel. 

Ann  Dawson  is  at  home  in  Kinston  and  sent  me  word 
of  Kay  Roberson's  marriage  on  May  14  to  Charles  Weisel. 

Peggy  Holmes  Stevens  and  Grady  have  been  visiting  in 
Shiloh,  going  to  May  Frolics  and  plan  to  spend  the  sum- 
mer with  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Holmes  at  Nags  Head.  A  thoroughly 
delightful  program. 

Doris  Goerch  Horton  wrote  from  521  Hooper  Lane, 
Chapel  Hill,  where  she  is  trying  to  keep  house  for  Harry 
who  is  in  law  school.  She  says  she  is  apartment  hunting 
for  her  friends,  including  Becky  Norman  Leager  whose 
Sam  is  with  the  Institute  of  Government.  Mary  Anne 
Koonee  is  still  in  the  village  and  Pattie  Pattoii  and  Nelson 
Hairston  are  there.  Sarah  Ruark  Moore  lives  in  Wash- 
ington, D.  C,  and  comes  home  to  Raleigh  occasionally. 
Charlotte  Ruffner  Taylor's  Charles  has  just  returned  from 
overseas. 

Sarah  Griffith  Upchurch  and  Al  are  having  a  wonderful 
time  digging  the  mud  of  their  own  yard  in  Concord.  They 
Shave  a  new  five  room  house  on  the  rural  mail  route  and 
are  glorying  in  being  masters  of  a  little  piece  of  land. 

Louise  Hall  writes  loyally  from  Washington,  "Sorry, 
no  news."  Many  thanks  even  for  that,  Louise.  At  least,  I 
know  you  received  the  postcard.  So  many  members  of  the 
class  have  never  acknowledged  anything,  I've  ceased  to 
ask  them  for  news. 

Betsy  Hobby  Glenn  is  chasing  her  30  lb.,  16  month  old 
daughter  around  her  Twin  Castles  apt.  in  Winston-Salem. 
Rhea  Hughes  Pender  is  raising  her  two  sons  in  Raleigh. 
Motherhood  and  housekeeping  are  the  prevalent  class 
occupations  in  this  eighth  year  after  our  graduation. 

Grant  Jones  Creekmore  and  family  have  had  an  apart- 
ment at  4720  County  St.,  Portsmouth,  Virginia,  for  about 
a  month.  Grant  is  already  beginning  to  miss  Wrightsville 
Beach. 

Nancy  Maupin  Neely  is  living  at  5218  27th  Road,  N., 
Arlington,  Va.,  until  she  and  Charles  can  find  a  place  in 
Richmond  for  their  family.  Charles  is  out  of  the  navy  and 
is  district  manager  for  the  Chrysler  Corporation. 

Jean  Miller  Yeiser  is  in  Syracuse,  New  York,  where 
Harry  is  working  for  the  National  Cash  Register  Com- 
pany. Patti  is  nearly  a  year  and  a  half  old  and,  it  ap- 
pears, will  grow  up  with  a  Yankee  accent. 

Helen  Noell  Branch,  1830  Monument  Avenue,  Rich- 
mond, Va.,  and  Read  have  bought  a  house  and  plan  to 
finove  in  this  summer,  after  making  'way,  as  all  of  us  do, 
with  some  of  "Mama's"  furniture.  Becky  Norman  Leager 
writes  from  Raleigh  that  son  Mare  is  no  end  of  fun,  but 
the  days  don't  have  enough  minutes.  She  is  anxious  to  be 
in  Chapel  Hill. 


Ann  Shook,  recently  Mrs.  Charles  Gilmer  Peyton,  Jr.,  is 
at  Stillwater,  Oklahoma,  address  Box  428.  She  and  Mary 
Louise  Riddiek  (Mrs.  Fletcher  Gregory,  Jr.)  were  married 
three  hours  apart  on  April  27.  When  the  Peytons  were 
leaving  Sea  Island,  Ga.,  the  Gregorys  were  coming  in  for 
the  night  from  Nassau  en  route  home. 

Nancy  Taylor  Spruill  wrote  a  grand  long  letter  from 
Norfolk,  for  which,  many  thanks.  She  and  H.  B.  have  a 
new  son  born  April  14,  and  when  Nancy  wrote,  both  sons 
and  Mrs.  Taylor  were  sick  in  the  hospital.  As  Taylor  al- 
ways said,  "Everything  happens  to  me."  In  spite  of  it  all 
she  and  H.  B.  were  in  Raleigh  for  the  Democratic  Conven- 
tion and  saw  numbers  of  ex-Carolina  law  students.  Nancy 
saw  Tudie  Hudson  Wilson,  ex  '39,  down  town  in  Norfolk 
on  the  day  she  wrote,  and  all  the  Elizabeth  City  crowd  and 
their  husbands  at  Peggy's  and  Grady's  in  Shiloh  in  Febru- 
ary. The  Spruills  are  living  in  Windsor,  306  King  St.,  in 
the  Methodist  parsonage,  vintage  1780,  which  they  have 
bought  for  a  homestead  until  they  can  build. 

Bets  Thomas  Rogers  has  seen  Betsy  Leary  who  is  work- 
ing in  Baltimore.  Bets  herself  is  expecting  Charlie  home 
in  July  after  which  they  may  be  on  duty  at  New  River  for 
a  year  or  so. 

Mary  Jane  Yeatman  is  still  in  Gadsden,  Alabama,  with 
no  news,  she  says,  "Doggone  it."  In  Greensboro  I've  talked 
to  Patsy  Jones  Buffing-ton.  Carl  is  with  Vick  Chemical 
Company,  and  they  plan  to  be  here  several  months  longer 
anyway.  I  saw  Becky  Davis  Morris,  '39,  at  the  Cotillion 
Club  dance  a  month  ago.  She  will  move  here  with  Lewis  as 
soon  as  she  can  find  a  house.  Also  saw  Irene  Mitchell 
Moore,  ex  '39  at  the  dance  and  have  met  Vi  Johnson  An- 
thony, ex  '43,  and  Mary  Midyette  Godwin,  '39  (Bus.),  and 
Lucille  Mitchell  Schwartz,  '39  (H.  S.)  in  the  grocery  stores 
and  downtown.  Pauline  Holt  is  with  the  Red  Cross  in 
Manila. 

Petie  Seidler  is  in  Woodbury,  New  Jersey,  happy  that 
school  will  be  over  in  a  few  weeks  and  that  camp  will 
begin. 

Mary  Lily  Moore  Arden  never  went  to  Boea  Raton  as 
Danny  was  sent  to  Lake  Charles,  La.,  and  so  far  they've 
b:en  unable  to  find  a  home  there  for  Mary  Lily  and  fifteen 
months  old  Dana. 

Have  saved  the  most  exciting  news  for  last.  We've  had 
two  weddings  since  the  last  letter,  Shook's  and  Mary 
Lou's,  and  now  we  can  plan  for  Teenie  Redfern's  marriage 
to  Carl  Stone,  Richmond  architect.  Her  letter  didn't  say 
when,  but  it  seems  to  me  I  heard  it  would  be  in  the  fall. 

It's  good  to  hear  from  you  all ;  so  keep  writing. 

1939 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Lossie  Taylor  Noell  (Mrs. 
Charles  Edwards  Noell,  Jr.),  Cole  Road,  R.  F.  D.  3,  Dur- 
ham, North  Carolina. 

The  news  is  scarcer  than  usual  this  issue  as  I  didn't  send 
out  the  cards,  since  the  response  had  been  practically  nil 
from  the  last  ones.  Even  my  old  standby  Mary  Connally 
hasn't  written  lately. 

I  have  finally  seen  Jinny  Allison  Haywood,  but  only  for 
a  few  minutes  at  a  party.  She  lives  comparatively  near  me, 
but  with  two  children  and  no  car,  it's  hard  for  me  to  (get 
around.  I  had  hoped  to  see  her  at  a  party  of  Ihrie  Pou 
Carr's,  ex  '32,  but  she  and  Hubert  picked  that  week-end 
to  go  to  Richmond.  I  did  talk  to  her  on  the  phone  last 
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week  and  she  told  me  that  Ernestine  Rich  Tuton  has  a 
daughter  born  in  April. 

Several  Saint  Mary's  girls  have  recently  come  to  Dur- 
ham, although  none  from  our  class.  Ann  Burr  Smith,  '37, 
and  Jean  Poe  Smith,  '35,  sisters-in-law,  have  houses  in  a 
new  development  on  the  other  side  of  town  from  me.  Polly 
Pinner  Graham,  ex  '38,  is  living  in  Hillsboro  until  they 
can  find  a  place  here  in  Durham. 

I  hear  that  Lewis  Morris  has  been  transferred  to  Greens- 
boro, and  he  and  Becky  have  gotten  a  house  and  maid 
for  the  summer  while  the  owner  is  at  the  beach.  As  it's  a 
large  house  I  think  I'll  have  to  take  my  family  over  for 
a  week-end. 

Speaking  of  Greensboro,  I  missed  Margaret  Taylor  by 
a  few  days  when  I  was  in  Wilmington  over  Easter.  I  left 
on  Monday  and  she  arrived  Thursday  for  the  Easter 
German.  I  also  missed  Jane  Emerson  who  spent  last  month 
with  her  mother  while  Bill  went  north  for  insurance 
school. 

Martha  Anne  seems  to  be  enjoying  a  full  social  life  as 
her  last  letter  was  full  of  parties.  She  had  seen  Libba 
Ruffin  one  night  at  the  club  in  Wilson.  Martha  Lewis 
Stanley's  mother  told  me  that  Martha  is  one  of  the  lucky 
ones,  having  an  apartment  in  San  Francisco,  and  she  has 
kept  her  original  one  throughout  the  war,  subleasing  it 
when  she  was  away;  2370  Chestnut  Street. 

Peggy  spent  a  night  with  Tudie  and.Kenyon  in  Eliza- 
beth City  when  she  went  down  for  an  alumnae  meeting. 
Tudie  will  be  at  Nag's  Head  all  summer,  with  Kenyon 
commuting  on  week-ends.  Louise  Donald  Brownlow  has 
moved  from  San  Francisco  to  4950  Quebec  St.,  N.  W., 
Washington,  D.  C,  in  ease  any  of  you  have  an  opportunity 
of  getting  that  way.  Mary  Olsen's  husband,  Bill  Clarkson, 
recently  received  his  discharge  from  the  navy,  and  they 
have  moved  from  New  Orleans  to  his  home  in  Corsicana, 
Texas. 

I'll  try  to  start  off  next  fall  with  a  long  newsy  letter. 

1940 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Ann  Christian  Goodno  (Mrs. 
Charles  F.  Goodno),  201  Park  Ave.,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

I'm  not  going  to  apologize  anymore,  but  I  have  really 
become  ashamed  of  the  class  of  1940  in  the  Bulletin.  My 
appeals  will  soon  become  as  familiar  as  "Buy  War  Bonds" 
or  "Contribute  to  the  Red  Cross." 

Mary  Helen  and  Jack,  and  little  Marcia  who  recently 
celebrated  her  second  birthday,  have  a  marvelous  apart- 
ment out  on  the  Main  Line  in  Wynnewood,  Pennsylvania. 
Jack  is  decommissioning  his  ship  at  the  Philadelphia 
Navy  Yard.  Ginnie  Kaulbach  Hillger  is  living  in  Balti- 
more where  Dick  is  an  engineer  for  Glenn  Martin. 

It  is  wonderful  to  get  those  permanent  addresses  again. 
Nody  Pope  Rawlings  writes  that  she,  Bill  and  family  are 
living  in  ('apron,  Virginia,  until  their  house  is  completed 
in  Franklin,  Va.  Bill  has  been  back  since  January. 

Mr.  Ligon  sends  word  that  Alice  and  family,  the  Steve 
Bundys,  are  looking  for  a  place  to  live  in  or  near  Ashe- 
boro,  where  Steve  is  working  for  Burlington  Mills.  Cissie 
Norton  Brushwood  is  still  in  New  York,  but  says  they  plan 
to  vacation  in  Virginia  during  July  and  August  and  will 
then  head  for  Columbia,  Missouri,  where  Stubbs  will 
teach  Spanish  at  the  University. 


Cornelia  Clark  House  and  Nody  Pope  Rawlings  had  a 
reunion  at  Mary  Louise  Riddick's,  '38,  wedding.  Cornelia 
and  Betty  Suiter  Whitehead,  '43  (Bus.),  spend  their  time 
playing  bridge  and  learning  to  be  good  farmers'  wives. 
Ruth  Miller  Clement  and  family  have  settled  down  in 
Salisbury,  house  and  all.  Ruth's  baby  girl  was  born 
February  16. 

Katherine  Goold  Killian  is  living  in  Ames,  Iowa.  Lewis 
is  teaching  sociology  at  Iowa  State.  Dottie  Bunn  Stuart 
was  lucky  enough  to  get  an  apartment  in  Richmond,  even 
if  only  for  six  months. 

Tibbie  Tucker  says  she  is  sticking  with  G.  C,  Wili  and 
Hak,  single  I  mean.  Which  reminds  me,  will  someone 
please  give  me  Hak's  address. 

I  received  a  card  from  Sara  Bell  Thompson  too  late  for 
the  last  Bulletin.  She,  little  Sara,  and  Kearns  were  in 
Brigham,  Utah,  at  the  time.  Kearns  is  an  army  surgeon  at 
Bushnell  General  Hospital  there.  When  last  heard  from, 
Mary  O'Keeffe  Bowman  was  visiting  at  home  but  wasl 
planning  to  join  Joe  in  Kearns,  Utah.  Caci  Wheatly  Da- 
vidson is  living  in  Chapel  Hill  while  her  husband  is  finish- 
ing up  at  the  good  old  University. 

Congratulations  to  Trotter,  who  became  Mrs.  Robert 
Mac  Hammond  on  April  13,  in  the  First  Methodist  Church 
in  La  Grange.  The  lucky  guy  is  an  ex-captain  of  the 
Second  Armored  Division  and  a  home  town  boy. 

A  daughter,  Mary  Bunn,  was  born  to  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Thomas  M.  Hunter  (Annie  Hyman  Bunn)  on  February  1. 

Would  like  so  much  to  hear  from  the  rest  of  you.  Give- 
me  a  break  next  time,  please. 

1942 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Allie  Bell,  814  Cowper  Drive, 
Raleigh,  N.  C. 

I  was  hoping  to  see  lots  and  lots  of  Nubs  at  graduation 
in  a  couple  of  weeks,  but  a  press  conference  taking  place 
at  Wrightsville  Beach  is  luring  me  away  from  Raleigh 
that  week-end.  Next  year,  however,  at  our  fifth  anniver- 
sary I  intend  to  have  my  wheel  chair  on  the  front  row,  and 
I'm  expecting  lots  of  you  to  come  hobbling  down  to 
Raleigh. 

News  of  the  42-ers  is  continuing  to  concentrate  on  the 
matrimonial  aisle.  The  most  recent  wedding  was  Char- 
lotte's, which  took  place  on  Saturday  afternoon,  May  18, 
in  the  University  Chapel,  in  Charlottesville.  Details  of  the 
Mahan-Dick  Stratton  ceremony  haven't  seeped  past  the 
Virginia  border.  If  the  railroads  are  still  on  strike  by  the 
time  for  the  next  letter,  I'll  try  to  contact  the  Ponyl 
Express. 

Also  on  the  scoop  side  is  the  news  that  Jean  Fulton  is 
planning  to  get  married  in  the  early  fall.  The  man,  so 
Mildred  Lee  was  telling  me,  is  from  Pennsylvania  and 
very  attractive.  Mildred  is  in  Goldsboro  again,  and  said 
that  she  had  seen  Ruth  Bond  in  Tarboro  recently.  Couldn't' 
make  her  confess  that  any  of  the  matrimonial  rumors 
heard  lately  were  true. 

Mary  Bryant  Fulghum  is  floating  around  in  the  clouds 
these  days  because  Jimmy  is  home  again.  The  "boss" 
arrived  in  Raleigh  around  the  first  of  May,  and  he  and 
Mary  Bryant  are  busily  planning  beach  trips  and  a  second 
honeymoon. 

Bebe  Castleman  Alexander  writes  that  she  and  Wayne 
are  having  a  wonderful  time  and  are  crazy  about  Cali- 
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fornia.  They  are  keeping  house  in  a  Quonset  Hut  in  San 
Francisco,  and  have  been  doing  lots  of  sight-seeing  and 
bridge  playing. 

After  a  short  return  visit  to  Raleigh,  Betty  Bronson 
Burwell  and  Bill  have  settled  down  at  Ohio  State,  where 
jlBill  is  finishing  up  his  studies  to  be  a  dentist.  Anyone 
wanting  to  see  an  excited  young  lady  should  have  seen 
.Betty  when  she  was  getting  ready  to  go  to  New  York  to 
meet  Bill  when  he  came  in  the  first  of  March. 

News  from  Lexington,  Ky.,  is  that  Carol  and  Dan  seem 
to  be  having  a  wonderful  time  and  have  turned  into 
bridge  and  golf  fiends.  Dan  has  just  received  a  big  pro- 
motion and  is  now  an  assistant  geologist.  Carol  said  that 
she  had  seen  Minkie's  sister  (Foxie,  '44),  who  reported 
that  Mink  and  Harry  are  now  in  New  Orleans  but  are 
expecting  to  be  sent  to  San  Antonio,  Texas. 

Kay  and  I  had  a  big  reunion  in  Atlanta  during  the 
Easter  holidays,  and  tried  to  catch  up  on  all  the  news 
while  we  missed  golf  shots  and  ran  up  terrific  scores.  As 
usual,  the  Scouts  aren't  occupying  all  of  Roper's  thoughts, 
and  she  is  now  concentrating  on  a  new  heart  throb  from 
Minnesota.  From  his  picture  he  looks  adorable,  and  Rope 
is  hoping  to  pay  a  short  visit  to  Minnesota  sometime  soon. 

Olivia  Anne  finally  found  time  in  between  flying  trips 

to  Atlanta  and  Maryland  to  write,  and  she  is   now  in 

Rowland.  Leaving  New  York  was  very  tearful,  and  the 

company    gave    her    a    surprise    luncheon   party    at    the 

I  Commodore  and  a  musical  powder  box  as  a  parting  gift. 

t  As  yet,  she  hasn't  dashed  up  to  Raleigh,  so  the  latest  news 

:  on  who  is  rating  tops  with  0.  A.  will  have  to  wait. 

Jonny  is  quite  the  gad-about  in  Raleigh  these  da3'S  and 
is  looking  as  cute  as  ever  .  .  .  except  at  the  moment  a 
!  huge  bandage  on  her  chin  is  covering  up  some  poison  oak. 
She  still  is  working  out  at  State  in  the  statistics  depart- 
ment, but  from  personal  observation  1  have  learned  the 
most  of  the  figuring  is  on  how  to  make  grand  slams. 

Rumors  and  the  grapevine  'round  and  about  say  that 
Ellen  Phlegar  is  still  undecided  about  Junior  and  John. 
She  and  her  family  are  planning  to  spend  the  summer  in 
Christiansburg.  Sammy  Pou,  who  has  been  commuting 
between  Raleigh  and  Morehead  City  since  March,  will 
probably  leave  any  day  to  spend  the  rest  of  the  summer  at 
the  beach.  Dolores  Fagg  is  unhappily  reading  about  the 
strikes,  since  she  has  a  convertible  on  promise,  as  has 
Kay  Roper.  Martha  Battle  Mebane  is  expecting  Spike  to 
return  from  Europe  in  August.  June  Bourne  Long  and 
Boots  Ravenel  Richards  are  "infanticipating."  Sarah 
Tucker  Wideman,  '43,  and  Frank,  III,  left  Raleigh  for 
Washington  this  week.  Henriette  Hampton,  '43,  is  going 
to  be  a  bridesmaid  in  two  June  weddings,  Daphne  Rich- 
ardson's, '43,  and  Ann  Geoghegan's,  '41  (H.  S.).  S.  M.  S. 
girls  seen  at  Carolina  recently :  Ann  Brundage,  '44,  Sybil 
Goerch,  '45,  and  Caroline  Long,  '45.  Cecelia  Dick's  sister 
says  that  Cecelia  may  be  a  stewardess  with  some  airliner 
company. 

I  wish  that  I  knew  what  all  of  you  were  planning  for 
the  summer  and  fall,  and  when  you  can  find  time,  drop  me 
a  letter.  I  absolutely  promise  that  I  won't  let  any  other 
publicity  work  come  before  telling  you  the  news  from 
Raleigh.  Let's  start  planning  now  for  a  huge  reunion  of 
the  Class  of  1942  next  spring. 


1943 

■  CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE:  Sarah  Tucker  Wideman 
(Mrs.  Francis  J.  Wideman,  Jr.),  3232  Woodly  Road, 
N.  W.,  Washington,  D.  C. 

When  Peggy  asked  me  to  pinch-hit  for  Daphne,  I  never 
dreamed  I'd  be  in  such  a  whirl  myself.  You  all  practically 
didn't  have  a  letter  this  time.  Anyhow,  I'll  relay  what 
little  news  I've  been  able  to  round  up. 

As  you  all  know,  Daphne  is  to  be  married  to  Harold 
Norman  Spurlock  on  June  8.  Mary  Burns  and  Hennie 
Hampton  are  to  be  in  the  wedding.  How  I'd  love  to  be  on 
hand,  but  I  have  ties  here.  Sallie  McKinley  is  married  to 
Jackson  Jones,  but  she  didn't  give  me  any  of  the  particu- 
lars. Mary  Ann  Cooper  is  also  going  to  join  the  ranks  of 
the  married.  Her  plans  aren't  too  definite,  but  she  will  be 
Mrs.  Melville  Broughton  sometime  in  the  fall.  Pauline  and 
Bobby  are  having  the  time  of  their  lives  keeping  house  in 
their  own  little  home.  Sarah  Dawson  Davis  is  in  Hender- 
son while  her  Johnny  is  at  Carolina.  Another  veteran's 
bride  is  Virginia  Olive  who  is  working  in  Raleigh  while 
her  husband,  Lewis  Hartzog,  finishes  at  State.  Tassie 
Russell  Beard  is  seeing  Wirt  through  law  school.  I  hear 
Wirt,  Jr.,  is  darling,  and  walking  now. 

I  was  thrilled  to  hear  about  Jane  Council  Gregg's  baby. 
But  Lillian  Dixey  has  us  all  beat  with  her  two  little  girls. 
She  and  John  are  settled  in  Goldsboro  in  an  establishment 
complete  with  babies,  a  maid  and  a  dog.  And  not  to  be  left 
behind  I  have  a  great  big  old  bouncer,  Frank,  III,  now 
five  months  old,  and  a  rough  necked  little  boy  if  there  ever 
was  one.  And  to  make  things  even  more  wonderful  Frank 
got  in  last  week,  a  whole  two  months  sooner  than  we'd 
planned  for.  I  had  hardly  time  between  sending  my  mother 
back  to  China  and  his  arrival  to  catch  my  breath. 

I  think  about  the  most  exciting  marriage  of  all  is  Ellen 
Oast  Nutt's.  Got  a  card  from  her  in  Honolulu.  She  says 
she  loves  it  there  but  is  flying  back  as  Ed's  ship  is  being 
sent  to  Bikini. 

Sandy  Sanborn  and  Betty  Bassett  took  a  trip  to  Florida 
this  winter.  Sounds  heavenly !  Sally  is  working  at  the 
Wayne  County  Welfare  Department  and  is  also  president 
of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Chapter  in  Goldsboro.  Peggy 
Williams  is  teaching  kindergarten  in  Asheville.  She  fin- 
ished at  the  University  of  South  Carolina  in  August.  Lib 
Hackney  is  also  teaching  the  third  grade  in  Goldsboro. 
Betty  Chase  is  working  in  the  X-Ray  department  at  Rex 
Hospital  in  Raleigh.  Betty  Lou  Britt  is  having  a  summer 
vacation,  which  evidently  started  in  May.  Some  people 
have  all  the  luck,  but  she  worked  nine  months  for  the 
A.  R.  C.  in  Chicago.  So  I  guess  she  deserves  it.  Jane 
Wideman  is  taking  a  business  course  here  in  Washington, 
but  the  course  is  suffering  lately,  as  she  spent  all  last  week 
at  Annapolis  June  Week. 

I've  enjoyed  so  much  hearing  from  those  of  you  who 
sent  in  your  cards.  Wish  I  could  tell  you  something  about 
each  one  of  us.  Next  time  Daphne  will  have  all  the  fun 
and  all  the  headaches  too. 

1944 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Betty  Edwards  McNair  (Mrs. 
Robert  Malcolm  McNair),  1008  St.  Patrick  St.,  Tarboro, 
North  Carolina. 

Another  letter  with  practically  no  news,  but  I  know 
most  of  you  are  busy  with  examinations,  graduation  and 
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such  things.  By  the  time  you  read  this  I  suppose  you'll  be 
weighted  down  with  degrees,  honors,  etc.,  from  the 
various  institutions  of  learning,  and  making  great  plans 
for  a  wonderful  summer  before  settling  down  to  applying 
all  your  learning. 

Hannah  got  a  head  start  on  most  everybody  and  left 
the  University  of  North  Carolina  last  March  with  an  A.  B. 
Saw  her  in  Payetteville  a  few  weeks  ago  after  a  day  of 
teaching.  She's  been  substituting  (as  little  as  possible) 
from  the  first  through  the  twelfth  grades,  and  has  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  teaching  isn't  exactly  what  she 
wants  to  do. 

Britt  Davis  and  Lena  Grantham,  after  a  quarter  of 
practice  teaching  at  Greensboro  Senior  High  are  planning 
to  take  a  rest  this  summer  before  going  into  it  as  a 
profession. 

The  weddings  are  about  to  start,  and  Chinkie's  is  the 
first,  I  think.  She's  marrying  Gordon  Goodale  on  June  12, 
in  Roanoke  Rapids.  They'll  be  back  in  Chapel  Hill  after 
the  wedding  for  Gordon  to  finish  work  on  his  Master's 
degree  in  chemistry. 

The  next  wedding  is  Katherine  Legg's,  which  takes 
place  two  or  three  weeks  later  in  Henderson.  Katherine 
was  May  Queen  at  Hollins  this  year.  All  in  all  she  must 
have  been  kept  pretty  busy  with  May  Day,  exams, 
graduation,  and  planning  for  a  wedding.  Both  weddings 
promise  to  be  gala  affairs  with  lots  of  Saint  Mary's  people 
on  hand. 

Had  a  letter  from  Emily  Williamson  sometime  ago 
telling  me  about  her  trip  east  last  fall.  She's  still  in  Mem- 
phis and  graduates  this  summer,  I  imagine. 

Mrs.  Drane  told  me  that  Rebecca  was  looking  for 
somebody  to  go  to  the  University  of  Mexico  with  this 
summer  after  she  leaves  Chapel  Hill.  She'll  probably  get 
iii  a  few  weeks  at  Nag's  Head  first  though. 

Maria  Legg  and  Poxie  Clarke  were  in  North  Carolina 
for  spring  holidays.  Hannah  said  she  saw  them  in  Chapel 
Hill  one  day. 

Saw  a  friend  of  Goode's  last  week  from  Mary  Wash- 
ington. She  said  Shirley  was  still  pursuing  her  studies  as 
much  as  she  could  find  time  to.  Somebody  told  me  Kemp 
was  pinned  or  engaged.  How  about  writing  me  the 
details! 

Ginnie  Hart  is  in  Arlington,  Va.,  and  makes  a  final  plea 
that  you  all  pay  your  dues  for  this  year  before  it's  time 
for  next  year's.  Her  address  is  2301  Madison  St.,  Arling- 
ton, Virginia;  so  send  them  to  her  right  away. 

I  can  think  of  no  more  news.  Oh  yes,  I  heard  Harriet 
was  dashing  around  the  state  in  a  new  gray  Dodge,  with 
red  plaid  seat  covers ;  all  her  own,  after  she  graduates ! 

Please  write  and  tell  me  what  you're  doing  and  send 
Ginnie  Hart  +5.00  if  you  haven't  already  done  so. 


The  class  of  1044  extends  its  sympathy  to  Mary  West 
Paul,  whose  brother  died  from  burns  received  in  Japan 
in  April. 

1945 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Jane  Peete,  Church  Street, 
Warrenton,  N.  C. 

School   is   almost   out   and   everybody   is   beginning   to 


dread  exams.  That  is,  almost  everybody,  because  Mary 
Arden  and  Margaret  told  me  that  Duke  was  to  be  out  the 
twentieth.  When  I  was  over  there  not  long  ago  I  saw  Ann. 
Edmunds  too. 

It  was  certainly  good  to  see  Sue  Moore  about  two  weeks 
ago  when  she  came  over  from  Salem  for  the  day.  Betsy 
Durham  surprised  us  all  the  same  day,  quite  a  reunion. 
Betty  Lou  was  here  last  week-end ;  and  May  Bunn  was 
here  quite  a  while  ago.  She  seems  to  be  enjoying  teaching 
kindergarten  a  great  deal.  Maria  is  planning  a  big  get- 
together  after  school  at  her  cabin.  It  will  really  be  good 
to  have  a  good  crowd  of  the  S.  M.  S.  girls  together  to  gab. 
I  guess  there  will  be  numerous  such  parties.  I've  heard; 
Marty,  Teenee  and  Missie  talking  about  one  too. 

I  haven't  very  much  news  this  time,  but  I  guess  every- 
body is  busy.  I  look  forward  to  hearing  from  all  the  girls, 
and  hope  for  a  lot  of  news  next  time. 


Ann  Edmunds  stopped  in  the  Alumnae  Office  today 
(May  23)  on  her  way  to  Virginia  Beach  for  a  Pi  Phi 
House  party.  She  and  Mary  Arden  are  both  going  on  the 
party  and  are  planning  to  stay  at  the  Avamere  Cottage. 
Ann  will  be  on  the  Freshman  Advisory  Council  and  the 
Student  Forum  at  Duke  next  year,  and  Mary  Arden  will 
be  on  the  House  Committee.  Ann,  by  the  way,  no  longer 
lives  at  Defray  Beach.  Her  new  address  is  Hillcrest  Hotel, 
Toledo,  Ohio. 


Pauline  Holt,  '38,  of  Greensboro,  who  is  stationed  in  Manila, 
P.  I.,  as  an  American  Red  Cross  staff  assistant. 
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Jtjne  1946 


Milestones 


Engagements 

Janice      Bennett      Fitzgerald,      '41,      of 

Smithfield  and  Raleigh,  to  Judson  Daw 
Mease,  Lieutenant,  Army  of  the  United 
States,  of  Canton, 

Jean  Webster  Fulton,  '42,  of  Roanoke, 
Virginia,  to  Edmund  C.  Wingerd,  Jr.,  of 
Chambersburg,  Pennsylvania.  The  wed- 
ding will  take  place  in  September. 

Cordelia  Willis  Gant,  '44  (H.  S),  of 
Burlington  and  Danville,  Virginia,  to 
Frederic  Buford  Allen,  of  Laurel,  Dela- 
ware. 


Jane  LeGrand,  '39  (Bus.),  of  Wilming- 
ton, to  M.  Rankin  Caruthers,  of  Carolina 
Beach  and  Graham.  The  wedding  will 
take  place  this  month. 

Lucy  Rascoe  Outlaw,  ex  '42,  of  Eliza- 
beth City,  to  Carlton  Goodchild  Gillam, 
of  Windsor, 

Helen    Redfern,    '38.    of    Raleigh    and 
I  Richmond,    Virginia,    to    Carl    Stone,    of 
Richmond,  Virginia. 

Jane  Elliott  Sloan,  '44  (H.  S.),  of  Char- 
lotte, to  William  Lee  Samson,  of  Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. 

Margaret  Guest  Taylor,  '39,  of  Greens- 
Iboro    and    New    York    City,    to    Thomas 
Henry  Wright,   Jr.,  of  Wilmington.      The 
wedding  will  take  place  August  10. 

May  Fiench  Taylor,  ex  '4  3  (H.  S.),  of 
Wilmington,  to  Robert  Hope  Crawford, 
Jr.,  of  Rutherfordton. 

Edla  Holmes  Walker,  '41,  of  Elizabeth 
City,  to  John  Wood  Foreman,  of  Elizabeth 
City.  The  wedding  will  take  place  in  the 
fall. 

Ann  Nash  White,  ex  '45  (Bus.),  of 
Fayetteville,  to  James  Hamilton  Kyle,  of 
Fayetteville.  The  wedding  will  be  in  the 
fall.  Ann  Nash  is  the  daughter  of  Mrs. 
Justin  Smith  White  (nee  Anita  deRosset, 
•99). 

Mary  Virginia  Woodard,  ex  '44  (H.  S. ), 
of  Rocky  Mount,  to  Henry  W.  Cutchin, 
Jr.,  of  Rocky  Mount.  The  wedding  will 
take  place  in  August. 


Weddings 

Charlotte  Daughtrey  Andrews,  ex  '46, 
of  Suffolk,  Virginia,  to  Willis  Boykin  Un- 
derwood, Jr.,  on  Wednesday,  February  20, 
in  Saint  Stephen's  Church,  Milburn,  New 
Jersey.  May  Taylor  Friedlander,  ex  '46, 
was  her  matron-of-honor. 

Eugenia  Davis,  '40,  of  Salisbury,  to 
William  Arthur  Stockdale,  Lieutenant 
(jg),  United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of 
Punxsutawney,  Pennsylvania,  and  Eliza- 
beth City,  on  Thursday,  April  11.  The 
couple  is  living  in  Elizabeth  City. 

Amine  King  Galbreath,  '41,  of  Kin- 
ston,  to  Philip  Edgar  Edwards,  on  Satur- 
day, March  16,  at  8:30  o'clock,  in  the 
Queen  Street  Methodist  Church,  Kinston. 

Ann  Helen  GeOghegan,  '41  (H.  S.),  of 
Raleigh,    to    Sydnor    Montgomery    White, 


Lieutenant  (jg),  U.  S.  N.  R.,  of  Raleigh, 
on  Wednesday,  June  12,  at  8:30  o'clock, 
in  the  First  Presbyterian  Church,  Raleigh. 
Elizabeth  Grimes,  '41  (H.  S.),  was  her 
maid-of-honor;  and  bridesmaids  were 
Henrietta  Ragland,  '44  (Bus.),  Henriette 
Hampton,  '43,  and  Betsy  John  West,  '42 
(H.  S.). 

Elizabeth  Page  Gravely,  '40,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  Wallace  Bruce  Lea,  Jr.,  also  of 
Rocky  Mount,  on  Saturday,  March  9,  in 
the  First  Methodist  Church,  Rocky  Mount. 
Mrs.  William  Almon  Hart  (nee  Mary 
Shaw,  '39  (Bus.)),  Gray  Woodard,  '41, 
and  Peggy  Speight,  ex  '42,  were  brides- 
maids. The  couple  is  living  in  Rocky 
Mount. 

Mary  Brooks  Harper,  ex  '4  3,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  John  Glenwright  Knopp,  of 
Montezuma,  Georgia,  on  Wednesday,  May 
8,  at  11  o'clock,  in  the  West  Raleigh 
Presbyterian  Church,  Raleigh. 

Virginia  Sharon  Harris,  ex  '4  6,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Eugene  Philip  Mickel,  of  Miami, 
Florida,  on  Saturday,  April  27,  at  5 
o'clock,  in  the  Saint  Mary's  School  chapel, 
Raleigh. 

Marina  Hoyt  Henry,  '3  2,  of  Chapel  Hill, 
to  Walter  Lauren  Moses,  of  Claysburg, 
Pennsylvania,  and  Chapel  Hill,  on  Satur- 
day, May  4,  in  the  Chapel  of  the  Cross, 
Chapel  Hill.  Marina  is  the  daughter  of 
Mrs.  G.  K.  G.  Henry  (nee  Bessie  Harding, 
'99). 

Nolle  Keel  Highsinith,  ex  '37,  of  Rober- 
sonville,  to  Zeno  Hardy  Rose,  of  Nash- 
ville, on  Wednesday,  May  29,  in  the  First 
Christian  Church,  Robersonville. 

Nancy  Louise  Holt,  ex  '41,  of  New 
York  City  and  Burlington,  to  Don  E. 
Downard,  Lieutenant  Colonel,  R.  A.,  of 
St.  Augustine,  Florida.  The  wedding  took 
place  in  Nice,  France. 

Helen  Aydlett  Kendrick,  '40,  of  Eliza- 
beth City  and  Chicago,  to  Gordon  Robert 
Leader,  on  Friday,  June  21,  at  5  o'clock, 
in  Bond  Chapel,  University  of  Chicago, 
Chicago,  Illinois. 

Mary    Anne    Watson    Koonce,    '3  8,    of 

Raleigh  and  Chapel  Hill,  to  Maurice  Wal- 
ton Brown,  of  Pulaski,  Virginia,  on  Sat- 
urday, June  1,  at  11  o'clock  in  Christ 
Episcopal  Church,  Raleigh.  The  couple 
lives  in  Chapel  Hill. 

Anne  Harrison  LaPorte,  '44  (Bus.),  of 
Wilmington,  to  Thomas  Anthony  Barr, 
Captain,  United  States  Army  Air  Corps, 
of  Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania,  on  Wed- 
nesday, April  10,  in  Wilmington. 

Katherine  Louisa  Legg,  '4  4,  of  Hender- 
son, to  Albert  Gallatin  Carr,  of  Durham, 
on  Saturday,  June  29,  at  9  o'clock,  in  the 
First  Baptist  Church,  Henderson. 

Dorothy  M.  Linehan,  ex  '31  (Bus.),  of 
Raleigh,  to  William  B.  Sedberry,  of  Mt. 
Olive,  on  Saturday,  March  23,  in  the 
Edenton  Street  Methodist  Church,  Ra- 
leigh. The  couple  is  living  at  230  N. 
Person  Street,  Raleigh. 

Mary  Louise  Martin,  '4  4,  of  Roanoke 
Rapids,  to  Gordon  Murray  Goodale,  of 
Clemson,  South  Carolina,  on  Wednesday, 
June  12,  in  Roanoke  Rapids. 


Jane  Gilchrist  Moore,  ex  '4  5,  of  South- 
ern Pines,  to  William  Thomas  Johnston, 
of  Southern  Pines,  on  Tuesday,  April  23, 
in  Emmanuel  Episcopal  Church,  Southern 
Pines.  Roberta  Bryant,  '4  6,  was  a  brides- 
maid. The  couple  lives  in  Richmond, 
Virginia. 

Martha  Willis  Moseley,  ex  '43,  of  Kin- 
ston, to  Louis  Jackson  Cameron,  Jr.,  of 
Kinston,  on  Saturday,  June  8,  in  Gordon 
Street  Church  of  Christ,  Kinston.  The 
couple  will  live  in  Durham. 

Sarah  Louise  McKinley,  '4  3,  of  Bir- 
mingham, Alabama,  to  Jackson  Tipton 
Jones,  Lieutenant,  Army  of  the  United 
States,  of  Sweetwater,  Tennessee,  on  Sat- 
urday, April  27,  at  S:30  o'clock,  in  the 
Church  of  the  Advent,  Birmingham.  The 
couple  is  living  in  Bethlehem,  Pennsyl- 
vania, while  the  groom  is  attending  Le- 
high University. 

Char'otte  Ann  Mahan,  '42,  of  Char- 
lottesville, Virginia,  to  Richard  Stratton, 
on  Saturday,  May  IS,  in  the  University 
Chapel,  Charlottesville,  Virginia. 

Helen  Patricia  McKimmon,  '46  (Bus.), 
of  Raleigh,  to  Adam  Reynold  Tucker,  Jr., 
of  Raleigh,  on  Saturday,  June  22,  at  8:30 
o'clock,  in  Christ  Episcopal  Church,  Ra- 
leigh. 

Gertrude  Haywood  Mott,  '32,  of  Wash- 
ington, D.  C,  and  Raleigh,  to  Douglas 
Cannon,  Jr.,  on  Monday,  June  10,  in  War- 
saw, Poland.  Mrs.  Cannon  was  valedicto- 
rian of  her  class  at  Saint  Mary's.  Both 
she  and  Mr.  Cannon  are  in  Poland  with 
the  UNRRA.  When  they  return  to  the 
Spates  they  will  live  in  San  Francisco. 

Nancy  Fidelia  O'Herron,  '41  (H.  S), 
of  Charlotte,  to  David  Holland  Rankin, 
Ensign,  United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of 
Gastonia,  on  Friday,  February  22,  in 
Charlotte,  The  couple  lives  in  Jackson- 
ville, Florida,  where  the  groom  is  sta- 
tioned. 

Barbara  Orne  Bainey,  '4  0  (H.  S.),  of 
New  Orleans,  to  Newman  Lee  Crookston, 
on  Saturday,  May  18,  in  New  Orleans. 
The  Crookstons'  address  is  3  24  First  Ave- 
nue, Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 

Sara  Daphne  Richardson,  '4  3,  of  Fay- 
etteville, to  Harold  Norman  Spurlock,  of 
Bucyrus,  Ohio,  on  Saturday,  June  8,  at 
9  o'clock,  in  Saint  John's  Church,  Fayette- 
ville. 

Mary  Ijouise  Riddick,  '38,  of  Scotland 
Neck,  to  Fletcher  Harrison  Gregory,  Jr., 
of  Halifax,  on  Saturday,  April  27,  at  8:30 
o'clock,  in  Trinity  Episcopal  Church, 
Scotland  Neck.  Willie  Marjorie  Riddick, 
'47,  was  maid-of-honor  in  the  wedding, 
and  Agnes  Gregory  Carter,  '38,  was  a 
bridesmaid. 

Kathleen  Roberson,  '38,  of  Greenville, 
South  Carolina,  to  Charles  Weisel,  on 
Tuesday,  May  14. 

Shirley  Ann  Sehellenberg,  ex  '42,  of 
Coral  Gables,  Florida,  to  Edwin  DuBois 
Chase,  Jr.,  also  of  Coral  Gables,  on  Satur- 
day, April  20,  in  the  First  Presbyterian 
Church,  Coral  Gables. 
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Ann  Leslie  Shook,  '38,  of  Tarboro,  to 
Charles  Gilmer  Peyton,  Jr.,  of  Wichita, 
Kansas  and  Stillwater,  Oklahoma,  on  Sat- 
urday, April  27,  in  Calvary  Episcopal 
Church,  Tarboro.  Mary  Richardson,  '36, 
was  maid-of-honor,  and  Elizabeth  Peden, 
'44  (H.  S.),  was  a  bridesmaid.  The  cou- 
ple will  make  their  home  in  Stillwater, 
Oklahoma. 

Betty  Flatau  Smith,  ex  '40  (Bus),  of 
Raleigh,  to  Hugh  Robinson,  Lieutenant, 
Army  of  the  United  States,  of  St.  Louis 
and  Farmington,  Missouri,  on  Saturday, 
April  27,  at  8:30  o'clock,  in  Christ  Epis- 
copal Church,  Raleigh. 

Joyce  Lucille  Smith,  ex  '42  (Bus.),  of 
Middlesex,  to  Stephen  William  Parsutt,  of 
Palacios,  Texas,  on  Saturday,  March  2,  at 
3  o'clock,  in  the  Edenton  Street  Metho- 
dist Church.  Raleigh. 

MargQ  Smith,  ex  '44,  of  Birmingham, 
Alabama,  to  George  Dinkins  Gaskin,  also 
of  Birmingham,  on  Tuesday,  March  26,  in 
Columbus,  Mississippi. 

Marion  Moore  Thomas,  ex  '44,  of  Char- 
lotte, to  Charles  Snowden  Watts  King, 
Lieutenant,  Army  of  the  United  States,  on 
Saturday,  May  18,  at  8  o'clock,  in  Saint 
Peter's  Episcopal  Church,  Charlotte. 

Betsy  Scott  Thompson,  '43  (H.  S.),  of 
Graham,  to  John  W.  Justice,  Jr.,  of 
Cheraw,  South  Carolina.  The  couple  lives 
in  Cheraw. 

Virginia  Trotter,  '40,  of  La  Grange, 
Georgia,  to  Robert  Mac  Hammond,  also  of 
La  Grange,  on  Saturday,  April  13,  in  the 
First  Methodist  Church,  La  Grange. 

Katherine  Susan  Turner,  ex  '41  (Bus.), 
of  Raleigh,  to  Francis  Carroll  Bryan,  of 
Paris,  Kentucky,  on  Saturday,  June  1,  at 
5:30  o'clock,  in  Edenton  Street  Methodist 
Church,  Raleigh.  The  couple  will  live  in 
Mount  Sterling,  Kentucky. 

Emily  Carter  Warren,  ex  '40  (Bus.),  of 
Washington,  to  Dudley  Mitchell  Jones,  Jr., 
Captain,  Army  of  the  United  States,  of 
Lynchburg,  Virginia,  on  Saturday,  March 
30,  in  the  Wesley  Methodist  Church, 
Washington,  D.  C.  Doris  Goerrh  Horton, 
'3S,  was  a  bridesmaid  in  the  wedding. 

Barbara  White,  ex  '47,  of  Los  Gatos, 
California,  to  James  Emmett  Shoffner,  of 
Raleigh,  on  Thursday,  June  13,  in  the 
Holy  Trinity  Rectory,  Washington,  D.   C. 

Elizabeth  Greenfield  Wilson,  '40,  of  Ba- 
tavia,  New  York,  to  Dr.  David  Rollo  Haw- 
kins, on  Saturday,  June  8,  in  Batavia, 
New  York. 


Clarice  Elizabeth  Woolard,  '45,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Robert  Peele  Kennedy,  of  Ra- 
leigh, on  Saturday,  April  27,  at  10  o'clock, 
in  the  Saint  Mary's  School  Chapel,  Ra- 
leigh. The  couple  lives  at  3306  Hillsboro 
Road.  Raleigh. 

Bettie  London  Wooten,  '41,  of  Fayette- 
ville,  to  William  Byrd  Traxler,  of  Green- 
ville, South  Carolina,  in  May. 


Births 

A  son,  William  Van  Meter,  Jr.,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  William  Van  Meter  Alford,  of 
Charlottesville,  Virginia,  on  April  28. 
Mrs.  Alford  is  the  former  Daisy  Ruth 
Woltz,  ex  '3  9,  of  Gastonia  and  Raleigh. 
The  Alfords'  address  is  15  Brandon  Apts., 
University  Station,  Charlottesville,  Vir- 
ginia. 

A  daughter,  Mary  Winifred,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Herbert  Bird,  of  Kingston,  New 
York,  on  March  24.  Mrs.  Bird  was  Buth 
Holmes  Scott;  both  she  and  Mr.  Bird  are 
former  members  of  the  music  faculty. 

A  son,  Alvin  Coleman,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  A.  C.  Blalock,  of  Warrenton  and  East 
Orange,  New  Jersey,  on  March  27.  Mrs. 
Blalock  was  Nancy  Biuwell  Ellis,  ex  '3  7, 
of  Warrenton. 

A  daughter,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Donald 
Clement,  Jr.,  of  Salisbury,  on  February 
1 6.  Mrs.  Clement  is  the  former  Buth 
Ritchie  Miller,  '40,  of  Salisbury. 

A  daughter,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Morgan 
Paul  Dickerman,  II,  of  Wallingford,  Con- 
necticut, on  April  1.  Mrs.  Dickerman  is 
the  former  Margaret  Gold  Swindell,  '41, 
of  Wilson. 

A  daughter,  Carol  Lillian,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  John  W.  Dixey,  of  Goldsboro,  on  May 
1.  Mrs.  Dixey  is  the  former  Lillian 
Vaughan  Jenkins,  '43,  of  Goldsboro. 

A  son,  George  R.,  Ill,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
George  R.  Gammon,  Jr.,  of  Whitakers,  on 
March  2  6.  Mrs.  Gammon  is  the  former 
Bebecca  Bryant,  ex  '3S,  of  Scotland  Neck. 
George  Gammon,  III,  is  the  grandson  of 
Nannie  Shields  Bryant,  '12;  the  great- 
grandson  of  Rebecca  Smith  Shields,  who 
came  to  Saint  Mary's  about  1S80;  and 
the  great-greatgrandson  of  Rebecca  Hill 
Smith,  who  was  at  Saint  Mary's  in  1848. 

A  son,  Robert  Emmet,  III,  to  Rev.  and 
Mrs.  Robert  Emmet  Gribbin,  Jr.,  of 
Chapel  Hill,  on  February  5.  Mrs.  Gribbin 
was  Elsie  Lawrence,  '33,  of  Chapel  Hill. 


I\ 

A  son,  David  Harrison,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  I 
Percy  Idol,  of  High  Point,  on  May  20.  I 
Mrs.  Idol  is  the  former  Lillian  Small,  '37,  I 
of  Elizabeth  City. 

A  daughter,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Harold 
Lineberger,  of  Belmont,  on  March  8.    Mrs.   I 
Lineberger    is    the    former    Alice   Makely   I 
Cason,  '27,  of  Edenton. 

A  son,  John  Edward,  Jr.,  to  Lieutenant 
Og)  and  Mrs.  John  Edward  Markham,  of 
Durham,  on  August  14,  1945.  Mrs.  Mark- 
ham  is  the  former  Elsie  Broocks,  '40,  of 
Durham. 

A  daughter,  Florence,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
R.  S.  Reinhardt,  Jr.,  of  Norfolk,  Virginia, 
on  February  15.  Mrs.  Reinhardt  is  the 
former  Florence  Withers,  '39  (Bus.),  of 
Gastonia. 

A  daughter,  Polly  Ellison,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Bowen  Ross,  of  Lumberton,  on  Feb- 
ruary 25.  Mrs.  Ross  is  the  former  Mar- 
garet Ellison,  '3  3,  of  Washington. 

Twin  sons,  William  Williams  and  John 
Askew,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.-  William  Marion 
Shaw,  on  April  20:  Mrs.  Shaw  is  the 
former  Katharine  Bender  Williams,  '36, 
of  Raleigh. 

A  son,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  B.  Spruill, 
of  Windsor,  on  April  14.  Mrs.  Spruill 
was  Nancy  Scull  Taylor,  '38,  of  Harrells- 
ville. 

A  daughter,  Sallie  Craig,  to  Rev.  and 
Mrs.  John  W.  Tuton,  of  Baltimore,  Mary- 
land, on  April  17.  Mrs.  Tuton  is  the  for- 
mer Ernestine  Rich,  '3  9  (Bus.),  of  Phila- 
delphia and  Baltimorer 

A  son,  Lynn,  III,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lynn 
Wilder,  Jr.,  of  Raleigh,  on  March  8.  Mrs. 
Wilder  is  the  former  Letty  Kittrell  Lassi- 
ter,  '35,  of  Oxford. 

A  daughter,  Lucille  Parker  ("Cindy"), 
to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Warren  Wright,  of  Lex- 
ington, Kentucky,  on  March  4.  Mrs. 
Wright  is  the  former  Bertha  Leonard 
Cochran,  '40,  of  Alexandria,  Virginia. 


Deaths 

Mrs.  T.  W.  Lawrence,  of  Smithfiela 
(nee  Mary  Hastings,  of  Smithfield),  on 
March  29. 

Mrs.  Samuel  Fox  Mordecai,  of  Raleigh 
(nee  Bettie  Grimes,  '77,  of  Raleigh),  on 
April  15. 
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EDUCATION — 1946-47 

In  America  today,  besides  the  normal 
generation  of  college  students,  thousands 
upon  thousands  ot  returned  veterans  are 
seeking  either  liberal  or  vocational  edu- 
cation. Consequently,  enrollments  ot  uni- 
I  versities,  colleges,  and  schools  all  over 
the  country  tar  exceed  accommodations. 
Educational  institutions  are  expanding 
and  stretching  to  accommodate  the  many 
candidates  tor  learning. 

The  housing  situation  presents  perhaps 
the  most  serious  problem.  Students  al- 
!  most  double  the  number  ordinarily  con- 
j  sidered  capacity  have  been  crowded  into 
I  dormitories.  Near  many  campuses  trailer 
I  camps  have  been  organized  tor  students 
!  vith  families.  In  some  instances  tempo- 
rary housing  projects  provide  makeshift 
j  living  quarters. 

This  abnormal  influx  of  population  into 
college  communities  has  resulted  in  seri- 
I  ous  food  difficulties.  The  dining  halls 
maintained  by  educational  institutions 
often  accommodate  very  few  of  the  stu- 
dents. Students  must  get  their  meals  in 
restaurants,  cafes,  sandwich  shops,  and 
drug  stores.  Such  places  are  so  crowded 
at  regular  meal  hours  that  the  student 
often  must  either  lose  much  precious  time 
waiting  his  turn,  go  at  odd  and  irregular 
hours  for  his  meals,  or  even  sometimes 
miss  meals  entirely.  Moreover,  these  es- 
tablishments often  offer  neither  a  varied 
nor  a  nutritious  diet.  And  the  problem 
does  not  end  here.  The  rise  in  the  cost 
of  living  is  felt  even  more  by  students, 
many  of  whom  buy  each  meal  separately, 
than  by  the  general  population. 

Academic  equipment  presents  an  equal- 
ly acute  situation.  Textbooks  are  avail- 
able in  very  limited  quantities  and  rarely 
at  the  time  desired.  Even  books  long 
since  discarded  have  been  recovered  and 
gladly  put  to  use.  Neither  the  quantity 
nor  the  quality  of  instructors  desired  can 
be  employed  today.  Instructors  with  in- 
ferior training  and  abilities  have  been 
engaged  to  fill  vacancies  and  take  care  of 
the  increase  of  students. 

But  at  Saint  Mary's  the  situation  is  dif- 
ferent. Each  of  us  here  has  a  comfortable 
and  attractive  room,  usually  of  her  own 
choosing,  which  she  shares  with  one  or 
two — at  most,  three — friends.  The  nor- 
mal capacity  of  our  school  has  been  ex- 
ceeded only  very  slightly.  Three  times 
each  day  we  take  for  granted  the  meals 
served  us  in  the  dining  room.  Although 
we  have  missed  some  of  the  foods  we 
had  grown  accustomed  to,  we  have  never 
gone  wanting  for  appetizing,  well-bal- 
anced, wholesome  meals.  Naturally  the 
general  charges  at  Saint  Mary's  have  had 
to  be  raised  somewhat  in  order  to  meet 
the  higher  cost  of  living,  but  the  in- 
crease has  been  comparatively  slight. 
We,  the  students,  have  barely  felt  the 
rise  in  the  cost  of  living. 

In  academic  matters,  also,  the  diffi- 
culties besetting  other  educational  insti- 
tutions are  hardly  felt  at  Saint  Mary's. 
Textbooks  have  not  always  been  avail- 
able in  the  desired  quantities  or  at  the 
desired  time.  Some  courses  have  had 
to  be  partially  rearranged  to  conform 
\  with  publishers'  calendars.  Some  stu- 
dents are  using  second-hand  books;  some 
are  sharing  a  book  with  one  or  two  other 
students.      Such  things  are  the  extent  of 
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THE  COVER 

Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  Saint  Mary's  new 
president,  is  pictured  on  the  cover  of  this 
issue  of  the  Eulletin.  As  president-elect, 
he  was  introduced  to  the  alumnae  and 
i-.tudents  in  the  Bulletin  for  June,  1946. 
Dr.  Stone  took  over  the  presidency  in 
August  and  is  now  shown  at  work  in  his 
office. 

Dr.  Stone's  message  to  the  alumnae 
may  be  found  on  page  14. 

our  textbook  problem.  Although  Saint 
Mary's  has  lost  some  of  its  instructors, 
the  vacancies  have  been  filled  by  faculty 
equally  capable  and  well  trained.  Saint 
Mary's  scholastic  standard  remains  high. 
As  members  of  a  generation  faced  with 
a  great  responsibility,  we  Saint  Mary's 
girls  must  utilize  fully  the  opportunity 
that  is  ours.  Literally,  our  education  is 
given  to  us.      Let  us  receive  it  worthily. 

M.  L.  C. 


MAKING   A  FESTIVAL   OF  LIFE 

As  Matthew  Arnold  says,  "Life  is  a 
festival  only  to  the  wise."  A  wise  per- 
son, in  his  opinion,  is  one  who  is  prepared 
to  take  life  at  its  true  value,  deciding 
whether  the  incidents  in  his  life  are  im- 
portant or  worthless.  The  foolish  man, 
lacking  perspective,  is  apt  to  dwell  upon 
all  matters  great  or  small  with  the  same 
earnestness. 

The  ability  to  classify  one's  emotions, 
desires,  triumphs  or  failures  is  one  that 
some  persons  develop  early.  A  very 
small  child  who  realizes  he  has  done  more 
wrong  by  lying  than  by  breaking  a  vase 
shows  much  promise  of  developing  a 
strong  character.  It  will  take  more  than 
a  spanking  to  correct  a  child  who  feels 
more  shame  for  having  broken  the  vase 
than  for  having  hidden  the  pieces.  A 
sense  of  values  is  the  heart  of  wisdom. 

Judging  between  the  important  and 
the  unimportant  lays  a  foundation  for 
all  phases  of  the  wise  man's  life.  He 
knows  better  than  to  expect  perfection 
in  his  fellow  man.  He  understands  that 
it  is  the  amount  of  total  good,  not  the 
number  of  evil  things  done  that  gives  a 
person  his  value.  For  this  reason  the 
wise  man  will  make  a  thorough  search 
for  the  best  in  the  people  he  meets.  In 
seeing  their  best  he  will  appreciate  them 
and  in  turn  be  appreciated  by  them.  Thus 
he  will  form  friendships. 

A  foolish  young  girl  decided  at  a  hen- 
session  that  she  did  not  like  the  girl  in 
the  blue  pajamas  because  that  girl  had 
made  a  crack  about  a  friend  of  hers.  If 
the  first  girl  had  given  the  matter  more 
thought,  she  would  have  realized  that  the 
second  girl,  who  had  said  she  did  not 
know  the  friend  well  but  considered  her 
a  drip,  had  seen  the  friend  in  an  unfavor- 
able light.  Possibly  all  three  of  them 
could  have  been  friends  if  the  first  girl 
had  taken  the  trouble  to  understand  and 
to  help  others  to  understand.  In  this 
way  she  missed  a  chance  to  add  to  her 
greatest  source  of  happiness — friends. 

One  who  looks  for  the'  bad  in  others 
is  cheating  himself.  Just  as  fish  that 
live  in  dark,  underground  rivers  lose 
their  sight,  so  will  a  man  who  is  always 
seeking  the  bad  in  people  lose  his  sen- 
sitiveness to  the  good.  The  resulting 
atrophy  of  part  of  his  personality  might 
have  been  prevented;  it  can  rarely  be 
cured.  The  wise  man  will  keep  his  eyes 
open  to  both  good  and  bad  qualities  in 
the  people  he  meets,  weighing  their  short- 
comings lightly  against  their  positive 
worth. 

The  wise  girl  going  to  college  for  the 
first  time  will  try  to  keep  an  open  mind, 
saying.  "These  girls  I  am  meeting  have 
many  admirable  qualities;  I  must  try  to 
find  them  all.  I  can  discount  their  fail- 
ings because  we  are  strange  to  each  other. 
I  am  prepared  to  find  all  the  good  in 
everyone,  learning  all  that  each  girl's 
character  can  teach  me." 

Such  a  girl  will  learn  to  put  things  in 
their  proper  places.  Constant  practice 
in  generous  evaluation  of  character  and 
personality  will  develop  in  her  the  skill 
of  a  master.  Once  developed,  this  skill 
will  be  forever  a  joy  both  to  its  possessor 
and  to  those  who  know  her.  Such  a  girl 
will  have  the  happiness  of  genuine  friend- 
ship. Life  to  her  will  be  a  festival. — M.  S. 


Saint  Mary's  School  ' 
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Progress  in  Improvement  Program 


The  improvement  program  for  Saint  Mary's  buildings 
and  campus,  announced  in  the  Bulletin  for  December, 
1945,  and  launched  several  months  later,  has  made 
marked  progress  although  slowed  by  shortages  of  labor 
and  materials. 

The  new  power  plant,  of  which  the  towering  smoke- 
stack in  the  northeast  corner  of  the  campus  was  built 
last  spring,  is  nearing  completion.  Concrete  coal  bins 
were  built  in  September.  Boilers  and  stokers  have  ar- 
rived, but  are  still  to  be  installed  and  hooked  up  with  the 
heating  system.  The  new  plant,  with  several  times  the 
capacity  of  the  old  one,  will  have  automatic  heat  control. 
It  is  hoped  that  it  will  be  in  operation  by  the  beginning  of 
the  second  semester  and  that  the  present  unsightly  struc- 
ture behind  the  Chaplain's  House  will  be  torn  down 
shortly  thereafter. 

Delays  have  been  particularly  felt  in  the  remodeling 
of  the  kitchen.  In  September  most  of  the  old  kitchen 
equipment  had  been  removed,  and  much  of  the  new  was 
reported  by  the  railroad  to  be  lost  somewhere  between 
Chicago  and  Raleigh.  Yet  school  opened  on  time  and 
the  dining  room  ran  as  usual.  The  lost  articles  have  now 
arrived,  and  installation  is  being  completed.  Besides 
streamlined  cooking  equipment  and  work  tables,  improve- 
ments include  new  composition  flooring,  walls  of  wains- 
coted tile,  and  an  electric  cold  storage  compartment  in 
two  sections,  one  for  meats  and  one  for  vegetables. 

Equipment  of  the  recreation  room  in  the  basement  of 
Holt  Hall  is  at  a  standstill  because  of  the  continued  un- 
availability of  desired  furniture.  The  room  is  not  yet 
in  use. 

General  landscaping  work  (see  diagram,  page  32)  is 
progressing  steadily.  Already  completed  are  the  asphalt- 
surfaced  circular  drive  (smaller  than  the  old  circle)  with 
its  parking  spaces ;  the  brick  walk  bisecting  the  circle 


and  leading  from  the  street;  the  broad,  hospitable  flag- 
stone walk  and  the  square  flagstone  court  immediately 
in  front  of  Smedes  Hall;  the  brick  walks  connecting  the 
flagstone  court  with  West  Rock  and  East  Rock;  the  brick 
walks  parallel  to  the  Rocks  connecting  with  walks  to  the 
Chapel  and  the  Art  Building  and  with  the  old  diagonal 
paths ;  the  brick  walk  perpendicular  to  the  south  door  of 
the  Chapel  and  the  small  brick  court  immediately  in  front 
of  the  Chapel.  Still  to  be  constructed  are  the  gateway, 
the  wall  at  the  edge  of  the  campus,  and  the  walks  behind 
and  to  the  sides  of  the  main  group  of  buildings.  Plans 
for  the  main  entrance  to  the  grounds  include  brick  pillars, 
iron  grill  work,  and  the  restoration  of  the  old  summer 
house.  This  work  will  be  started  immediately,  although 
materials  are  not  j7et  available  to  complete  the  restora-' 
tion  of  the  summer  house. 

Exterior  redecoration  at  Saint  Mary's  includes  plant- 
ing as  well  as  construction.  Handsome  English  boxwood 
bushes  of  graduated  size  border  the  walk  connecting  the 
drive  with  the  flagstone  court.  Additional  large  boxwood 
bushes  stand  one  on  each  side  in  the  curve  of  the  covered 
ways  near  the  doors  of  the  Rocks.  All  the  boxwood  is 
the  gift  of  Mr.  Charles  Tucker,  chairman  of  the  land- 
scaping committee  and  father  of  Mary  Arden  Tucker 
Sutterfleld,  '45.  The  bamboo  that  formerly  screened  the 
covered  ways  and  the  tired  old  rose  bushes  that  filled  in 
the  curve  have  been  removed.  Soon  the  covered  ways 
will  be  swathed  in  ivy,  and  already  the  ground  within 
the  curve  is  carpeted  with  soft  young  grass.  The  circle 
also  is  green,  and  most  of  the  front  campus  has  been 
seeded.  The  clean  line  of  paved  walks  across  the  new 
lawn  contrasts  favorably  with  the  spreading  edges  of  the 
former  gravel  walks  and  roads. 

The  whole  impression  of  Saint  Mary's  exterior  im- 
provements is  one  of  simple  and  gracious  formality. 


AUTUMN 

By  Makgery  Carey,  '48 
Dame  Nature's  heart  grows  youthful  in  the  autumn. 
For  it  is  then  she  wears  her  gayest  colors. 
She  hides  in  other  seasons  all  her  brightness 
And  wears  soft  shades  becoming  to  a  matron ; 
But  when  the  sudden  frosts  of  coming  winter 
Invade  the  lazy  days  of  Indian  summer, 
She  sti-uts  about  in  gayest  gypsy  hues. 
Forgetting  all  her  usual  sedateness, 
She  laughs  aloud  in  joy  at  glorious  life. 
Then,  as  though  feeling  her  display  unseemly, 
She  ends  her  wild,  delirious  dance  and  song. 
She  hides  all  evidence  with  silent  white 
And  settles  down.     Her  holiday  is  done. 


A  SMALL  BOY'S  PRAYER 

By  Eleanor  Hope  Newell,  '48 

Dear  Lord,  I  do  not  ask  you  for 

An  aeroplane  to  fly, 

A  great  big  box  of  candy  or 

An  extra  piece  of  pie. 

I  do  not  want  a  scooter  and 
I  do  not  want  a  sled. 
I  do  not  want  a  teddy  bear 
To  take  with  me  to  bed. 

I  do  not  want  a  puppy,  Lord. 
I  do  not  want  a  ball. 
In  fact,  I  do  not  even  want 
Any  toy  at  all. 

There's  just  one  thing  I  wish,  dear  Lord, 
That  you  would  send  to  me. 
And  that's  a  baby  sister  who 
Will  keep  me  company. 


December,  1946 


"We  Build  Our  School  On  Thee,  0  Lord" 


By  The  Eev.  I.  Haeding  Hughes 


Four  years  ago  at  the  beginning  of  the  term  when  the 
Chaplain  and  his  wife  were  greeting  Saint  Mary's  girls 
as  they  arrived  at  the  school,  one  parent,  a  father,  said 
to  the  Chaplain,  "I  wonder  if  I  might  see  the  Chapel. 
My  wife  could  not  come  with  me ;  but  the  last  thing  she 
said  to  me  before  we  left  home  was  'Be  sure  to  go  into 
the  Chapel.  That  is  the  heart  of  the  entire  life  at  Saint 
Mary's.'  "  This  father  called  to  another  father  from  the 
same  city  and  asked  if  he  would  like  to  come  along.  "Oh 
my,"  the  second  one  exclaimed,  "it  would  never  do  for 
me  to  go  home  without  seeing  the  Chapel!  My  wife  said 
before  we  left,  'If  j'ou  don't  enter  any  other  building, 
don't  return  without  seeing  the  Chapel.  It  still  means 
more  to  me  than  any  other  church  building.'  " 

The  devotion  indicated  in  such  remarks  is  not  merely  a 
sentimental  one,  for  its  fruit  is  sound.  Bishop  Robert  E. 
Gribbin  of  the  Diocese  of  Western  North  Carolina  once 
Slid,  "As  I  go  over  our  diocese,  visiting  large,  medium, 
and  small  congregations,  I  am  astonished  to  see  how  many 
such  congregations  have  Saint  Mary's  graduates  in 
charge  of  the  altar,  heading  the  Woman's  Auxiliary,  and 
teaching  in  the  Church  School."  For  over  a  century  Saint 
Mary's  has  sent  forth  her  alumnae  into  community  and 
church  life  with  a  sense  of  responsibility  and  privilege 
to  give  to  others  some  of  the  invaluable  truths,  customs, 
and  habits  learned  and  formed  here  in  the  classroom,  on 
the  athletic  field,  in  the  gymnasium,  and — above  all — 
in  the  Chapel. 

Reverence  in  Chapel,  active  participation  in  all  serv- 
ices, congregational  singing,  and  access  to  the  Chapel  for 
private  devotions — these  are  some  of  the  elements  which 
go  to  make  up  a  religious  reality  which  Saint  Mary's 
hopes  ever  to  maintain  and  increase.  And  that  reality 
is  strengthened  by  the  participation  of  students  not  just 
as  members  of  the  congregation,  but  in  the  actual  conduct 
of  the  services  as  cruciflers,  acolytes,  servers,  and  mem- 
bers of  the  choir.  Students  who  hold  such  positions  are 
honored  to  do  so.  Moreover,  members  of  the  Altar  Guild 
feel  a  sense  of  privilege  that  they  have  charge  of  certain 


features  of  that  service  which  is  supreme  in  all  our  wor- 
ship. 

But  religious  life  at  Saint  Mary's,  although  it  centers 
in  the  Chapel,  does  not  end  there.  Bach  evening  preced- 
ing dinner,  family  prayers  are  held  in  the  dining  room. 
In  the  occasional  absence  of  the  Chaplain,  prayers  are 
led  by  one  of  the  seniors.  Furthermore,  in  the  school 
curriculum  study  of  the  Bible  is  a  sine  qua  non.  Instruc- 
tions in  the  faith,  the  customs,  the  history,  the  rites  and 
ceremonies  of  the  Church  are  all  introduced  as  they  fit 
into  Old  and  New  Testament  studies;  but  the  primary 
emphasis  is  on  a  knowledge  of  the  Bible  itself — the  mean- 
ing of  Revelation,  the  Incarnation,  the  Atonement,  the 
Resurrection,  the  Trinity,  and  the  dominant  power  of 
Christ  upon  each  individual  and  upon  society  for  a  life 
of  service  and  love.  In  order  that  Saint  Mary's  girls 
may  develop  some  sort  of  articulate  presentation  of  the 
great  truths  and  beliefs  of  Christian  living,  they  are  asked 
to  write  papers  on  such  subjects  as  "What  God  Means 
to  Me,"  "What  Prayer  Means  to  Me,  and  What  I  Should 
Like  It  to  Mean,"  "To  What  Extent  Am  I  My  Brother's 
Keeper?"  "What  I  Now  Feel  I  Should  Like  To  Do  About 
Social  Drinking  in  My  Home,"  "What  Does  the  Steward- 
ship of  Money  and  Possessions  Require  of  Me?"  Thus 
students  are  led  to  think  seriously  about  matters  that 
must  have  a  part  in  a  well-balanced  and  sincere  effort  to 
lead  a  Christian  life. 

Since  enlightened  Christian  living  is  the  principal  aim 
at  Saint  Mary's,  there  is  a  keen  desire  on  the  part  of  those 
in  leadership  here  that  religion  may  be  integrated  with 
all  campus  activities — intellectual,  athletic,  social — to  the 
end  that  students  may  so  grasp  the  meaning  of  the  King- 
dom of  God  in  the  family  life  of  the  school  that  they  will 
take  it  with  them  wherever  they  go. 

"We  build  our  school  on  Thee,  0  Lord." 
These  opening  words  of  the  school  hymn  not  only  state 
the  foundation  on  which  Saint  Mary's  is  built,  but  also 
epitomize  the  means  she  employs  to  teach  Saint  Mary's 
girls  to  build  their  lives  on  Him. 


"LOOK  TO  THIS  DAY" 

By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 

"Look  to  this  Day. 
For  it  is  Life,  the  very  life  of  Life. 
For  Yesterday  is  but  a  Dream, 
And  Tomorrow  is  only  a  Vision ; 
But  Today  well  lived  makes  every 
Yesterda.y  a  Dream  of  Happiness, 
And  eveiy  Tomorrow  a  Vision  of  Hope." 

Sanskrit 

The  young  look  to  the  future ;  the  old  look  to  the  past. 
Who,  then,  looks  to  the  present,  to  this  Day?     There  is 


no  line  that  can  be  drawn  between  age  and  youth.  I  am 
old,  yet  I  understand  the  visions  of  the  future  which  I 
have  seen  in  the  eyes  of  my  child.  I  am  young,  yet  I 
understand  the  dreams  of  the  past  which  I  have  seen  in 
the  eyes  of  my  mother.  But  it  seems  right  to  me  that 
they  should  dream  and  visualize  in  this  way;  for  my 
child's  past  is  short  and  insignificant,  her  future  is  long 
and  full  of  promise,  and  my  mother's  future  is  short  and 
contains  only  a  peaceful  death  for  her,  and  her  past  is 
long  and  full  of  happy  memories.  It  is  right  that  their 
thoughts  should  be  about  the  portions  of  their  lives  which 
are  most  important  to  them.  But  what  of  those  who  have 
as  much  past  behind  them  as  future  before  them?  To 
them  is  dedicated  the  present,  this  Day,  this  Hour,  this 
Minute.     May  they  live  it  well ! 


Saint  Maky's  School 


L 


emonade 

The  little  girl  thought  the  cool  lemonade  inviting.  Then 
something  changed  her  mind. 

By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 


The  little  girl  was  hot.  She  shook  her  damp  hair  from 
her  neck  as  she  pattered  down  the  hall,  stopping  for  an 
instant  in  the  doorway  of  the  sickroom  to  peer  at  her 
brother.  The  boy  twisted  restlessly  and  then  lay  still. 
"He's  a  lot  better,"  she  thought.  "He'll  be  up  by  tomor- 
row." She  started  to  move  away,  but  suddenly  caught 
sight  of  a  pitcher  of  cool  lemonade  that  stood  on  the 
bedside  table.  He  had  not  touched  it.  She  was  very 
thirsty,  and  the  iced  drink  looked  inviting. 

"Stuart,  may  I  have  some  of  your  lemonade?"  she 
asked. 

The  boy  was  silent. 

"Oh,  stop  teasing  me.   I  know  you  can  talk." 

He  did  not  move. 

"All  right,  then.     I'll  help  myself." 

She  started  towards  the  table.  Suddenly  the  boy  made 
a  swift,  undulating  movement.  The  girl  stopped  and 
watched  him,  frowning  slight^'. 

He  twitched  again. 

"Stop  that,  Stuart!" 

And  again. 

She  drew  closer,  frightened.  Suddenly  his  head  rolled 
back,  and  she  saw  the  glazed,  unconscious  stare  of  his 
eyes.  A  cry  welled  in  her  throat.  At  first,  fear  para- 
lyzed her.  Then  with  senseless  limbs  she  stumbled  from 
the  room  and  down  the  stairs. 

"Mother!   Daddy!" 

No  answer. 

Then  she  remembered.  "Bridge — the  Taylors' — the 
number  is  on  the  telephone  table."  She  found  the  instru- 
ment and  picked  it  up.  Her  hands  were  shaking  vio- 
lently, and  the  telephone  nearly  slipped  from  her  grasp. 
She  clutched  it  tightly  and  began  to  dial.  Three — six — 
four — two.  Finally  the  bell  at  the  other  end  of  the  line 
sounded. 

The  voice  was  lazy.     "Hello?" 

"Daddy !" 

"What?  Who  is  this?" 

"Oh."  Of  course,  her  father  would  not  be  answering 
the  telephone.    "Mr.  Taylor,  may  I  speak  to  my  father?" 

At  last  she  heard  the  familiar  voice.     "Yes?" 

"Daddy,"  she  gasped,  "something's  wrong  with  Stuart. 
He's  twisting  all  around.  He  won't  speak  to  me.  He 
just  stares — " 


FORGOTTEN 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '50 

I  think  on  him  no  more. 

Now  at  last 

My  mind  is  rid 
Of  lingering  love  and  lasting  fears. 
I  have  closed  that  chapter. 

It  is  past, 

Now  lies  half-hid 


"We'll  be  right  there  !" 

Slowly  the  child  put  the  receiver  back  in  place  and  let 
herself  weakly  into  a  chair.  She  sat  there — waiting. 
After  a  few  minutes  she  heard  the  slam  of  the  car  door 
and  the  sound  of  running  steps  on  the  walk.  Her  parents 
brushed  past  her  and  up  the  stairs  to  their  son's  room. 
She  heard  her  mother  cry  out.  Soon  her  father  came 
down  the  stairs  again,  his  face  pale  and  worried,  and 
went  to  the  telephone.     He  was  calling  the  doctor. 

The  girl  dragged  herself  slowly  up  the  stairs  to  the 
sickroom.  Her  mother  was  sitting  on  the  edge  of  the 
boy's  bed,  trying  to  hold  his  twitching,  unconscious  body. 

"Mother,  what's  wrong  with  Stuart?" 

Her  mother  began  to  cry.  "I  don't  know,  dear;  I  don't 
know."  She  sat  there  sobbing  softly  and  wringing  her 
thin,  nervous  hands. 

The  girl's  father  was  greeting  the  doctor  at  the  front 
door.    They  came  up  the  stairs,  her  father  talking. 

"We  were  playing  bridge  when  our  daughter  called 
us  .  .  ."    His  voice  trailed  off. 

The  doctor  came  swiftly  into  the  room  and  went  to  the 
boy's  bed. 

"He's  in  a  coma,"  he  said.  "Call  an  ambulance."  He 
began  to  examine  the  boy  with  brisk  efficiency,  issuing 
short,  sharp  orders. 

Her  mother  automatically  began  to  move  about  the 
room,  handing  the  doctor  the  things  he  wanted.  The 
little  girl  stood  dumbly  in  the  doorway,  her  eyes,  wide 
with  fear,  staring  at  the  figure  on  the  bed.  She  was  just 
in  the  way,  she  knew,  but  her  knees  were  weak  beneath 
her  and  she  could  not  move.  Her  mother  saw  her  and 
stopped.  She  looked  about  the  room  and  found  the 
pitcher  of  lemonade  and  put  it  in  her  child's  hands. 

"Here,  dear,"  she  said  gently,  "take  this  downstairs." 

The  girl  took  the  pitcher.  It  was  cool  to  her  touch. 
There  were  droplets  of  water  clinging  to  its  sides.  She 
carried  it  carefully  down  the  stairs  to  the  kitchen  and 
put  it  on  the  table. 

Lemonade. — What  was  it? — Oh,  yes,  she  had  been 
thirsty.  She  stared  at  the  pitcher,  at  the  clinking  ice 
cubes  in  the  pale  yellow  liquid.  She  had  wanted  some 
lemonade. 

The  high  wail  of  the  ambulance  siren  sounded  in  the 
distance.  She  took  the  pitcher  and  carefully  poured  its 
contents  down  the  sink. 


In  memory, 
Sprinkled  with  the  dust  of  years. 

I  seek  new  life 

And  find  it  not. 
My  heart  is  empty  as  before. 
Each  word  is  a  love 

I  once  forgot, 

And  yet — 
I  think  on  him  no  more. 


December,  1946 


The  Stars  Are  Unreachable 

In  groping  for  an  ideal,  Hans  Gwadowski  encountered 
the  unconquerable  force  of  reality.  He  found  the  stars 
unreachable. 

By  Gene  Rose,  '47 


Hans  Gwadowski  clenched  his  fingers  around  the  violin 
bow  and  stared  at  the  music  stand  before  him  until  the 
notes  danced  up  and  down  like  shiny  black  beetles  polka- 
'  ing-  across  the  white  paper.  Unconsciously  he  tensed  him- 
self against  the  wailing  rise  of  the  trumpet  solo.  The 
sound  mounted,  attacking  his  ears,  beating  into  his  brain. 
Now  the  bow  rose  and  fell,  adding  its  own  whine  to  the 
other  voices. 

That's  right;  blare  and  whine  and  wail,  loud  and  tinny, 
so  that  the  fat  pigs  at  the  front  tables  will  pat  their  feet  to  it, 
good,  and  loud  and  hot  like  the  cash  customers  like  it! 

The  orchestra  was  pushed  back  into  the  tiny  alcove 
with  the  dance  floor  and  dinner  tables  encroaching  upon 
it.  The  front  tables  were  so  close  that  Hans  could  ob- 
serve every  flicker  of  expression  on  the  faces  of  their 
occupants.  At  the  right  table  a  paunchy  well-dressed 
man  sprawled  with  one  arm  around  a  tired-faced,  very 
blonde  girl,  and  one  around  the  bottle  on  his  table ;  while, 
at  the  center  table,  two  underwear  salesmen  turned  their 
attention  toward  the  orchestra,  bobbing  their  heads  with 
alcoholic  enthusiasm  in  time  to  the  music.  The  whole 
scene  was  overcast  with  a  heavy  cloud  of  smoke  and  the 
heavier  fumes  of  cheap  whiskey  and  perfume. 

Hans  glanced  furtively  at  his  watch.  Twenty-five  more 
minutes,  then  out  and  home.  Home,  to  meet  young  Hans 
and  Bill  fighting  on  the  steps,  to  find  Annie  beaming  at 
him  from  the  stove,  her  round  face  shining  with  sweat 
and  the  seams  of  her  bright  printed  dress  straining  over 
her  bulging  figure. 

"Well,  how  was  it  t'night?  Good  crowd?  How  many 
encores  ja  get?  See  any  swells?  Say,  how'd  they  like 
that  hot  number?"  And  she  would  turn  back  to  her  stew, 
humming  and  beating  time  with  one  rose-trimmed  slipper 
against  the  linoleum  floor. 

Hans  set  his  teeth  and  sawed  viciously  into  the  strings. 
Bight  o'clock;  end  of  the  first  shift!  The  music  slammed 
Ito  an  end,  and  he  rose.  He  clamped  his  violin  case, 
shrugged  his  shoulders  into  his  coat,  and  stepped  out  into 
the  alley.  A  little  breeze  whipped  through  the  alley  rat- 
tling tin  cans  and  paper  cartons.  To  Hans  it  seemed  to 
be  whining  the  same  syncopation  that  had  been  beating 
against  his  ears  for  three  hours.  At  the  end  of  the  alley 
he  came  in  view  of  the  sky.  Suddenly  he  stopped,  clapped 
his  hands  over  his  ears,  and  threw  his  head  back,  eyes 
toward  the  stars.  The  stars — cold,  clear,  shining,  un- 
touched and  unobtainable,  just  a  little  cruel  in  their 
beaut}'.  He  stood  there  motionless,  yearning  upward. 
Then  a  bus  horn  blared  raucously  from  the  street  beyond, 
and  he  dropped  his  hands  and  turned  toward  the  subway 
stairs. 

Hans  lunged  off  the  train  into  the  station,  his  whole 
will  concentrated  on  shutting  off  his  senses  from  the 
stimuli  around  them ;  yet  his  effort  only  seemed  to  make 
each  sense  more  acute.    His  nose  was  aware  of  a  combi- 


nation of  the  acid,  sweaty  smell  of  unwashed  bodies  and 
the  cloying  sweetness  of  a  near-by  shop  girl's  perfume. 
His  ears  clearly  registered  a  high  nasal  voice. 

"I  says,  'Naw,  ya  can't  do  me  that  way.  I'll  show  va. 
So  I  .  .  .'" 

Finally,  his  eyes  took  in  the  whole  panorama  of  con- 
fusion and  squirming  humanity.  A  fat  woman  in  a  daisy- 
splashed  red  and  yellow  dress  shoved  against  a  red-faced, 
blue-clad  conductor.  A  thin  girl  with  lanky  brown  hair 
meditatively  chewed  a  doughnut  at  the  fountain.  A  dirty- 
faced  little  boy  sat  on  a  suitcase  by  the  information  desk. 
Suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  the  hubbub,  Hans'  eye  fell  on 
a  flower  stand,  and  he  stopped  still.  On  the  bottom  row 
between  two  cans  of  shopworn  jonquils  sat  a  small  jar  of 
violets.  They  were  tiny,  intensely  purple  violets  such  as 
he  and  Anna  had  found  in  the  park  that  Sunday  before 
they  were  married.  She  had  been  sitting,  a  plump  blonde 
on  a  plot  of  grass,  holding  the  flowers  in  her  lap.  The 
deep  color  had  made  her  white  skin  seem  almost  lumin- 
ous, and  as  he  stood  there,  frozen  by  the  beauty  of  it,  she 
looked  up  and  smiled — a  quick  smile  in  sympathy  with 
his  delight. 

For  a  moment  he  looked  down  at  the  violets,  huddled 
among  the  fading  flowers  like  scraps  of  crushed  velvet ; 
then  he  stepped  forward,  picked  them  up,  and  spoke  de- 
terminedly. 

"How  much  for  these?" 

Fifteen  minutes  later  he  was  eagerly  mounting  a 
second-floor  flight  of  steps  with  the  violets  cradled  in  his 
hands.  He  bounded  through  the  front  door  and  the  living 
room  and  into  the  kitchen,  then  stopped  with  a  little  slide 
before  his  perspiring,  flour-smeared  wife,  who  stood  with 
her  hands  in  the  bread  and  her  eyes  wide  with  astonish- 
ment. He  extended  the  violets  with  a  little  gesture  almost 
like  a  bow,  and  then  stood  watching  her  eagerly. 

"Well,  whatta  ya  know  !  Flowers  for  me,  an'  from  m' 
good  ol'  hubby !  Ain't  that  nice,  though !"  She  squirmed 
out  from  behind  the  table,  her  apron  trailing  in  a  puddle 
of  spilled  milk  and  flapping  wetly  against  her  stained 
skirt.  "And  ain't  it  a  coincidence  that  I  just  bought  a 
new  vase.  Wait  till  ya  see  this.  It's  got  real  class.  Got 
it  from  ol'  Greenburg  for  fifty  cents  less  than  it  was  worth, 
too." 

Her  voice  shrilled  from  the  next  room  above  the  clatter 
of  china,  and  she  reappeared  in  the  doorway  proudly 
holding  the  vase  and  flowers  up  for  admiration.  The 
violets  had  been  jammed  down  into  a  big  plaster  vase 
fashioned  in  the  shape  of  a  bright  pink  nude  woman. 
The  flowers  stuck  stiffly  out  of  her  stomach,  their  colors 
subdued  to  dullness  by  her  vivid  contours. 

"Ain't  it  a  beaut?"  said  Anna  triumphantly. 

"Yes,  a  beaut,"  Hans  said  finally  and  turned  to  walk 
slowly  into  the  living  room,  his  coat  trailing  from  his 
hand  across  the  red  and  orange  linoleum  floor. 


Saint  Mabt's  School 


The  heavy  clinging'  smell  of  cabbage  had  taken  pos- 
session of  the  apartment  when  Hans  turned  from  the 
supper  table  and  hurried  toward  the  radio.  Anna  caught 
him  at  the  kitchen  door  and  shoved  a  piece  of  paper  into 
his  pocket. 

"There's  m'  list  of  stuff  t'  get  when  ya  go  out  t'night, 
and  be  sure  the  baloney  is  fresh."  She  turned  back  to 
the  sink,  shrilly  singing,  "Be  m'  sugar  baby,  do  .  .  ." 

Hans  could  hear  young  Hans  and  Bill  wrangling  over 
a  baseball  bat  on  the  back  steps.' 

"You  had  it  last.    Gimme!" 

"Shuddup,  ya  little  runt,  and  leggo !" 

Hans  slammed  the  door,  dragged  a  chair  up  to  the  radio, 
and  feverishly  began  to  twist  the  knobs. 

That's  right.  Scream,  bellow,  squabble  over  your  dirty 
toys.  I  can  get  away  from  you  now.  Squall,  then.  In  a 
minute  you  won't  exist.  Wallow  and  squirm,  you  little  pigs. 
At  least  for  a  few  minutes  every  night  I  can  climb  out  of  the 
much.    I  can  breathe,  live — for  twenty  minutes  a  day. 

The  light  on  the  dial  hit  700,  and  music  leaped  from 
the  radio,  filling  the  room.  It  washed  over  Hans  in  great 
waves.  He  relaxed  into  the  chair  and  drank  in  the  sound 
like  life-giving  nectar.  The  frown  between  his  eyes 
smoothed  away;  his  fingers  unclenched  and  lay  passive 
against  the  arm  of  the  chair;  his  eyes  rested  on  the  stained 
wallpaper  on  the  opposite  wall,  but  they  were  completely 
blind  to  it.  The  room  had  ceased  to  exist  for  him.  He 
himself  had  lost  his  identity.  He  walked  now  in  a  coun- 
try among  the  stars,  a  cool,  empty  silver  country  all  his 
own. 

The  door  creaked,  and  Anna  lumbered  into  the  room. 
He  jerked  around.  What  did  she  mean  by  this?  She  knew 
he  was  never  to  be  disturbed  during  the  symphony.  She 
crossed  heavily  to  the  radio,  and  her  voice  broke  through  the 
music. 

"Well,  guess  this  is  the  last  time  you'll  hear  your  sym- 
phony music,  Hans.  Kinda  hate  to  see  'er  go  m'self ;  gave 
a  kinda  high-class  tone  to  the  flat  to  hear  'er  boomin' 
away  every  night.  But  music  don't  buy  no  bacon."  She 
twisted  the  dial  with  one  hand,  and  the  music  was  re- 
placed by  a  cacophony  of  static  and  confused  sound. 
"What  I  mean  is — Hans — well,  we  gotta  sell  the  radio 
cause — well," — she  turned  toward  him,  simpering  coy- 
ly— "we  gonna  have  a  new  little  stranger,  V  after  all,  fat 
babies  is  better  than  loud  noises,  ain't  they?" 

He  sat  perfectly  still  with  his  eyes  on  her  face,  feeling 
only  that  the  room  had  become  unbearably  hot  and  that 
the  cabbage  smell  was  going  to  ehoke  him.  Then  sud- 
denly from  the  blare  of  the  radio  an  unctuous  voice 
boomed. 

"You  try  Burpo  for  indigestion  .  .  ." 


VESPERS 

By  Eleanor  Pollaed,  '48 

Girls  are  lined  up  on  the  walk,  two  by  two,  in  dignified 
rows  betrayed  by  undignified  chatter ;  girls — frivolous 
puppets,  silhouetted  against  a  golden  sunset  backdrop ; 
two  gay  rows  of  dancing  black  dolls  which  now  begin 
their  mass  movement  into  the  Chapel. 

As  each  pair  pass  through  the  door,  great  unseen  scis- 
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He  stumbled  to  his  feet  and  ran  from  the  room  and 
down  the  stairs,  leaving  Anna  to  stare  open-mouthed 
after  him. 

For  a  while  he  walked  blindly,  almost  running,  from 
one  street  to  another,  anywhere  away  from  the  smell  of 
that  apartment,  the  sound  of  that  radio,  and  the  sight 
of  that  coy,  self-satisfied  smile.  Finally,  however,  he 
became  conscious  of  a  cool  saltiness  in  the  breeze  that 
slapped  his  cheeks.  He  looked  up  at  the  buildings  loom- 
ing around  him,  realizing  that  he  was  near  the  docks. 
After  a  moment's  hesitation,  he  began  to  move  slowly 
toward  the  end  of  the  street  where  he  could  see  the  gleam^ 
of  the  river.  The  black  streaks  of  the  docks  stretched 
out  into  the  more  restless  blackness  of  the  water.  He 
moved  out  on  the  dock  and  grasped  the  rail.  The  cold 
bite  of  the  steel  was  somehow  comforting.  A  damp  breeze 
whispered  around  his  collar,  and  he  shivered  a  little  as 
he  stood  there.  Little  muffled  splashes  and  creakings 
broke  the  silence.  Out  in  front  stretched  the  dark,  cold 
blanket  of  the  river.  The  reflection  of  the  stars  gilding 
each  swell  gave  the  water  a  luminosity  as  if  a  soft  clear 
light  were  rising  from  its  depths.  Hans  could  almost  see 
the  light  swaying  and  flickering  in  the  depths. 

It  must  be  like  living  suspended  in  the  midst  of  an  unend- 
ing symphony  down  there.  It  would  carry  you  along,  wash 
over  you  and  by  you,  rock  you  peacefully,  catch  you  up  in  the 
swell  of  a  great  movement. 

He  took  a  slow  step  toward  the  lower  unrailed  dock. 
His  eyes  were  fastened  on  the  rise  and  fall  of  the  water 
beyond  the  docks.  He  took  another  step  and  another, 
closer  and  closer  to  the  edge.  He  paused,  took  a  deep 
breath,  jammed  his  hands  down  in  his  pockets,  and  gath- 
ered himself  for  motion.  But,  as  he  did  so,  he  felt  a  little 
stab  of  pain  as  his  finger  was  cut  by  the  sharp  edge  of  a 
piece  of  paper  in  his  pocket.  He  paused,  instinctively 
closing  his  fingers.  For  a  long  moment  he  stood  there,  his 
fingers  clutching  the  paper,  his  eyes  on  the  darkness  be- 
low him.  Then  his  shoulders  drooped,  and  he  let  his 
breath  out  in  a  slow  shudder.  Turning  his  back  on  the 
silver  and  black  of  the  river,  he  looked  up  at  the  glare 
of  red  and  yellow  neon  that  marked  the  bars  and  grocery 
stores  at  the  upper  end  of  the  street  and  began  to  walk 
toward  them,  toward  cabbages  and  pink  plaster  vases, 
toward  sweaty  subways  and  whining  trumpets  and  "Be 
m'  sugar  baby,  do."    Toward  life. 

As  he  rounded  the  corner  of  the  docks,  he  drew  the 
paper  from  his  pocket.  In  the  light  of  the  street  lamp 
he  read : 

4  eggs 
1  box  Rinso 
Y2  lb.  baloney 
1  large  cabbage. 


sors  snip  the  strings  by  which  they  are  regulated.  Inside, 
the  marionettes  become  people.  Even  the  clown,  whose 
tricky  rubber  strings  stretch  past  the  scissors  to  let  a 
puppet  into  this  living  world — even  the  clown  succumbs 
at  last  to  the  snipping,  since  here  there  is  no  audience  for 
clownery. 

When  the  last  string  is  cut,  when  the  doors  have  been 
gently  closed,  then  each  girl  finds — hei-self. 


Decembeb,  1946 


Star  Bright 


Carol  thought  her  handicap  an  insuperable  obstacle — 
until  she  met  Tom  Ashton. 

By  Jeannette  Dougherty,  '48 


Carol  Browning  gazed  out  the  window.  "Star  light,  star 
bright,  first  star  I've  seen  tonight.  I  wish  I  may" — But  it 
was  no  use.  Wishing  would  never  give  her  strength  to 
walk  on  her  crippled  legs. 

It's  true,  her  paralysis  was  not  painful,  nor  was  she 
stricken  for  life.  The  doctor  said  all  she  needed  was  a 
strong  will  to  live.  Once  she  had  overheard  him  talking 
to  her  mother.  He  had  said,  "If  there  were  some  way, 
some  thing,  some — one — "  Then  he  broke  off.  But  she  knew 
he  was  only  trying  to  make  her  happier.  She'd  never 
walk  again,  not  with  these  twisted  legs. 

The  Browning  household  was  in  a  hustle  the  next  day. 
A  visitor  was  coming  to  dinner.  Carol  was  to  come  down- 
stairs. 

"Why  ?  I'd  much  rather  stay  in  my  room,  Mother,"  she 
stated. 

Her  mother  insisted,   "Doctor's   orders." 

Carol  dressed  slowly.  It  was  the  first  time  in  months 
that  she  had  been  out  of  bed.  As  she  pulled  the  blue  wool 
dress  over  her  head,  she  imagined  herself  going  out 
somewhere  without  crutches.  But  sighing  she  thought,  "I 
won't  ever  get  well,"  and  the  sad  look  she  so  often  wore 
again  covered  her  face. 

Someone  was  laughing  downstairs.  It  was  a  hearty 
male  laugh,  not  the  familiar  laugh  of  her  mother.  It  rang 
in  her  ears  and  caused  her  heart  to  thump  loudly.  "The 
visitor!"  She  stopped  short.  "But  who  can  it  be?" 

Carol  was  carried  to  the  living  room.  She  lifted  her  eyes 
slowly  to  the  visitor's.  How  tall  and  brown  he  is,  she 
thought,  and  almost  remarked  aloud,  How  handsome ! 

"Carol,  this  is  Tom  Ashton.  Tom,  my  daughter,  Carol," 
her  mother  said. 

Tom  wrinkled  his  eyes  as  he  smiled.  "Hello." 

"How  do  you  do?"  Oh,  if  only  I  didn't  have  crutches! 
Carol  was  thinking  to  herself. 

Tom  must  have  read  her  thoughts  for  he  said,  "It's  nice 
to  know  someone  who  is  the  way  I  was." 

Carol  looked  down  at  the  floor  trying  to  hide  her  moist 
eyes. 

Tom  quickly  added,  "I  didn't  mean  to  sound  so  harsh. 
You  see,  I  just  got  out  of  the  hospital.  Been  there  for  nine 
months  while  the  medics  worked  on  my  leg.  Not  long  ago 
I  returned  from  duty  on  a  sub.  The  Nips  thought  I 
wouldn't  come  back,  but  I  fooled  them.  I'm  back  minus  a 
few  pieces."  He  pointed  to  his  leg. 

"But  you  walk  beautifully.  Why  I'd  never  know  you 
had  a  — uh —  you  weren't  perfect,"  she  finished. 

"The  doctors  did  everything  they  could  to  make  me 
walk  again.  Pretty  good  job,  I'd  say.  But  it  took  a  lot  of 


convincing.  For  a  while,  I  didn't  want  to  live."  Tom  looked 
directly  at  her. 

He  didn't  want  to  live,  Carol  thought.  How  often  I've 
felt  that  way.  But  he  is  living,  and  so  am  I.  Only,  Tom  can 
walk.  Her  thoughts  raced  on.  Yes,  Tom  can  walk,  and  he 
has  an  artificial  leg.  I  have  two  legs  of  my  own.  She  smiled 
as  a  thought  came  to  her. 

"Why  so  quiet?"  Tom  asked. 

Raising  an  eyebrow,  Carol  answered,  "I  was  thinking." 
"Well,"  and  Tom  smiled,  "please  think  out  loud.   I'm 
jealous." 

That  night  as  Carol  sat  in  her  room  waiting  for  her 
mother  to  help  her  get  ready  for  bed,  a  smile  played  on 
her  lips,  and  her  eyes  danced  brightly.  She  thought,  Why, 
I  haven't  had  such  a  good  time  since — since  I've  been 
crippled.  The  thought  of  her  condition  made  her  sick  in- 
side. Her  expression  lost  its  cheerfulness.  She  put  her 
hands  to  her  face  as  tears  filled  her  eyes.  She  made  no 
effort  to  stop  crying.  Too  often  she  had  kept  things  to  her- 
self. This  sudden  outburst  of  tears  was  a  great  release. 
She  reached  for  her  crutches,  went  over  to  her  dressing- 
table,  and  sat  down  in  front  of  it.  As  Carol  looked  into 
the  mirror,  Tom's  words  came  back  to  her.  "It  took  a  lot 
of  convincing.  I  didn't  want  to  live."  Slowly  the  idea  that 
had  filled  her  earlier  that  evening  returned  in  fullness. 

Balancing  herself,  she  slowly  put  one  crippled  leg,  then 
the  other,  down  on  the  soft  carpet. 

"I  can  do  it,"  Carol  said  aloud.  "I  hnow  I  can  do  it ! 
Tom  walks,  and  he  has  an  artificial  leg." 

Carol's  eyes  sparkled.  Her  face  was  set  with  determina- 
tion. Looking  upward,  as  people  do  when  they  want  to 
feel  closer  to  God,  she  prayed,  "Dearest  God,  please  give 
me  the  faith  and  the  strength  to  walk  again !  Please  give 
me  the  faith  and  the  strength  to  walk  again !" 

Slowly,  she  shoved  her  foot  forward.  It  seemed  quite 
stiff  and  heavy.  She  tried  to  shift  her  weight  and  take  a 
step.  "Please,  God,"  she  asked  again.  As  the  Lord  himself 
took  part,  she  walked  one  step,  then  two,  then  several 
steps  farther  to  a  large  chair.  But  she  did  not  sit  down. 
She  steadied  herself  against  the  chair  as  she  turned 
around.  Then  with  growing  assurance,  she  made  her  way 
back  to  the  dressing  table.  In  the  mirror  she  saw  that  her 
face  reflected  a  glow  of  achievement  and  happiness. 

She  spoke  aloud  to  her  reflection.  "I  walked,  and  I  will 
keep  on  walking.  I  am  no  longer  an  invalid !" 
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And  Then  Forever 

In  death  as  in  life,  John  found  that  he  could  be  assured 
of  his  wife's  unending  love. 

By  Ann  "Wicker,  '49 


Two  figures  walked  down  the  main  street  of  Pine 
VaUey. 

One  was  a  tall  man  in  a  uniform,  with  a  rather  haunted 
look  about  his  face.  His  eyes  searched  the  crowd  as  if 
in  one  short  glance  he  was  trying  to  include  everything 
before  him.  It  had  been  a  long  time,  he  thought,  a  damn 
long  time.  He  heard  the  old  town  clock  striking.  It 
hadn't  changed,  anyway,  but  for  that  matter  very  little 
had.  The  street  was  the  same — a  new  store  here  and 
there,  but  basically  just  as  always.  The  old  men  of  the 
village  still  sat  in  front  of  the  town  hall,  and  the  young 
crowd  still  gathered  at  the  soda  shop. 

He  went  on  a  little  more  slowly,  a  little  more  atten- 
tively, looking  at  the  scenes  he  had  remembered  and  kept 
with  him  all  the  months  overseas.  Now  he  was  home ! 
Passing  the  high  school  he  thought  of  all  the  gang,  and 
wondered  what  they  were  doing  now. 

Yes,  Pine  Valley  was  unchanged  by  time.  He  was  glad 
it  was  the  same,  because  he  had  dreamed  of  it  that  way. 

The  two  figures  turned  down  a  side  street.  It  could 
have  been  any  residential  street  in  a  small  town,  but  it 
happened  to  be  in  Pine  Valley.  They  walked  down  the 
shady  path.  The  ground  was  bleak  and  hard  from  the 
winter  cold ;  and  the  trees,  stripped  of  their  fall  gar- 
ments, stood  naked,  their  branches  lifted  toward  the  cold 
grey  sky. 

They  walked  on  past  the  McKnight  home  and  the 
Kenny  place ;  finally  they  stopped  before  a  little  white 
cottage  set  back  from  the  street.  Byes  searched  the  place 
as  if  looking  for  someone. 

A  small  boy  was  sitting  on  the  porch  steps.  He  had 
tousled  blond  curls,  and  bright  blue  eyes.  The  door 
opened  and  a  woman  appeared.  She  was  a  beautiful 
woman  with  soft  blond  braids  wound  about  her  head,  and 
deep  violet  eyes.  She  held  a  piece  of  paper  in  her  hand 
and  her  lips  were  drawn  in  anxiety.  She  sat  down  be- 
side the  boy  with  a  mixed  expression  of  tenderness  and 
bewilderment,  and  began  reading.  The  tall  man  could 
remember  every  word  of  that  letter. 
"My  dearest  Wife, 

"Once  you  asked  me  a  question.  At  the  time  I  didn't 
answer.    Now  I  feel  that  T  can.    How  much  do  I  love  you? 


REALISM 

By  Logan  Vaug-ht,  '48 

Of  what  avail  can  it  be  now 

To  wish  upon  a  star? 

For  dreams,  at  best,  are  empty  schemes, 

And  Heaven's  very  far. 

And  with  the  dawn  these  wishes — 
Based  on  an  unborn  day — 
Will  vanish  like  the  brilliance 
Of  the  star  that  fades  away. 


It  is  a  hard  question  to  answer.  There  are  so  many  things 
about  you  that  I  love :  the  crinkle  in  your  nose  wheii  you 
laugh,  and  your  hair  curling  softly  about  the  back  of 
your  neck.  I  love  the  lights  in  your  eyes  when  you  are 
happy  and  the  tender  way  you  look  at  our  child.  It 
seems  that  all  my  life  I  have  waited  for  you  and  that 
only  by  finding  you  have  I  begun  to  live. 

"I've  never  left  you.  I  never  shall.  Our  love  is  too 
strong  to  keep  us  apart :  no  matter  what,  war  or  no  war. 
I'm  with  you  always  in  mind  and  spirit. 

"Little  Johnny  will  soon  be  five  years  old.  It's  been  a 
year  since  I  have  seen  him.  Teach  Johnny  about  his 
wonderful  country,  take  him  to  church,  and  raise  him 
to  be  the  fine  young  man  that  I  know  he  will  be.  To- 
gether, you,  Johnny,  and  I  can  find  our  happiness.  You 
and  Johnny  in  body,  and  I  in  spirit. 

"For  you  see,  when  you  receive  this  letter,  I  will  be 
dead.  Bo  not  weep  for  me,  but  put  all  your  thoughts  on 
our  son  and  his  future.  Remember  always  that  I  love 
you.  I  loved  you  when  I  was  born,  I  grew  up  loving  you, 
I  lived  loving  you,  and  now  I  die  loving  you. 

"Your  devoted  husband, 

"John." 

The  sun  was  sinking.  The  moon  was  coming  up,  and 
the  ageless  town  clock  was  striking  seven. 

"Come,  Johnny.  Time  for  bed,"  smiled  the  beautiful 
woman. 

The  little  boy  came  over  to  her.  She  put  her  arm 
around  him,  and  they  walked  into  the  house.  As  she 
was  closing  the  door,  she  turned,  and  looking  up  into  the 
drakening  sky  said,  "Good-night,  John." 

The  dark  figure  looked  at  the  man  in  uniform.  The 
haunted  look  had  left  his  face.  There  instead  was  peace. 
He  smiled  up  at  him,  "Ready?"  he  asked. 

"Yes,"  said  John,  "ready  and  satisfied — satisfied  to  go 
now  and  wait  for  my  beloved  to  come  to  me." 

He  took  one  last  look  at  the  small  cottage  and  with 
reverence  whispered,  "Good-night,  my  dearest  wife." 

He  turned  and  nodded  to  his  companion.  They  walked 
on  down  the  street,  past  the  McKnights',  the  Kennys', 
and  the  high  school.  They  walked  on  downtown  past 
the  soda  shop  and  the  town  clock,  and  they  kept  on  walk- 
ing upward,  upward,  upward. 


SHOOTING  STAR 

By  Eleanor  Hope  Newell,  '48 

Across  the  dark  sky  without  any  warning 

It  falls 

Silently,  swiftly,  brightly 

Like  a  spangle  against  a  black  velvet  curtain. 

Then,  as  suddenly  as  it  came 

It  is  gone, 

And  all  is  still  again. 
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'The  Haunted  Wood" 


By  Logan  Vaught,  '48 


"Here  the  flame  that  was  ash,  shrine  that  was  void,  lost 

in  the  haunted  wood, 
I  have  tended  year  upon  year,  in  the  solitude 
Waiting  quiet  and  glad-eyed  in  the  dark,  knowing  that 

once  a  gleam 
Glowed  and  went  through  the  wood. 
Still  I  abode  strong  in  a  golden  dream 
Unrecaptured." 

— Rupert  Brooke 

From  the  garden  in  the  grove,  the  house  was  a  hulking 
mass  and  the  highway  beyond  the  lawn  glistened  in  the 
May  sun.  Here  in  the  garden  it  was  cool,  and  the  moss 
on  the  trees  whispered  restlessly.  My  eyes  followed  the 
line  of  ivy  up  the  side  of  the  house  and  stopped  at  Mary's 
window.  She  was  there,  wraith-like  against  the  dark  in- 
terior, her  robe  flowing  about  her  thin  arms.  I  tore  my 
eyes  away,  gathered  up  the  cut  flowers,  and  walked  back 
up  the  twisting  path  past  the  pond  to  the  kitchen-yard 
gate.  Even  in  the  welcoming  humdrum  of  the  kitchen 
I  could  still  feel  the  clamminess  of  my  hands.  I  was 
tense.  I  felt  drawn  in  as  if  into  a  vacuum,  and  I  wanted 
to  run  away  and  leave  the  house  behind — let  it  hide  itself 
in  the  dismal  trees  and  walls — but  in  the  living  room  I 
saw  Mary's  book  on  the  chair,  and  I  heard  a  faint  sound 
upstairs. 

I  went  slowly  up  the  steps,  stopping  at  the  landing  to 
tear  the  May  twenty-first  page  off  the  calendar  on  the 
telephone  table.  Such  an  insignificant  task,  and  yet  it 
meant  losing  another  thread  holding  my  life  and  Mary's 
together. 

I  knocked  softly  on  her  door.  She  was  supposedly 
sleeping,  and  yet  she  hardly  ever  slept.  Instead,  she 
would  be  painting,  or,  as  most  often  I  saw  her,  merely 
sitting  at  her  window,  staring  out  across  the  grove.  I 
never  knew  for  what  she  was  looking.    I  shall  never  know. 

I  had  taken  Mary  at  the  death  of  her  parents  when  she 
was  six.  Her  life  had  been  the  normal,  gay  one  of  other 
girls  until,  at  fourteen,  she  had  had  her  first  attack  of 
arthritis,  Now,  at  eighteen,  she  was  still  able  to  walk, 
but  the  disease  would  seize  her  body  when  it  was  least 
expected.  Mary's  friends  had  gradually  slipped  away, 
but  this  was  understandable. 

She  spent  hours  in  her  room  painting  pictures  which 
she  never  showed  me.  I  often  asked  to  see  them,  but 
when  I  did  see  one — crumpled,  strange,  sad — almost  a 
wailing  animal  in  its  eloquence,  I  never  asked  again. 

I  heard  her  voice  now  calling  out  weakly,  "Come  in," 
and  I  opened  the  door.  She  smiled  at  me  when  I  entered — 
the  smile  of  a  woman  rather  than  a  girl,  her  eyes  huge  in 
her  pallid  face. 

Her  gaiety  had  seemed  to  die  long  ago,  and  I  had  ceased 
to  look  for  it.  It  was  as  though  she  had  fleeted  from  me 
down  a  corridor  and  her  words  now  echoed  in  my  ears. 
Her  hands  lay  in  her  lap,  thin,  with  white  shafts  of  fin- 
gers. Her  mouth  was  tender  and  young,  but  each  day  it 
seemed  to  be  more  drawn  with  pain. 

"Have  a  nice  nap,  hon?" 


"No,  Aunt  Ellen,  I  didn't  sleep.  I  just  sat  in  my  win- 
dow. I  like  to  look  at  the  trees.  They  give  me  strength 
somehow — I  don't  know  exactly." 

She  extended  her  hands  to  me,  and  an  excited  look 
crept  into  her  eyes.  "I  saw  the  new  curate — next  door, 
at  Janice's  house — from  my  window.  She's  doing  League 
work,  you  know — I  told  you.  He's  thin,  Aunt  Ellen,  and 
awfully  young." 

Her  cheeks  were  tinged  with  pink,  and  I  chided  her 
gently. 

"Mary,  I  do  believe  you're  interested  in  that  boy.  Not 
that  every  other  girl  in  the  church  isn't,  but — ' 

I  couldn't  go  on.  The  look  on  her  face  was  a  new  one, 
and  I  had  never  seen  her  so  happy.  She  was  staring  pen- 
sively ahead  of  her  when  I  went  to  the  door. 

"I'll  have  Mag  bring  you  some  juice.  Which'll  it  be, 
orange  juice  or  pineapple  ?" 

I  was  glad  at  the  sound  of  Mary's  voice,  suddenly  filled 
with  an  animation  I  had  never  heard  there  before.  Sim- 
ple, this  nucleus,  hardening  and  growing.  It  was  so  sim- 
ple that  I  did  not  then  see  its  tragedy. 

The  June  sun  was  weak,  and  the  curtains  in  the  French 
window's  blew  in  grotesque,  graceful  patterns  against  the 
screens — in  and  out,  incessantly.  Mary  sat  opposite  me 
at  the  breakfast  table,  quiet,  unfathomable,  her  eyes  dull. 
I  announced  my  intention  of  having  the  new  curate  to 
dinner  the  following  Sunday. 

"We'll  bring  him  home  from  church." 

Mary  tore  her  eyes  from  the  curtains.     "Church — " 

"Why,  yes,  dear.     Don't  you  think  that's  best?" 

But  she  didn't  answer,  and  her  eyes  were  again  on  the 
curtains. 

We  went  to  church  Sunday.  Mary,  her  face  shadowed 
by  her  hat,  her  hands  clutching  her  prayer  book,  walked 
beside  me  slowly,  with  effort.  Somehow,  there  in  the 
church,  the  first  feeling  of  apprehension  began  to  steal 
over  me,  and  I  looked  at  her  beside  me,  her  eyes  wide. 

AVe  met  John  Ward  outside  the  church,  where  he  stood 
awaiting  us,  his  blue  eyes  smiling  uncertainly.  His  face 
was  unbelievably  young,  and  yet  his  eyes  were  as  old  as 
Mary's.  I  did  not  understand  this  face,  but  I  smiled  back 
at  him. 

"This  is  fine,  Mr.  Ward.  I'm  so  glad  you  could  come 
today.     I've  been  planning  this  for  a  long  time." 

He  responded  heartbreakingly  quickly  to  my  chatter 
and,  as  dinner  progressed,  he  seemed  to  change,  as  did 
Mary.  1  saw  in  both  their  faces  a  look  of  strangeness  and 
of  trust. 

After  dinner  he  lifted  Mary  down  the  terrace  steps,  and 
she  showed  him  the  garden,  the  chickens,  the  tennis  court, 
and  even  the  unfriendly  pond.  As  I  stood  on  the  ter- 
race, I  heard  Mary  laugh. 

It  was  late  when  John  left,  but  he  stopped  at  the  front 
steps  and  turned  to  the  pale,  smiling  girl. 

"I'm  glad  you're  interested  in  young  people,  Mary,  be- 
cause I  didn't  mention  it  before — 1  don't  know  why — but 
perhaps  you'll  help  me  with  the  League."  He  seemed 
dazed  and  unsure  of  himself,  but  Mary  held  out  her  hand. 
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Mary's  face  was  incredulously  happy — Mary,  who  had 
never  been  needed  before. 

Mary  did  help  with  the  League.  She  and  Janice  went 
to  every  meeting,  and  Mary  would  drag  herself  painfully 
home  at  night  saying  she  had  stayed  to  wash  the  dishes  or 
clean  the  recreation  room. 

During  these  weeks  there  sprang  up  in  her  a  new  de- 
termination, a  new  strength  and  patience.  John  came 
often  to  the  house  now,  and  he  and  Mary  would  sit  on 
the  terrace  or  walk  in  the  grove,  discussing  the  League. 

Then  I  found  one  of  her  paintings  in  her  wastebasket, 
but  it  was  pure  and  shining  and  it  sang  of  happiness.  I 
threw  myself  on  her  bed  and  cried. 

And  yet,  as  I  grew  to  know  John  better,  I  wondered. 
I  realized  the  outcome  on  a  sultry  summer  evening  when 
I  saw  them  in  the  garden  picking  flowers  for  the  Sunday 
school.  Such  a  simple  occupation,  and  still,  Mary's  weak 
arms  filled  with  the  riotous  color  suddenly  seemed  a  mock- 
ery. I  felt  helplessness  closing  about  me,  and  I  shuddered 
and  was  cold  in  spite  of  the  heat. 

Mary  grew  inwardly,  but  her  arthritis  became  worse. 
Her  nights  were  horrors,  and  she  cried  too  much  now. 
She  was  forced  to  give  up  the  League  meetings  and  began 
again  to  sit  in  her  window,  watching  the  trees. 

John  came  to  see  her  after  her  worst  attack,  bringing 
letters  from  her  beloved  young  people  and  a  basket  of 
mossy  wood  violets.  I  watched  from  the  pantry  window 
as  the  sun  slipped  into  the  garden  pond.  Then  I  turned 
away,  thrust  the  violets  into  water,  and  carried  them  into 
the  living  room.  They  were  both  there  in  the  fading  after- 
noon light,  and  I  stood  in  the  doorway. 

I  saw  Mary's  eyes  bared,  pain-filled,  and  I  knew  she 
was  tearing  her  soul  out  slowly  and  giving  it  to  him.  I 
ached  to  cry  out,  Oh  God,  there's  so  much  pain  already. 
I  started,  and  John  turned  and  smiled. 

"Violets  fixed?" 

"They're  so  pretty,  aren't  they,  Aunt  Ellen?  Do  you 
know,  John,  they're  the  very  first  flowers  I've  ever  been 
given  all  my  own.    I  do  love  them  so." 

Mary  was  laughing  gayly,  but  I  saw  her  hands,  clench- 
ed, white-knuckled,  in  her  lap. 

I  suggested  quickly,  desperately,  "Why  don't  you  two 
do  your  work  on  the  terrace?  After  all,  it's  screened; 
so  you  won't  be  eaten  up  by  bugs." 

John  carried  Mary  out  and  settled  her  in  her  chair. 
Prom  the  living  room  I  could  hear  the  crickets  and  the 
breeze,  and  above  all  his  voice.  I  knew  that  out  on  the 
terrace  Mary's  regained  strength  and  happiness  were 
dying  again. 

It  was  inevitable.  I  know  that  now.  But  although  I 
sensed  that  Mary  knew  it,  I  could  not  face  it.  She  was 
completely  empty  of  all  she  had  ever  had.  The  strange- 
ness and  trust  had  gone  from  her  face,  leaving  a  mere 
mass  of  bone  and  flesh,  and  the  arthritis  attacks  were 
serious  now.  It  was  only  an  announcement,  and  yet  it 
tore  up  the  roots  of  something  very  precious.  Mary  sat 
still  and  silent  for  a  long  moment,  holding  the  white  card, 
and  then  she  called  me  and  asked  for  her  paints. 

"Aunt  Ellen,  what  shall  I  give  John  and  Janice?  A 
wedding  present  has  to  be  very  special,  more  so  when 
we  are  such  good  friends.  I  think — I  wish  they  weren't 
leaving  right  after  the  wedding,  but,  oh,  isn't  it  wonderful 


about  John's  new  position?  Why,  I'm  so  proud  of  him — 
but  I'll  miss  them  so  much  .  .  ." 

I  listened  to  her  strained  voice.  I  heard  her  talking 
crazily,  as  if  she  now  believed  she  could  lose  herself  some- 
where among  the  sentences.  That  night  I  heard  her  toss- 
ing on  her  bed,  and  then  it  was  quiet  and  I  knew  she  was 
sitting  at  her  window,  staring  out  across  the  gray-black 
grove. 

She  said  nothing  else  of  the  wedding,  but  her  face  be- 
came transparent  and  the  skin  was  taut  across  her  cheek- 
bones.    She  did  not  paint  again. 

Mary  sent  them  a  gift,  a  handsome  soup  bowl  and  ladle 
wrapped  in  white  tissue  and  satin;  but  I  saw  too  the 
Testament  which  she  addressed  separately  to  John,  the 
string  and  paper  wrinkled  from  her  unsure  fingers. 

The  wedding  was  on  a  velvety  early  autumn  night.  The 
church  was  lighted  by  hundreds  of  candles,  casting  wav- 
ering lines  on  the  walls.  Mary  had  not  come.  She  had 
protested  that  she  might  have  an  attack  and  disturb  the 
ceremony,  and  I  had  let  her  stay  at  home. 

But  I  could  not  watch  the  service.  I  stared  down  at 
my  hands  and  noticed  for  the  first  time  that  the  palms  of 
my  gloves  were  wet. 

The  reception  was  laughter  and  the  sparkle  of  cham- 
pagne. I  sought  the  cool  porch  of  Janice's  house  and 
stood  there  for  a  long  time  looking  out  across  the  lawn 
at  the  line  of  parked  cars.    Then  I  heard  a  step  behind  me. 

"John !  You  shouldn't  leave  your  bride !  Aren't  you 
ashamed  of  yourself?" 

"I  wanted  to  talk  to  you  just  a  moment,  Aunt  Ellen. 
I  didn't  see  Mary.    I  looked  for  her,  but  I  didn't  see  her." 

"She  wasn't  well  enough  to  come." 

He  hesitated,  and  in  that  moment  I  thought  I  caught 
in  his  eyes  again  the  strangeness,  the  trust.  But  it  was 
gone,  and  I  couldn't  be  sure,  not  really  sure. 

"I'll  miss  her,  Aunt  Ellen.  She  was  so — she  found  for 
me  what — what  I  had  somehow  lost."  He  seemed  eon- 
fused,  and  his  hands  clutched  the  porch  rail. 

"You  and  Janice  must  come  to  visit  us." 

"Thank  you.  Tell  Mary  I — I'd  better  get  back  to  Janice. 
She  asked  me  to  tell  you  to  hurry  in  and  get  one  of  the 
first  pieces  of  cake  for  Mary.  Good-bye,  Aunt  Ellen.  Take 
terribly  good  care  of  Mary  for  me." 

He  went  quickly  throiigh  the  door,  his  shoulders 
squared  under  the  black  coat. 

I  turned  to  follow  and  heard  someone  on  the  path. 

"Aunt  Ellen !" 

"Mary?  I  told  you  not  to  think  of  walking  all  the  way 
over  here.    I  told  Mag  not  to  let  you!" 

She  was  crying  now — great  wrenching  sobs,  and  her 
eyes  were  opaque. 

"I  had  to  see  him  just  once  more." 

I  took  Mary  home  and  gave  her  a  sedative.  Seated  by 
her,  I  fell  asleep,  and  was  awakened  by  the  light  stream- 
ing through  the  open  blinds.  It  seemed  almost  strange 
that  she  should  be  there — a  tiny  mound  on  the  bed.  I 
had  almost  expected  her  to  be  gone,  leaving  behind  only 
a  white  wisp  and  a  sigh,  but  she  opened  her  eyes  and 
smiled  at  me. 

I  was  working  in  the  garden  when  Mag  called  me  to 
come  in  to  Mary.  She  was  sitting  in  her  wheelchair  on  the 
terrace,  holding  a  letter  in  her  hand. 


10 


December,  1946 


"I  got  a  short  note  from  Janice,  Aunt  Ellen ;  I  thought 
r  you  might  like  to  hear  it." 

She  began  reading  with  difficulty  : 

"  'Dearest  Mary, 

"  'I  was  much  distressed  to  learn  of  your  last  attack,  but 
Isince  then  I  have  heard  that  you  are  better,  and  1  am 
very  glad. 

"  'John  and  I  want  you  to  come  spend  a  week  with  us — 
any  week  convenient  for  you.  Let  us  know  soon.  We 
both  miss  you  so  much. 

"  'We  have  found  a  wonderful  house,  and  John  is  gain- 
ing so  much  from  his  new  curacy.  Why,  Mary,  you  won't 
even  know  him  when  you  see  him  again.  He's  so  under- 
standing and  so  wonderful  with  his  church. 

"  We  must  see  you  soon,  dear  Mary.    You  are  part  of 
t  our  life. 

"  'Write  me. 

"  'Devotedly, 

"  'Janice.'  " 

Mary  gazed  unseeingiy  at  me  and  then  said  quickly, 
"Take  me  in,  please,  Aunt  Ellen." 

I  wheeled  her  to  her  desk  and  left  her  there.    When  I 


returned,  hours  later,  she  was  sleeping,  her  head  on  an 
unfinished  letter. 

"Mag,  come  carry  Miss  Mary  to  her  room  and  make  her 
a  cup  of  that  chicken  broth." 

1  looked  down  at  the  fragments  of  writing  on  the  desk — 
a  shaky,  almost  illegible  scrawl : 
"Dearest  Janice, 

"I'm  very  glad  you  and  John  are  settled,  and  are  enjoy- 
ing your  work  so. 

"You  were  terribly  sweet  to  ask  me  to  visit  you,  but  I 
can't  bring  myself  to  presume  on  you  yet.  Also  I'm  aw- 
fully clumsy  of  late.  I'm  afraid  I'd  be  pretty  much  of  a 
burden. 

"Tell  John  I'm  glad  he  has  his  League  there — " 

Here  she  had  stopped  writing.  Looking  down,  I  noticed 
a  small  box  in  the  half-opened  desk  drawer.  Inside  were 
a  picture,  some  letters,  and  a  faded  wood  violet.  I  picked 
the  top  letter  up,  then  dropped  it  back  into  the  box  and 
closed  the  drawer.  This  was  her  life.  I  must  not  tres- 
pass. I  felt  now  that  I  was  an  outsider,  that  I  had  opened 
one  door,  and  now  saw  before  me  endless  other  unopened 
doors.  And  I  felt  a  hand  on  my  shoulders  pulling  me 
back,  not  letting  me  go  on.  I  looked  out  into  the  grove, 
but  I  saw  only  the  trembling  skeletons  of  once-green 
branches  that  had  flung  their  leaves  to  the  ground. 


UNRECOGNIZED 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '50 

The  rain  is  a  woman  weeping, 

Sighing  round  my  door  momentarily, 

Then  creeping 

To  some  corner, 

Resting, 

Now  returning  to  her  post 

As  mourner, 

Sobbing  again 

For  men 

Who  think  her 

Only  cold  fall  rain. 

FLASHBACK 

By  Gene  Rose,  '47 

You  strode  across  my  heart,  light-footed,  head  held  high ; 
And  my  spirit  filled  with  yours   as  the   billowing   sails 

embrace  the  wind. 
I  shook  the  placid  dust  from  me,  contemptuous,  loosed 

from  bonds. 
I  hung  my  ears  with  golden  gypsy  rings  and  freed  my 

feet  of  sober  shoes. 
I  drank  life  from  you,  purple,  bubbling  high,  and  danced 

a  feverish  Schottische  to  your  pipes. 

Then  on  that  day  I  plummeted  back  to  earth  and  found 
again  that  life  is  made  of  dust  and  tears  and  days. 

I've  found  since  then  a  truer,  saner  love,  a  solid  bread  for 
daily  nourishment. 

I  pace  my  way,  sure-footed  on  a  sedate  path,  content — 

Till  in  a  flash  of  scarlet  wing,  a  silver  lilt  of  song,  1  feel 
your  touch, 

And  once  again  I  thrill  to  golden  bugles  in  my  blood. 


WE  SHALL  NEVER  KNOW 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '50 

Who  have  lived  in  this  house? 

Who,  sheltered  by  its  eaves, 

Trod  with  light  step 

The  carpeted  stair 

And  raked  the  bright  fall  leaves  ? 

What  merry  laughter  in 

These  halls  did  ring? 

Who  lit  slim  candles  there 

With  gentle  hand? 

Who  lie  forgotten  in  those  cedars  dark, 

Their  memory  erased 

By  Time's  obliterating  sand? 

What  loves  were  shared 

Behind  these  crumbling  walls? 

What  happiness  dwelled 

In  this  old  shrine? 

What  feet  danced  in 

The  ballroom  then? 

What  lips  drank  toasts 

Of  France's  dearest  wine  ? 

What  tears  were  wept 

In  quiet,  untold  grief? 

What  children  slept 

When  those  old  lamps  burned  low? 

Now  nameless  ghosts 

In  silence  stand  about 

And  keep  these  answers. 

We  shall  never  know. 
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A  Moment  of  Time 

By  Logan  Vaught,  '48 


"The  thing  we  long  for,  that  we  are, 
For  one  transcendent  moment." 

She  could  remember  now.  She  could  recall  and  analyze 
those  things  which,  until  now,  she  had  not  been  able  to 
face.  Fear  and  insecurity  had  disappeared,  and  in  their 
stead  had  come  a  desire  to  know  more  and  understand 
more.  She  was  humbly  thankful  for  this  event,  upon 
which  her  life  had  hung  for  so  long. 

Standing  at  the  window  of  the  art  gallery,  the  news- 
paper clipping  in  her  hand,  she  thought  of  the  tiny  room 
with  its  one  skylight,  only  half  succeeding  in  giving  her 
the  precious  light  she  needed  for  her  painting.  She 
laughed  at  the  recollection  of  the  little  pot-bellied  stove 
with  the  lop-sided  grate,  of  the  crack  on  the  wall  that 
grew  an  inch  each  day.  She  remembered  even  the  syca- 
more tree  in  the  sooty  back  yard,  young  and  -determined 
like  herself. 

The  city  had  been  friendly  when  she  had  first  come 
there  to  school,  and  she  had  hidden  in  its  arms,  living  in  a 
dream  world.  She  had  often  walked  in  the  green,  earthy 
park  and  had  visited  the  people  and  places,  now  only 
memories — the  little  Italian  market,  gayly  decked  with 
yellow  and  red  and  green  vegetables ;  the  corpulent  old 
newsstand  keeper,  his  life  written  on  his  bronzed  face  in 
an  alphabet  of  wrinkles ;  even  the  tenements,  with  chil- 
dren playing  out  in  front,  and  fat  pincushions  of  mothers 


leaning  out  of  windows,  talking  to  one  another  over  red 
geraniums  and  clotheslines.  She  loved  all  these  simple 
things  with  the  ardor  of  impetuous  youth. 

Returning  to  her  room  in  the  afternoon,  she  would 
gather  up  her  paints,  brushes,  and  canvas  and  wander 
about  the  friendly  little  neighborhood,  constantly  search- 
ing for  a  release  for  that  something  which  she  felt  she 
must  release.  Sometimes  she  would  find  it  in  the  face  of  a 
passer-by,  who  might  stop  to  let  her  paint  him ;  sometimes 
in  a  house,  a  tree,  or  a  bit  of  landscape,  ugly  to  the  eye — 
beautiful  to  her. 

During  all  that  time  she  had  been  happy,  and  yet  un- 
certain. Here  was  her  whole  life,  here  in  these  brushes, 
these  paints,  these  few  carefully  saved  pictures.  And 
she  had  succeeded.  In  some  miraculous  way  her  paint- 
ings had  sold.  Bared  for  all  the  world  to  tear  apart,  they 
had  been  praised.     This  was  what  she  had  lived  for. 

Standing  there  with  the  critics'  favorable  reviews  in  \ 
her  hand,  she  looked  out  upon  the  city — smoky,  gray, 
sometimes  even  sordid — her  city.  She  smiled  down  at  the 
park,  with  children  making  small  worlds  of  their  own, 
as  she  had  done,  in  the  moss  under  the  trees ;  she  gazed 
out  at  the  people  hurrying  past.  She  realized  suddenly 
that  her  bright  and  famous  future  would  never  seem  so 
wonderful,  would  never  be  so  heartening,  as  that  one 
present  moment  when  she  was  feeling  the  new,  sweet 
security  of  success. 


AND  YET  HE  DREAMS 

By  Nancy  Y.  Holland,  '48 

All  of  his  life  he  had  dreamed,  and  yet  he  dreams.  All 
of  his  life  he  had  lived  in  the  city:  still  he  lives  there. 

As  a  little  child  he  had  waded  in  the  warm  muddy 
gutters  after  a  summer's  shower.  Never  had  he  known 
the  rushing  coolness  of  a  mountain  brook..  He  had  played 
hopscotch  mi  the  burning  sidewalks  and  baseball  in  the 
dead-end  street.  Never  had  he  walked  barefoot  down  a 
rural  road  or  skipped  in  an  open  meadow.  And  yet.  he 
dreamed  of  these. 

The  only  tree  he  had  known  was  the  forlorn  maple  a 
block  down  the  street  guarded  by  a  double-wire  fence. 
He  had  sat  on  the  pavement  in  the  sultry  shade  cast  by 
the  tenement  houses.  He  had  fished  from  the  trashy 
docks,  dropping  his  line  into  the  scum  of  the  oily  water. 
And  yet  he  had  dreamed  of  stately  trees,  of  cool  refresh- 
ing shade,  of  tranquil  lakes,  of  the  clean  sweep  of  the  sea. 

He  had  breathed  the  choking,  soot-filled  air  of  the 
factory  district,  never  the  sweet  fragrant  breath  of  the 
country. 

His  eves  were  hollow;  never  had  they  danced  with  the 
joy  of  life. 

And  yet,  he  dreamed. 
Anil  yet.  he  dreams. 


I  SEARCHED  FOR  GOD 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '50 

I  searched  for  God  everywhere, 

In  country  far  and  wide  ; 

I  looked  in  everj'  city  and  on 

Every  mountain  side. 

In  cathedrals  great  I  wandered, 

Looking  for  my  Lord, 

But  never  found  him  till  one  day 

When  my  soul  struck  a  mighty  chord. 

I  was  alone  by  the  roaring  sea 

When  I  felt  His  presence  nigh. 

I  was  alone  with  the  wild  seabirds, 

And  wind  and  sand  and  sky. 

"My  Lord,"  I  cried,  "is  this  Thy  seat? 

Is  this  Thy  very  home?" 

There  among  the  wild  sea  grasses 

And  frothing  ocean  foam, 

My  answer  was  the  thund'ring  sea. 

It  crashed  like  a  mighty  rod. 

I  knelt,  and  in  humble  silence  prayed, 

For  I  had  found  my  God. 


12 


December,  1946 


AW  ALUMNAE 


By  Alice  Bell,  Alumnae  Secretary 


Joyce  Kiernaii  Cadien,  ex  '44  (Bus.), 
and  husband  are  living  at  216  Nause- 
mond  Arch,  Norfolk  3,  Va.  She  writes: 
"I  spent  the  month  of  September  in  New 
York  visiting  my  family,  and  while  there 
I  saw  Ann  Greene  and  Mildred  Denny. 
Mildred  graduated  from  college  in  June 
and  was  job  and  apartment  hunting.  Ann 
has  returned  to  college  in  Greencastle, 
Ind.  My  husband,  Jim,  has  signed  up 
for  two  more  years  in  the  Navy.  My 
daughter,  Laurel,  is  almost  two  years 
old."  .  .  .  Christine  Gray,  '46,  writes: 
"Am  having  a  grand  time  at  Salem  Col- 
lege as  a  day  student.  Bev  Hancock, 
Mary  Helen  James,  Amie  Watkins,  and 
Mary  Billings  are  here  too.  Work  is 
hard,  but  play  is  grand.  Went  by  Spen- 
cer Hall  in  Chapel  Hill  last  week-end  and 
saw  loads  of  Saint  Mary's  gals:  Lib  Clin- 
ard  Harriet  Gurley,  Nina  Mae  Deberry, 
Dabney,  Sally  Lee,  Helen,  Estelle,  and 
lots  of  others."  .  .  .  Frances  Rylander, 
'44,  graduated  in  June  from  the  Univer- 
sity of  Georgia  and  is  being  lazy  at  home 
in  Americus,  Ga.  .  .  .  Betsy  Gallagher 
Reeder  (Mrs.  Boyd  F.),  ex  '43,  is  sailing 
soon  to  meet  her  husband  in  Germany. 
They  expect  to  be  abroad  for  about  two 
years.  .  .  .  Mary  Kistler  Craven  (Mrs. 
J.  B.,  Jr.),  '39  (H.  S.),  and  husband  are 
living  at  500  W.  Union,  Morganton.  She 
writes:  "Betty  Gaither  Murphy,  '39,  is 
now  living  in  Marburg,  Germany  with  her 
husband  and  young  daughter.  She  sailed 
in  August  from  New  York,  and  can  be 
reached  c/o  Lt.  Daniel  A.  Murphy, 
0-1323161,  Hqs.  69th  Replacement  Batt., 
Special  Service  Officer,  A.P.O.  S72,  c/o 
Postmaster,  N.  Y."  .  .  .  Marcia  Rodman, 
ex  '42  (H.  S-),  visited  school  recently. 
She  is  living  at  home  in  Washington.  .  .  . 
Marie  Watters  Colton  (Mrs.  Henry  E., 
Jr.),  ex  '41,  and  husband  and  young 
daughter  are  living  in  Chapel  Hill,  where 
Henry  is  going  to  Law  School.  .  .  .  Bettie 
Battle,  ex  '42,  is  also  at  Chapel  Hill  and 
is  taking  graduate  work  in  psychology. 
.  .  .  Betty  Walters  Smith,  '4  2,  and  Jim 
have  moved  from  Lemon  Grove  to  La 
Mesa.  Their  address  is  4847  Palm  Ave., 
La  Mesa,  California.  .  .  .  Janet  James 
Lindsey.  '40  ( H.  S.),  Mark,  and  Mark,  Jr. 
(now  two  years  old)  are  living  for  a  short 
time  in  Dublin,  Ga.,  where  Mark  is  a  doc- 
tor at  the  Naval  Hospital.  Janet  says 
that  they  expect  to  receive  orders  soon  to 
report  to  Asheville  to  the  Veterans'  Hos- 
pital at  Oteen.  She  reported  having  vis- 
ited Olivia  Anne  Smith.  '42,  at  Myrtle 
Beach  during  the  summer,  and  having 
seen  Mary  Davis  Bridget's.  .  .  .  Betty  Bell, 
ex  '40,  is  being  lazy  at  home  in  Pittsboro. 
She  has  been  taking  in  the  dances  at 
Carolina,  and  is  planning  to  see  the  Army- 
Navy  game  in  November.  .  .  .  Mary 
Bridger  Cornick,  '43,  is  taking  a  vacation 
from  working  and  has  been  visiting  in 
Washington  and  New  York.  .  .  .  Sue  Ann 
Milliken  McMullen,  ex  '42,  is  living  in 
New  York.  .  .  .  Peggy  Hopkins,  '39,  for- 
mer alumnae  secretary,  is  working  at  the 
Johns  Hopkins  Hospital  in  Baltimore  and 
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is  assigning  patients  to  doctors  and  rooms. 
She  said  that  the  first  day  she  saw  Ann 
Helfenstein,  ex  '43,  who  is  going  to  Stray- 
ers'  Business  School,  and  also  Ernestine 
Rich  Tuton,  '39  (Bus.),  and  her  husband. 
.  .  .  Carrie-Sue  West's,  ex  '47,  new  home 
address  is  5942  Belasco  Ave.,  Dallas, 
Texas.  .  .  .  Martha  Bailey,  ex  '47,  is  going 
to  business  school  in  Henderson.  .  .  . 
Marty  Van  Patten,  '46  is  working  in  a 
bank  in  Washington,  D.  C.  .  .  .  Nancy 
.■Maim  Garrett  (Mrs.  Warren  Richard),  ex 
'3  9,  is  now  living  in  Radburn,  Fairlawn, 
N.  J.,  where  she  and  Dick  recently  bought 
a  house.  They  have  two  children,  Nancy 
Mann,  who  was  four  in  June,  and  Rich- 
ard, who  was  one  in  October.  Dick  is 
working  in  New  York  with  Greenwood, 
Inc.,  textile  firm,  and  was  best  man  at  the 
marriage  of  Bettie  Battle  Thorpe  '41,  to 
John  Feather  on  October  2  6.  .  .  .  Betty 
Scott,  '37,  is  working  in  Raleigh  and  liv- 
ing at  1313  Hillsboro  St.  .  .  .  Beverly 
Thomas  Branson  (Mrs.  Lanier),  ex  '41, 
and  her  husband  have  moved  from  Char- 
lotte to  473  Maple  Ave.,  Waynesboro,  Va. 
.  .  .  Ann  Anderson,  '45  writes  from  the 
Pi  Beta  Phi  House,  Tallahassee  Fla.: 
"Martha  Ann  Maguire  pledged  Pi  Phi  this 
year.  There  are  two  other  Saint  Mary's 
girls  here,  Vina  Havens  and  Betty  Sue 
Tayloe.  Vina  pledged  Phi  Mu.  We  are 
all  going  to  get  together  soon  and  have  a 
regular  Saint  Mary's  hull  session.  Betty 
Ellen  Bencini,  '42  (H.  S.),  has  received 
her  discharge  from  the  WAVES,  and  was 
married  in  August.  She  and  her  husband 
are  living  in  New  York  City.  .  .  .  Jacque- 
lyn  Ann  Murray,  '4  6  (H.  S. ) ,  formerly  of 
Goldsboro,  can  now  be  reached  at  the 
Base  Dispensary,  Shaw  Field,  Sumter,  S.  C. 
.  .  .  Mary  Louise  Thomson  '43,  is  attend- 
ing Barmore  School  in  New  York  City. 
.  .  Annie  Webb  Cheshire  De  La  Vergne, 
'39,  and  daughter,  Ann,  of  Salt  Point, 
N.   Y.,   visited   in   Raleigh  during  Novem- 


ber. .  .  .  Charlotte  Andrews  Underwood, 
ex  '46  and  husband  are  living  at  the 
Dutch  Inn,  Lexington  Va.  .  .  .  Jane  Gra- 
ham ex  '44,  of  Atlanta,  Ga.,  came  by  Saint 
Mary's  on  her  way  to  the  Duke-Georgia 
Tech  football  game  on  November  2.  She 
is  working  in  Atlanta  lor  the  Equitable 
Life  Insurance  Company.  She  said  that 
Mary  Holt  Drewry  Atkins,  husband,  and 
baby  were  living  in  Vieksburg,  Miss.;  and 
that  Lula  Pulliam  Knoll,  ex  '44  (Bus.), 
and  husband  are  building  a  house  in  St. 
Louis,  Mo.  .  .  .  Pauline  Holt  Wilson,  '38, 
and  husband  are  living  at  2655  Adriatic 
Ave.,  Long  Beach,  Cal.  .  .  .  May  Carroll 
Taylor  Friedlander,  ex  '46,  and  Bob  are 
temporarily  living  in  Indiana  while  Bob 
is  at  Purdue  University.  After  he  gets 
Lis  engineering  degree  in  February  they 
will  return  to  New  Jersey,  and  Bob  will 
continue  his  work  with  American  Tele- 
phone and  Telegraph,  Inc.,  in  New  York. 
.  .  .  Anne  T.  Dickson,  '43,  is  studying  at 
the  Sorbonne  in  Paris.  .  .  .  Kay  Castles 
Snead,  '40  and  Parker  have  returned  to 
Clayton,  Mo.  Their  address  is  Rollings- 
town  Farm,  Junnyse,  Cave  Dallas  Road, 
Clayton  53,  Mo.  .  .  .  Lillian  Jenkins  Dixey, 
'43,  recently  visited  Saint  Mary's.  Her 
sister,  Susan,  is  now  in  school.  .  .  .  Louise 
Jordan  Smith  (Mrs.  John  McNeill),  '38, 
and  family  are  now  living  at  1713  Inde- 
pendence Road,  Greensboro.  .  .  .  Bar- 
bara White  Shoffner,  ex  '47,  and  her  hus- 
band are  living  at  1623  Park  Drive,  Ra- 
leigh. .  .  .  Mary  Howard  Stevens,  ex  '4  5, 
is  working  at  the  Bowman  Gray  School 
of  Medicine  in  the  Private  Diagnostic 
Clinic  office,  Winston-Salem.  .  .  .  Tibbie 
Tucker,  '40,  is  doing  graduate  work  at 
the  University  of  Virginia.  .  .  .  Betty 
Nicoll's,  ex  '45,  new  address  is  P.  O.  Box 
2012,  Charlotte.  .  .  .  Among  the  new  mem- 
bers taken  into  the  Raleigh  Junior  League 
in  October  were  Mrs.  John  Miraville  (nee 
Elizabeth  Foster,  '35),  Mrs.  Harry  Mont- 
gomery (nee  Evelyn  Bagley,  ex  '36),  Mrs. 
John  Devereaux  Joslin  (nee  Jacquelyn 
■Lucille  Stager,  ex  '40),  Betsey  London 
Cordon,  '45,  Sara  Crowder,  ex  '43,  Eliza- 
beth Grimes,  '42  (H.  S.),  Annie  Webb, 
ex  '36,  and  Betsey  John  West,  '42  (H.  S.). 
.  .  ,  Nancy  Jane  Wolfe  Borden  (Mrs. 
Lewailen)  has  moved  from  Lynchburg  to 
622  Furman  Ave.,  Corpus  Christi,  Texas. 
.  .  .  Mary  Love  Orth,  '41  H.  S. ) ,  is  now 
living  at  509  Nottingham  Drive,  Greens- 
boro. .  .  .  Payne  London  Hurst  (Mrs.  Ed- 
win William,  Jr.),  ex  '38,  has  moved  from 
Charlotte  to  Raleigh.  .  .  .  Grant  Jones 
Creekmore  (Mrs.  Oliver,  Jr.).  '3S,  has 
moved  from  Wilmington  to  4620  County 
St.,  Portsmouth,  Va.  .  .  .  Helen  C.  Riley, 
'43,  was  one  of  46  nurses  to  graduate  from 
the  Johns  Hopkins  Hospital  School  of 
Nursing,  Baltimore,  Md.,  on  October  14. 
She  was  planning  to  return  to  Hopkins 
and  work  in  the  Woman's  Clinic.  .  .  . 
Lucy  Pittenger  Smith,  '39,  husband,  and 
babv  daughter  are  temporarily  living  at 
104  N.W.  Gilliland  Road,  Navy  Point, 
Pensacoia,  Fla.  .  .  .  Katherine  Legg  Carr 
(Continued  on  Page  31) 
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Saint  Mary's  School 


Messages  To  All  Alumnae 


Dear  Saint  Mary's  Girls : 

This  fall  marks  a  milestone  in  the  life  of  Saint  Mary's 
with  a  new  president,  Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  and  a  new 
alumnae  secretary,  Miss  Alice  Bell.  I  am  sure  that  we  will 
continue  to  go  forward  under  their  leadership  as  we  have 
under  their  predecessors.  I  wish  that  more  of  you  girls 
could  have  attended  the  beautiful  reception  given  in  honor 
of  Dr..  and  Mrs.  Stone  at  the  school  on  September  17. 

You  will  be  interested  to  know  of  the  improvements 
that  are  being  made.  The  boiler  plant  will  be  completed 
by  Christmas,  having  been  delayed  because  of  the  scarcity 
of  materials.  We  trust  that  the  present  one,  which  has 
been  in  use  since  Dr.  Lay's  time,  will  last  until  then.  You 
remember  how  Dr.  Lay  would  say,  "Girls,  close  your  win- 
dows. Are  you  trying  to  heat  all  of  Wake  County  ?" 

A  fine  face-lifting  job  is  being  done  on  the  grove, 
including  the  planting  of  beautiful  bos-bushes,  and  a  new 
driveway  with  parking  spaces.  The  gateway,  our  alumnae 
project,  will  be  completed  in  the  near  future. 

I  hope  that  every  alumnae  chapter  will  hold  its  fall 
meeting,  and  will  try  to  get  all  of  the  old  and  new  Saint 
Mary's  girls  in  the  community  to  join.  You  know  a  prize 
is  offered  to  the  chapter  having  the  highest  percentage 
of  active  members.  Scotland  Neck  won  last  year,  with 
Hillsboro  a  close  second.  I  hope  that  every  chapter 
will  try  to  win  during  1946-47. 

Good  luck  and  best  wishes  to  j'ou  all. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Betsy  London  Cordon,  '06, 
President,  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association. 


Dear  Alumnae  of  Saint  Mary's : 

This  issue  of  the  Bulletin  is  the  first  opportunity  that  I 
have  had  since  my  arrival  at  Saint  Mary's  to  send  you 
greetings.  Mrs.  Stone  and  I  are  very  happy  to  be  at  Saint 
Mary's  and  are  looking  forward  to  our  life  in  your  school 
with  great  pleasure.  We  both  hope  that  you  will  make 
many  visits  to  the  campus  and  that  we  will  have  the 
pleasure  of  knowing  each  of  you  personally. 

Saint  Mary's  standards  have  been  high  for  many  years, 
and  it  is  my  hope  to  continue  the  good  work  that  Mrs. 
Cruikshank  did  in  the  years  of  her  administration. 
Changes  will  be  made  when  those  changes  are  considered 
desirable  by  the  faculty,  the  patrons,  and  the  alumnae.  I 
welcome  and  solicit  your  warm  interest  and  suggestions, 
and  hope  that  you  will  always  feel  free  to  recommend 
improvements  .for  Saint  Mary's. 

At  the  earliest  practical  date  I  hope  to  schedule  visits 
in  the  centers  where  Saint  Mary's  alumnae  live.  I  am  most 
anxious  to  tell  you  of  the  recent  campus  changes  that 
have  been  made,  and  to  discuss  with  you  in  your  alumnae 
clubs  my  plans  for  the  future  of  Saint  Mary's.  The  groups 
to  which  I  have  already  had  the  opportunity  of  speaking 
have  shown  great  interest  and  enthusiasm  over  their  alma 
mater,  and  I  hope  that  it  will  not  be  long  before  I  can 
talk  with  the  rest  of  you. 

With  all  good  wishes  to  you  and  your  families,  I  remain 

Very  cordially  yours, 
Richard  G.  Stone, 
President. 


Saint  Mary's  1  05th  Year 


The  bells  of  Saint  Mary's  are  ringing  again,  and  this 
time  marking  off  the  105th  session  of  school. 

Registration  began  when  new  resident  students  arrived 
on  September  17,  and  old  students  came  back  on  Sep- 
tember 18.  The  halls  of  Smedes  were  soon  echoing  with 
the  squeals  and  laughter  of  234  girls. 

The  formal  opening  of  the  1946-47  session  took  place 
with  the  traditional  service  in  the  school  chapel,  con- 
ducted by  the  Rev.  I.  Harding  Hughes,  school  chaplain. 
Following  the  service,  a  short  talk  was  given  by  the  new 
president,  Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone.  He  extended  a  welcome 
to  both  new  and  old  students,  and  expressed  his  pleasure 
at  being  at  Saint  Mary's. 

The  whirl  of  events  that  always  follows  the  opening  of 
school  took  place  this  year  as  usual.  On  the  first  Saturday 
night,  the  annual  Old  Girl-New  Girl  party  was  held  in 
Smedes  parlor.  Old  students  introduced  their  "little  sis- 
ters" to  the  faculty  and  staff  members  in  the  receiving 
line,  and  then  all  enjoyed  refreshments  and  a  short 
program  of  musical  entertainment. 

Faculty  and  staff  members  were  entertained  during  the 
first  week  of  school  at  a  tea  given  by  the  Rev.  and  Mrs.  I. 


Harding  Hughes,  who  have  also  been  having  open  house 
for  students  on  Sunday  nights. 

The  annual  school  reception  was  held  this  year  on  the 
night  of  October  17  in  honor  of  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone. 
Alumnae,  parents  of  students,  and  friends  of  the  school 
were  invited  to  meet  the  new  president  and  his  wife,  as 
well  as  the  new  members  of  the  faculty  and  staff.  The 
blending  of  soft  lights,  flowers,  and  evening  clothes  lent  a 
festive  appearance  to  the  parlor  and  study  hall.  Guests 
were  met  at  the  front  door  and  invited  into  the  parlor, 
where  they  were  introduced  to  the  receiving  line.  From 
the  parlor  they  moved  into  the  study  hall,  which  had 
undergone  a  complete  transformation.  Ivy  was  twined 
around  the  columns,  vases  of  autumn  flowers  caught  the 
eye,  and  a  long  punch  and  refreshment,  table  occupied  the 
center  of  the  room.  Members  of  the  Granddaughters'  Club 
served  the  guests. 

Elections  and  the  bustle  of  getting  organized  for  the 
year's  work  have  been  monopolizing  the  limelight  for  the 
past  few  weeks.  Student  Government  leaders  for  the  year 
are  Margaret  Swindell  of  Washington,  president ;  Eliza- 
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beth  Myatt  of  Goldsboro,  vice-president;   and  Margaret 
Norfleet  of  Jackson,  chairman  of  the  hall  council. 

Editors  of  student  publications  for  the  year  are  Martha 
Conger  of  Edenton,  editor  of  the  Bulletin;  Ann  Jones  of 
Summerville,  S.  C,  editor  of  the  Belles;  and  Gene  Bose  of 
Henderson,  editor  of  the  Stage  Coach. 

Chief  marshal  for  this  .year  is  Jean  Strickland  .of 
Wilson,  and  chief  dance  marshal  is  Betsy  Dempsey  of 
Wilson.  Presidents  of  the  various  classes  are  Jean  Roberts 
of  Durham,  senior  class';  Luck  Flanders  of  Swainsboro, 
Ga.,  junior  class ;  Susan  Taylor  of  Morganton,  sophomore 
class;  Lucille  Best  of  Clinton,  freshman  class;  Betsy  Tom 
Lawrence  of  Raleigh,  day  students ;  and  Betty  Lou  Byrd 
of  Raleigh,  business  class. 

Several  faculty  and  staff  changes  have  been  in  effect 
since  the  opening  of  the  new  session. 

Miss  Martha  Dabney  Jones,  '26,  alumna  and  former 
teacher  at  Saint  Mary's,  has  returned  and  is  acting  head 
of  the  English  department,  replacing  C.  A.  P.  Moore,  who 
is  on  leave  of  absence  and  is  on  the  faculty  of  Yale  Uni- 
versity. Miss  Jones  received  her  A.  B.  degree  from  Sweet 
Briar  College  and  her  M.  A.  degree  from  the  University 
of  North  Carolina.  During  the  war  she  served  overseas 
with  the  WAC. 

Mrs.  Charles  P.  Goodno,  Jr.  (nee  Ann  Christian,  '40),  of 
Raleigh  has  returned  to  her  former  position  as  head  of  the 
business  department  after  an  absence  of  two  years.  After 
graduating  from  Saint  Mary's,  she  attended  the  University 
of  North  Carolina  and  received  a  B.  S.  degree  in  Com- 
merce. 

Mrs.  Alvin  T.  Wallace  of  Athens,  Ga.,  is  instructing  in 
English.  She  received  her  A.  B.  and  M.  A.  degrees  in 
journalism  from  the  University  of  Georgia.  For  the  last 
several  j'ears  she  has  been  a  graduate  assistant  in  book 
reviewing  at  the  University  of  Georgia,  and  has  tutored 
in  English,  French,  and  Spanish. 

Mx-s.  Lynn  Wilder,  Jr.  (nee  Letty  Lassiter,  '35),  of 
Raleigh,  returned  in  September  to  her  former  position  as 
part-time  instructor  in  the  English  department,  but  was 
released  at  the  end  of  October  to  join  her  husband  in  New 
York.  Her  position  is  being  filled  by  Mrs.  0.  K.  Joyner,  of 
Raleigh,  who  holds  an  A.  B.  degree  from  Eastern  Carolina 
Teacher's  College  and  has  taught  at  Needham  Broughton 
High  School,  Raleigh,  for  a  number  of  years. 

Miss  Martha  Allen  Wilkinson  of  Birmingham,  Ala.,  is 
also  teaching  in  the  English  department.  She  holds  an 
A.  B.  degree  from  Judson  College,  and  an  M.  A.  degree 
from  the  University  of  Alabama.  During  the  war  she 
served  in  the  WAVES. 

Miss  Ann  Royal  Arthur  of  Morehead  City  is  instructing 
in  piano  and  German.  She  holds  a  B.  S.  degree  in  music 
from  the  Woman's  College  of  the  University  of  North 
Carolina,  and  has  studied  at  the  Eastman  School  of  Music. 

Miss  Mollie  Parker  of  Winston-Salem  is  the  new  assis- 
tant dietician.  She  has  a  B.  S.  degree  in  home  economics 
from  the  Woman's  College  of  the  University  of  North 
Carolina,  and  has  done  graduate  work  there  and  at  the 
University  of  Tennessee. 

Alumnae  will  be  interested  to  know  that  some  improve- 
ments were  made  in  the  parlor  during  the  summer.  Several 
new  chairs  and  lamps  are  already  in  use,  and  a  sofa  has 
been  ordered.  The  portraits  and  paintings  were  carefully 
cleaned. 


INTRODUCING  OUR  NEW  ALUMNAE  SECRETARY 

By  Martha  Dabney  Jones,  '26 


Alice  Bell 

When  I  arrived  at  Saint  Mary's  in  September,  after  a 
three-year  leave  of  absence,  she  was  one  of  the  first 
persons  I  saw.  In  fact,  I  saw  her  even  before  I  heard  the 
good  news  of  her  being  with  us  officially  this  year. 

Once  before  when  I  had  returned  to  Saint  Mary's  after 
an  absence,  I  found  her  already  here.  She  was  a  senior 
then,  and  secretary  of  the  Student  Government  Associa- 
tion, to  which  I  became  adviser.  It  did  not  take  me  long  to 
discover  that  in  its  secretary  Student  Government  had  an 
officer  of  dependability,  initiative,  and  intelligence. 

After  helping  Saint  Mary's  through  her  centennial  year, 
this  outstanding  student  went  on  to  the  University  of 
North  Carolina,  where  she  became  a  member  of  the  Pi 
Beta  Phi  sorority,  the  Student  Legislature,  and  the  Co-ed 
Senate.  In  her  senior  year  at  Carolina  she  was  tapped  by 
the  Valkyries,  the  co-ed  honor  society.  She  was  graduated 
from  the  University  in  1944  with  a  B.  A.  degree  in 
journalism. 

Since  then  she  has  been  again  in  Raleigh  as  associate 
editor  of  the  Carolina  Co-operator.  It  was  from  that  posi- 
tion that  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  inveigled 
her. 

As  one  old  girl  to  many  others,  I  am  happy  and  proud  to 
present  our  new  alumnae  secretary,  Miss  Alice  Bell. 
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Saint  Mary's  School       ) 


1946  DEBUTANTE  BALL 

After  a  lapse  of  four  years,  the  Terpsiehorean  Club  of 
Raleigh  again  sponsored  the  annual  Debutante  Ball  on 
the  night  of  September  13,  1916.  Of  the  138  debutantes,  51 
were  Saint  Mary's  students  and  alumnae.  Many  other 
alumnae  over  a  wide  range  of  years  also  attended  the  ball 
as  guests.  The  Saint  Mary's  debutantes  were : 

Miriam  Arwood,  ex  '45,  Enfield. 

Frances  Hill  Avera,  '45,  Rocky  Mount. 

Helen  Barnes,  '46,  Murfreesboro. 

Frances  Bickett,  '47,  Raleigh. 

Katherine  S.  Blake,  '47,  Raleigh. 

Betty  Bobbin,  '44  (H.  S.),  Raleigh. 

Estelle  Boyce,  '46,  Warrenton. 

Kate  Broadfoot,  '45,  Fayetteville. 

Betty  Lou  Byrd,  '47  (Bus.),  Raleigh. 

Margaret  Caldwell,  '47,  Concord. 

Luzette  Callum,  '45,  Raleigh. 

Elizabeth  Campbell,  ex  '45,  Raleigh. 

Nancy  Carter,  '44  (H.  S.),  Greensboro. 

Peggy  Gates,  '44  (Bus.),  Hillsboro. 

Betsy  London  Cordon,  '45,  Raleigh. 

Mary  Rose  Crisp,  '46  (H.  S.),  Greenville. 

Audrey  Dawson,  ex  '46,  Elizabeth  City. 

Betsy  Dempsey,  '47,  Wilson. 

Margaret  deRosset,  '44,  Fayetteville. 

Elizabeth  Dickens,  ex  '46,  Enfield. 

Sue  Baker  Everett,  '46,  Palmyra. 

Christine  Gray,  '46,  Winston-Salem. 

Sibyl  Goereh,  '45,  Raleigh. 

Maria  Gregory,  '45,  Richmond,  Va. 

Martha  Ann  Griffin,  '47  (Bus.),  Raleigh. 

Mary  Patricia  Gwyn,  '44.  Waynesville. 

Nancy  Lee  Hannah,  '48,  Greenville. 

Anne  Farrand  Henderson,  ex  '46,  Salisbury. 

Carolyn  Holland,  '45,  Wilmington. 

Sara  Coe  Hunsucker,  '45,  High  Point. 

Anne  Huske,  '47,  Fayetteville. 

Jean  Huske,  '46,  Fayetteville. 

Katherine  Dean  Ives,  '45  (H.  S.),  New  Bern. 

Betty  Johnson,  '44  (H.  S.),  Raleigh. 

Alice  Jones,  '45,  Charlotte. 

Bettie  Kendrick,  '45,  Kingston,  Jamaica. 

Dorothy  Leak,  '47,  Wadesboro. 

Adelaide  Linehan,  '47,  Raleigh. 

Sara  Dabney  Little,  '46.  Wadesboro. 

Betsy  Long,  ex  '45,  Winston-Salem. 

Laurie  Lucas,  '43  (H.  S.),  Greensboro. 

Hannah  Lyon,  '44,  Fayetteville. 

Margaret  Pou  Moran,  '45,  Henderson. 

Betty  Joyce  Nutt,  '44  (H.  S.),  Greensboro. 

Jane  Lee  Parker,  '46,  Raleigh. 

Mildred  Parrott  Parker.  '45,  La  Grange. 

Eugenia  Rose,  '47,  Henderson. 

Elizabeth  Silver,  '47,  Raleigh. 

Floye  Smith,  ex  '46,  Raleigh. 

Sarah  Stewart,  '45,  Fayetteville. 

Stuart  Verdery,  '45,  Fayetteville. 

Mary  Helen  Wilson,  '45  (Bus.),  Raleigh, 

Elizabeth  Winslow,  '44,  Hertford. 

Anne  Langhorne  Wood,  '45,  Edenton. 


GRANDDAUGHTERS'  CLUB 

Boasting  a  membership  of  54  girls,  the  Granddaughters' 
Club  is  planning  an  active  year,  including  worthwhile 
projects  as  well  as  entertainment.  The  officers  of  the  club 
this  year  are  Lila  Spilman,  president;  Anne  Huske,  vice- 
president  ;  and  Sara  Mell  Smith,  secretary-treasurer. 

Members  of  the  club  are : 

Edith  Allison,  Statesville.  Mrs.  W.  L.  Allison  (nee  Mary 
Ausley),  mother. 

Sarah  Barbee,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Claude  B.  Barbee,  Jr.  (nee 
Sarah  Gatling),  mother. 

Frances  Yarborough  Bickett,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  T.  W.  Bick- 
ett (nee  Fannie  Yarborough),  grandmother. 

Lucy  Brewer,  Oxford.  Mrs.  Charles  Hart  Brewer  (nee 
Lucy  Henderson  Kimball),  mother. 

Musette  Brown,  Scotland  Neck.  Mrs.  G.  S.  Brown  (nee 
Elizabeth  Kitchin),  mother. 

Elisabeth  Burns,  Fayetteville.  Mrs.  Robert  0.  Burns 
(nee  Mamie  Holt),  mother;  Mrs.  William  L.  deRosset  (nee 
Elisabeth  Simpson  Nash),  great-grandmother. 

Elizabeth  Carter,  Pinehurst.  Mrs.  Hugh  W.  Carter  (nee 
Elizabeth  Cheatham),  mother. 

Elisa  Knox  Chipley,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Roy  Marshall  Chip- 
ley  (nee  Agatha  H.  Knox),  mother. 

Martha  Conger,  Edenton.  Mrs.  J.  H.  Conger  (nee  Nellie 
Cooper  Rose),  mother. 

Ida  Constable,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  H.  B.  Constable  (nee 
Katherine  Arbogast),  mother. 

Mildred  Chamberlain,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  J.  S.  Chamberlain 
(nee  Mildred  Briggs),  mother. 

Josephine  Cooper,  West  Hartford,  Connecticut.  Mrs. 
Junius  H.  Cooper  (nee  Frances  Scott  Brown),  mother. 

Jo  Anne  Darden,  Newsoms,  Virginia.  Mrs.  George  Little 
(nee  Margaret  Haywood),  great-great-grandmother. 

Mary  Frances  Dillon,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Grover  L.  Dillon 
(nee  Mary  Guirkin),  mother. 

Frances  Wood  Drane,  Monroe.  Mrs.  Frederick  Blount 
Drane  (nee  Rebecca  Bennehan  Wood),  mother;  Mrs. 
Frank  Wood  (nee  Rebecca  Collins),  grandmother. 

Nancy  Lee  Duckett,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Robert  B.  Duckett 
(nee  Ruth  Addison  Lee),  mother;  Mrs.  C.  R.  Lee  (nee 
Nannie  Tomlinson),  grandmother. 

Betsy  Emory,  Chapel  Hill.  Mrs.  Samuel  Thomas  Emory 
(nee  Mary  Dortch),  mother;  Mrs.  William  Dortch  (nee 
Lizzie  Lewis),  grandmother;  Mrs.  Gaston  Lewis  (nee 
Martha  Pender),  great-grandmother. 

Helen  Eppes,  Henderson.  Mrs.  C.  H.  Eppes  (nee  Helen 
Peoples),  mother. 

Armecia  Eure,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Thad  Eure  (nee  Minta 
Banks),  mother. 

Lillian  Evans,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  W.  Boyd  Evans  (nee  Lil- 
lian Heyward),  grandmother. 

Martina  Fillmore,  Macclesfield.  Mrs.  William  H.  Fill- 
more (nee  Martina  Van  Diswick  Carr),  mother. 

Lizzie  Hancock,  Oxford.  Mrs.  Charles  H.  Landis  (nee 
Mariana  Thorpe),  grandmother. 

Betty  Foreman,  Elizabeth  City.  Mrs.  W.  B.  Foreman 
(nee  Annie  Wood),  mother;  Mrs.  John  Wood  (nee  Eliza- 
beth Martin),  grandmother. 

Gene  Hines,  Greenwood,  S.  C.  Mrs.  Eli  Hines  (nee  Olivia 
Lofton),  great-grandmother. 
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Josephine  Hoyt,  Washington.  Mrs.  J.  C.  Hoyt  (nee  Jose- 
phine Copeland),  mother. 

Fannie  Mae  Hudson,  Shelby.  Mrs.  Harry  L.  Hudson 
(nee  Rubie  Logan  Thorn),  mother. 

Anne  Huske,  Fayetteville.  Mrs.  John  Huske  (nee  Helen 
Webb),  mother;  Mrs.  James  Webb  (nee  Annie  Bond), 
grandmother. 

Mary  Lou  Kimball,  Henderson.  Mrs.  D.  Boyd  Kimball, 
Jr.  (nee  Nellie  Perry  Cooper),  mother;  Mrs.  D.  Boyd 
Kimball  (nee  Lucy  Plummer),  grandmother. 

Adelaide  Boylston  Linehan,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  William  A. 
Linehan  (nee  Adelaide  Boylston),  mother;  Mrs.  Robert 
H.  Sykes  (nee  Adelaide  Snow),  grandmother. 

Helen  Roberson  Mardre,  Windsor.  Mrs.  George  Lewis 
Mardre  (nee  Helen  Roberson),  mother. 

Dorothy  Leak,  Wadesboro.  Mrs.  James  A.  Leak  (nee 
Anna  McRae),  great-grandmother. 

Anne  Skinner  MeMullan,  Edenton.  Mrs.  Monroe  Whid- 
bee  (nee  Frances  Skinner),  great-grandmother. 

Pat  Murdock,  Durham.  Mrs.  William  Murdock  (nee 
Christine  James),  mother. 

Elizabeth  Travis  Myatt,  Goldsboro.  Mrs.  Troy  Myatt 
(nee  Mary  Ellen  Travis),  mother. 

Margaret  Gary  Norfleet,  Jackson.  Mrs.  Thomas  Norfleet 
(nee  Lelia  Powell),  grandmother. 

Mary  Pierce,  Greensboro.  Mrs.  Charles  A.  Pierce  (nee 
Ida  Hinnant),  mother. 

Page  Parrish,  Richmond,  Va.  Mrs.  Robert  Parrish  (nee 
Eleanor  Page),  mother. 

Eleanor  Hope  Newell,  Orlando,  Fla.  Mrs.  Sidney  P. 
Newell  (nee  Eleanor  Hope  Cobb),  mother;  Mrs.  N.  T. 
Cobb  (nee  Eleanor  Hope  Atkins),  grandmother;  Mrs. 
Smith  D.  Atkins  (nee  Eleanor  Hope  Swain),  great-grand- 
mother. 

Margaret  Rawlings,  Wilson.  Mrs.  E.  G.  Rawlings  (nee 
Sarah  L.  Daniel),  grandmother. 

Willie  Marjorie  Riddick,  Scotland  Neck.  Mrs.  N.  A. 
Riddick  (nee  Louise  Josey),  mother. 

Martha  Roberts,  Kew  Gardens,  N.  Y.  Mrs.  J.  M.  Roberts 
(nee  Mary  Verna  Britt),  mother. 


Elizabeth  Silver,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Sprague  Silver  (nee 
Bessie  Hinton),  mother;  Mrs.  Charles  Hinton  (nee  Eliza- 
beth Cain),  grandmother;  Mrs.  David  Hinton  (nee  Mary 
Carr),  great-grandmother. 

Lila  Spilman,  Statesville.  Mrs.  Robert  R.  Spilman  (nee 
Lila  Henkel),  mother. 

Sara  Mell  Smith,  Birmingham,  Ala.  Mrs.  A.  L.  Smith 
(nee  Margaret  Howard  Gold),   mother. 

Henrietta  Thorp,  Rocky  Mount.  Mrs.  I.  D.  Thorp  (nee 
Julia  Russ),  mother. 

Catherine  Thomas,  Wilson.  Mrs.  Theodore  P.  Thomas 
(nee  Catherine  Miller),  mother. 

Anne  Townsend,  Marshall,  Va.  Mrs.  Henry  LeRoy 
Townsend  (nee  Ellen  Douglas  Pippen),  mother;  Mrs. 
Joseph  Powell  Pippen  (nee  Sally  Moore  Leach),  grand- 
mother; Mrs.  John  Leach  (nee  Ellen  Douglas  Moore), 
great-grandmother. 

Beth  Toy,  New  Brunswick,  N.  J.  Mrs.  Calvert  Rogers 
Toy  (nee  Fielding  Lewis  Douthat),  mother;  Mrs.  Walter 
Toy  (nee  Jane  Bingham),  grandmother. 

Nellie  Truslow,  Chestertown,  Md.  Mrs.  Claude  E.  Trus- 
low  (nee  Mildred  Collins),  mother. 

Logan  Vaught,  Winston-Salem.  Mrs.  James  R.  Shepherd 
(nee  Mary  Louise  Collier),  mother;  Mrs.  Samuel  Collier 
(nee  Emma  Knight),  great-grandmother. 

Emily  Weathers,  Orlando,  Fla.  Mrs.  Brantley  A.  Weath- 
ers (nee  Agnes  Tinsley  Harrison),  mother. 

Preston  Wescoat,  Moorestowu,  N.  J.  Mrs.  G.  N.  A. 
Wescoat  (nee  Frances  Venable),  mother;  Mrs.  F.  P. 
Venable  (nee  Sallie  Manning),  grandmother. 

Katherine  Tudor  Willeox,  Norfolk,  Va.  Mrs.  T.  H.  Will- 
cox  (nee  Bessie  Blount  Winslow),  mother;  Mrs.  T.  F. 
Winslow  (nee  Mary  Wood),  grandmother;  Mrs.  T.  H. 
Willeox  (nee  Mary  Ambler),  grandmother. 

Lenoir  Mercer  Williams,  Faison.  Mrs.  Marshall  Wil- 
liams (nee  Mary  Lyde  Hicks),  grandmother. 

Frances  Wood,  Edenton.  Mrs.  Herbert  Leary  (nee  Eliza- 
beth Badham),  grandmother. 

Martha  Best  Yorke,  Concord.  Mrs.  Aaron  Jones  Yorke 
(nee  Martha  Saunders  Best),  mother. 


Saint  Mary's  Alumna  Broadcasting  in  Europe 


The  letter  printed  below  was  recently  received  by  Miss 
Florence  C.  Davis.  Written  by  Mrs.  A.  T.  Johnson,  grand- 
mother of  Annette  Fulton,  '45,  it  is  of  interest  for  its 
general  subject  matter  as  well  as  for  its  news  of  an  alumna 
of  whom  Saint  Mary's  is  proud.  Mrs.  Johnson  and  Miss 
Fulton  may  be  addressed  c/o  Col.  A.  L.  Fulton,  56  Q.  M. 
Depot,  A.  P.  0.  169,  c/o  Postmaster,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Giessen,  Germany. 
October  27,  1946. 
My  dear  Miss  Davis : 

Annette  has  been  intending  to  write  you  for  some  time, 
but  as  she  is  so  frightfully  busy  and  her  time  so  cluttered 
I  fear  that  it  may  be  some  while  yet  before  she  will  be 
able  to  tell  you  herself  a  little  of  what  she  is  doing  and 
seeing. 

The  scenery  has  been  absolutely  marvelous.  From  the 
time  the   E.   A.  Alexander  deposited  us   at   Bremmerhaven 


after  a  voyage  without  a  toss  or  pitch,  we  have  revelled 
in  new  sensations. 

We  will  never  forget  seeing  the  country  open  up  before 
us  as  the  train  carried  us  here.  The  people,  especially  the 
women,  were  all  working  in  the  fields  which,  along  with 
the  villages  and  the  small  towns,  were  absolutely  un- 
touched ;  all  the  red  tiled  roofs  of  the  towns  were  cluster- 
ing around  some  old  Sehloss  that  had  commanded  their 
service  and  loyalties  for  centuries.  The  cities  were  a 
shambles.  Giessen,  where  we  lived  in  a  perfectly  gorgeous 
house  surrounded  by  a  dream  of  a  formal  garden,  was 
completely  destroyed  in  30  minutes.  Our  house  is  just 
outside  the  wrecked  city — and  nicely  camouflaged  by  a 
little  woods,  as  it  had  been  the  home  of  a  now  defunct 
Nazi  general.  We  have  a  Haus-Meister,  and  a  maid,  the 
wife  of  a  former  Nazi  major.  He  is  now  a  gardener  at  the 
Station  Hospital,   and  the   two  beautiful  daughters  are 
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there  also.  One  is  working  as  a  secretary,  the  other  is 
learning  to  be  a  nurse,  and  Maria  herself  performs  her 
functions  with  a  quiet  dignity  that  has  won  our  hearty 
respect,  and  the  two  gardeners  trot  about  keeping  the 
garden  beautiful  even  now  after  we  have  had  a  killing 
frost.  Three  years  ago  Maria  Sass,  our  maid,  had  been  a 
guest  on  Hitler's  private  yacht,  the  Lorelei.  A  month  ago 
we  took  a  trip  on  that  same  boat,  now  taken  over  by  the 
U.  S.  Army,  and  sailed  down  the  Rhine  and  back.  We 
had  two  meals  on  board.  It  was  beautifully  appointed, 
the  chairs  covered  with  green  leather  embossed  with  the 
gold  crest  of  the  City  of  Cologne,  which  had  presented 
it  to  that  arch  devil.  Hitler.  Goebbels  and  Goering  used 
the  boat  a  great  deal  for  their  own  private  parties.  The 
Rhine  looked  exactly  as  it  had  when  we  saw  it  nine  years 
ago,  but  we  were  much  more  thrilled,  for  then  we  were 
filled  with  apprehension  at  the  wrath  that  was  to  come, 
and  now  we  rode  as  conquerors,  not  gay,  but  relieved  at 
the  moment  and  sobered  with  the  thought  of  the  fearful 
responsibilities  ahead  of  us. 

We  spent  one  week-end  at  a  hunting  lodge  in  the 
mountains,  where  we  enjoyed  a  small  lake  and  the  deep 
beech  woods,  filled  with  peasants  gathering  the  beech  nuts. 
When  12  pounds  are  turned  in  to  the  Forest  Meister,  one 
liter  of  oil  is  returned  to  the  picker.  We  visited  a  farm, 
built  in  the  16th  century.  All  the  houses — dwelling;  build- 
ings for  cow,  modern  implements,  hare,  hog  (several  of 
these)  ;  stables,  etc. — made  a  square  around  a  large  cobble- 
stoned  center,  which  boasted  a  huge  manure  pile.  Outside 
there  were  pastures  for  horses  and  cattle  and  sheep;  and 
for  the  chickens,  ducks,  geese  for  Christmas,  turkeys  for 
Xew  Year's.  Our  host  with  his  elegant  Kaiser  mustaches 
was  mighty  thankful  for  this  haven  of  refuge,  for  his  city 
house  had  been  bombed  to  bits. 

But  I've  got  to  condense  this — which  is  only  a  begin- 
ning, or  I  will  be  writing  all  night. 

We  were  met  at  the  station  when  we  arrived  here  with 
a  brass  baud  and  were  taken  to  Col.  Durnford's  house  for 
a  reception,  and  Katherine  was  presented  with  a  large 
bouquet  of  red  carnations. 

Annette  goes  horseback  riding  with  her  Daddy  about 
three  times  a  week.  .  .  .  On  Saturdays  or  Sundays  Col. 
Fulton  usually  manages  to  take  a  few  hours  off,  and 
then  we  really  see  things.  We  have  visited  and  been  en- 
tranced with  Bromfels  Castle;  it  was  begun  in  the  ninth 
century,  has  secret  passages,  horrible  dungeons,  an  adi li- 
able family  chapel,  great  rooms  filled  with  ancient  carved 
chests,  and  wonderful  old  tapestries  and  furniture,  relics 
brought  home  from  the  Holy  Land,  some  good  pictures  and 
old  family  armors.  Weilburg  Castle  is  modernly  furn- 
ished in  baroque  style.  It  has  many  rooms,  quantities  of 
rather  poor  copies  of  famous  pictures  (I  disliked  the 
interior,  but  the  outside  was  lovely),  and  a  fascinating 
courtyard  of  a  previous  date.  Shiffenburg  (where  the 
Post  had  a  delightful  picnic)  is  an  old  monastery  with  a 
marvelous  view  of  the  surrounding  country,  and  Marburg 
(where  Col.  Fulton  has  some  of  his  troops)  is  simply 
thrilling.  Get  the  August  l!ith  issue  of  Life  and  look  at 
the  pictures  of  Marburg.  Martin  Luther  and  Zwengli 
used  to  have  long  theological  discussions  in  one  of  the 
rooms  of  the  castle.  We  stood  in  it  and  gasped  as  we 
thought  of  the  momentous  decisions  reached  there.  The 
Hall  of  the  Knights  Templars  is  one  of  the  loveliest  ball 


rooms  (later)  I  have  seen,  with  its  gothic  ceiling  and 
parquet  floor  and  tan  and  brown  pillars  and  walls.  Annette 
was  especially  thrilled  at  the  large  entrance  door,  which 
one  man  spent  his  entire  life  carving  and  inlaying,  making 
lovely  scenes  of  ancient  Germany  with  various  coloured 
woods.  He  used  hot  sand  to  burn  a  deeper  shade  into 
the  wood.  This  is  the  castle  where  lovely  Saint  Elizabeth 
lived  and  distributed  loaves  every  morning  to  the  poor. 
One  morning  her  husband,  the  Margrave  of  Hesse,  came 
charging  out  of  the  castle  and  found  her  disobeying  his 
strict  orders  to  cease  feeding  the  poor.  "Was  ist  das?"  he 
thundered,  pointing  to  her  apron.  "Roses,  my  lord,"  she 
answered,  trembling  as  she  prayer  for  a  miracle.  And  lo ! 
when  he  tore  open  her  apron,  there  indeed  were  roses ! ! 
He  was  converted  at  once — as  who,  indeed,  would  not  be ! 

The  Church  of  Saint  Elizabeth  lies  below  the  castle,  and 
the  pastor,  a  Lutheran  who  took  his  Master's  at  Harvard 
and  Yale,  showed  us  around.  The  old  lords  of  Hesse  lay 
entombed  on  one  side  of  the  ancient  church,  and  on  the 
other  side,  just  over  their  latest  burial,  lay  the  decayed 
bodies  of  Frederick  I  and  Frederick  the  Great — also  Von 
Hindeuburg.  The  bodies  had  been  spirited  away  from 
Russian  territory  just  two  months  ago  and  reburied  here 
to  save  them  from  desecration.  And  the  pastor  said  "To 
think  that  I,  a  humble  Lutheran  pastor,  have  buried  two 
of  the  greatest  Germanic  kings !"  Saint  Elizabeth's  mar- 
velous golden  casket  is  there  in  the  church.  When  the 
church  became  Protestant  her  bones  were  thrown  away, 
but  her  statue  is,  amazingly,  still  there,  and  such  a  picture 
of  sweet  youth  I  have  never  seen.  She  looks  so  gay  and 
young  and  gracious  that  I  did  not  begrudge  her  saint- 
hood, and  could  well  believe  she  deserved  it. 

We  have  driven  to  the  famous  Kronburg  Castle  to  a 
horseshow  being  given  in  the  magnificent  grounds.  The 
castle  is  modern,  but  very  beautiful.  It  was  so  late  that  we 
saw  very  little  of  it,  but  expect  to  go  back  again  one  of 
these  days.  We .  also  drove  through  the  romantic  Ger- 
manic woods  (beautiful,  not  with  our  blazing  scarlets,  but 
with  aspen  and  beech  in  lovely  shades  of  gold  and  brown, 
trimmed  here  and  there  with  bands  of  green  fir)  to  Cassel 
to  see  the  exquisite  little  palace  of  Jerome  Bonaparte. 
But  alas,  it  was  too  late  to  go  in,  and  that  trip  also  we 
hope  to  repeat  another  day. 

One  of  our  most  delightful  trips  was  taken  to  the  old 
Roman  camp,  one  of  the  80  set  in  the  great  Roman  wall 
that  stretched  across  this  part  of  Germany  and  kept  the 
Barbarians  at  bay  for  three  hundred  years.  Watch  towers 
used  to  stand  12  miles  fore  and  aft  of  the  camps  and 
when  the  warning  was  given,  out  poured  the  troops  to 
repel  the  Barbarians.  The  Kaiser  indulged  himself  in  the 
treat  of  restoring  the  camp  which  we  visited — the  Saal- 
burg.  One  of  the  houses  reereeted  on  the  ancient  founda- 
tions was  filled  with  the  relics  from  that  past  so  distant 
and  yet  so  near.  We  saw  glass  used  by  the  Romans  to  keep 
out  the  Northern  cold — nearly  2000  years  ago  ! — and  gazed 
at  sandals  (preserved  by  the  action  of  the  water  in  an 
ancient  well)  that  might  have  served  as  model  for  campus 
wear  nowadays!  They  actually  heated  their  floors  by  a 
most  ingenious  method  of  steam — wonderful.  The  old  walls 
were  scarlet  with  Virginia  creeper  (the  only  red  they 
have),  and  the  place  was  simply  fascinating.  How  I  wish 
I   could  share  it  with  you ! 

Not  far  from  Frankfort  (eight  miles  to  be  exact),  there 
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is  a  castle,  Bruning,  begun  in  the  9th  century,  and  with 
many  modern  additions,  on  the  banks  of  the  Main.  There 
are  ancient  horrible  dungeons,  a  canal  in  which  the  bodies 
of  victims  were  floated  down  the  Main,  and  a  subterran- 
ean passage  which  leads  from  the  castle  to  the  other 
bank  of  the  Main.  Here  these  wicked  old  robber  barons 
used  to  waylay  boats  laden  with  produce,  and  forced  them 
to  pay  tribute — or  die.  There  is  an  enchanting  garden 
with  a  few  statues  (excellent),  and  a  tower  from  which 
comes  the  tick  of  typewriters  preparing  broadcasts  for 
the  American  Forces  Network  (A.  F.  N.)  which  is  heard 
all  over  Germany,  Austria,  France  and  England,  in  fact 
all  over  Europe  by  those  who  wish  to  tune  in.  Every  Satur- 
day morning  at  9 :45  A.  M.  there  is  a  broadcast  for 
children  given  by  your  old  pupil — Annette  Thackwell 
Fulton !  She  writes  her  scripts  and  delivers  them  herself !  1 
to  the  accompaniment  of  appropriate  music.  Isn't  that  sim- 
ply marvelous? 

She  used  to  have  the  children's  hour  on  board  ship  and 
told  her  stories  so  wonderfully  that  one  of  the  officers  ad- 
vised her  to  apply  to  A.  F.  N.  They  accepted  her  with 
open  arms.  .  .  . 

All  day  long  we  hear  the  click  of  her  typewriter  as  she 
earnestly  works  at  turning  out  scripts.  She  has  found  the 
timing  her  greatest  problem,  and  writes  and  rewrites  in 
order  to  get  the  script  within  a  few  seconds  of  the  time 
allotted.  She  does  not  have  to  consider  commercials  as 
there  are  none.  All* her  scripts  are  recorded,  music  and  all. 
She  has  annotated  the  music  on  her  scripts  as  great  pains 
have  been  taken  to  get  exactly  the  right  sort,  in  the  hope 
of  giving  this  same  set  in  America. 

They  are  all  crazy  about  her  at  A.F.N. ,  and  she  has  been 
asked  to  try  her  hand  at  dramatizing  famous  American 
short  stories  for  the  series  A.  F.  N.  is  running  called 
"The  American  Word." 

She  feels  so  grateful  to  you  for  all  the  help  you  gave 
her  about  diction,  and  to  Miss  Lewis  for  having  so  in- 
spired her  writing,  and  to  Mrs.  Partrick  for  having  helped 
her  with  that  tine  foundation  for  everything  in  the  writ- 
ing line — Latin.  Will  you  kindly  share  this  letter  with 
these  two  ladies,  as  Annette  so  often  mentions  them  and 
you,  and  will  remember  you,  with  affection,  always. 

.  .  .  We  are  taking  German  lessons,  and  although  we 
have  but  little  house  work  to  do,  we  have  to  make  so 
many  calls  and  go  to  so  many  parties  that  I  have  little 
more  time  than  1  had  in  Chapel  Hill  or  Kaleigh. 

Saturday  night  we  all  went  to  a  dance  at  Gleiburg 
Castle,  not  far  from  here.  Annette  goes  to  two  or  three 
dances  a  week,  and  always  has  a  delightful  time.  It  is  a 
necessary  break  in  what  would  otherwise  be  almost  in- 
cessant work.  But.  this  dance  was  the  nicest  I  have  seen. 
It  was  a  fancy  dress,  pre-Halloween  affair,  and  the  cos- 
tumes were  quite  ingenious,  most  of  them.  Annette  and 
her  mother  had  spent  all  day  decorating  with  cut-out 
witches,  cats,  etc.  Some  of  the  officers  had  made  lovely 
pumpkin  heads,  and  there  were  red  Virginia  creeper  and 
yellow  leaves  in  plenty.  They  danced  and  bit  apples,  and 
had  Mr.  Hughes'  famous  Turtle  Race  (suggested  by  An- 
nette). Some  of  the  officers  had  made  the  most  realistic 
turtles  I've  ever  seen  out  of  metallic  paper ;  they  bet  on 
these  with  shrieks  of  joy !  .  .  . 

The  castle  of  Gleiburg  is  mostly  ruins — but  one  can  see 
parts  of  what  were  once  rooms  and  climb  the  tower  for 


the  marvelous  view.  However,  people  still  live  in  part  of 
it,  and  there  is  quite  a  romantic  ball  room  where  the  gay- 
est parties  given  by  the  Post  are  held.  We  had  delicious 
pumpkin  pie  with  whipped  cream,  and  doughnuts  followed 
hamburgers  in  buns ;  coffee  and  drinks  were  served  also 
to  those  who  cared  to  purchase  the  latter.  All  the  rest 
was  part  of  the  party. 

I  hope  this  tremendous  screed  has  not  worn  you  out. 
I  haven't  touched  upon  the  political  aspect  of  our  stay 
here,  or  on  the  possible  future  of  Germany.  I  have  so 
much  to  say  concerning  that  that  it  would  take  a  book. 
1  am  sure  that  you  are  glad  to  know  that  one  of  your 
pupils  is  making  good — and  remembers. 

Remember  us  kindly  to  those  who  still  remember  us. 
Tell  Mr.  Moore  that  Annette  is  eternally  grateful  for  his 
excellent  reading  course. 

Cordially  yours, 

Annette  Johnson 

P.  S. — One  of  our  officers,  who  is  a  mighty  hunter,  has 
presented  us  with  wild  boar  (delicious)  and  steaks  of 
venison,  all  shot  near  the  hunting  lodge  where  we  first 
visited. 


SAINT  MARY'S  GIRLS  AT  OTHER  SCHOOLS 

Agnes  Scott  College:  Jane  Campbell,  Cana  Clarkson. 

University  of  Alabama:  Lenora  Dempsey,  Loula  Rogers, 
Petty   Smith,   Martha   Stoney. 

Atlantic  Christian  College:  Winifred  W.  Sharpe,  Mary 
Glen  Slater  (first  quarter). 

Barnard  College,  Columbia  University:  Emily  McMillan 
(graduate  work). 

Blackstone  College:  Mary  Jane  Via. 

Brenau:  Edith  Hamilton. 

Carnegie  Institute  of  Technology:  Joanne  Reese. 

University  of  Chattanooga:  Elizabeth  Anne  Eyster. 

Coker  College:  Mary  Faith  Rogers  Malcolm. 

Converse  College:  Carolyn  DesChamps,  Sue  Tucker 
Eason,  Lally  Green,  Laurie  Lucas,  Anne  Prothro,  Barbara 
Smith. 

Duke  University:  Ann  Edmunds,  Lucy  Gardner,  Ran- 
dolph Gardner,  Billye  Pope,  Margaret  Rodwell,  Anna  Lee 
Smith,  Emily  Stevens,  Dorothy  Woodard. 

East  Central  State  College,  Ada,  Okla. :  Mary  Willis 
Sledge. 

East  High  School,  Green  Bay,  Wis. :  Dolores  Small. 

Fairmont-Casements  Junior  College,  Almond  Beach, 
Fla. :  Georgia  Louise  Hudson. 

Farmville  State  Teachers   College:  Hope  Duke. 

Finch  Junior  College:  Kathryn  Bassett,  Olive  Camp, 
Nancy   Norton. 

Fletcher  High  School,  Jacksonville,  Fla. ;  Florence 
Thompson. 

Florida  Southern  College,  Lakeland,  Fla.:  Damaris 
Thornton. 

Florida  State  College  for  Women:  Ann  Anderson,  Vina 
Havens,  Martha  Ann  Maguire,  Betty  Sue  Tayloe. 

George  Washington  University:  Roberta  Bryant,  Mary 
Dickey. 

University  of  Georgia :  Susan  Caldwell,  Barbara  Cleve, 
Jean  Conover,  Lucy  Harvey,  Charlotte  Hoffman,  Sue 
Thomas  (Atlanta  Extension). 
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Greensboro  College :  Mary  Jane  Casstevens,  Emma  Britt 
Davis,  Gary  Ellis. 

Hollins  College:  Betty  Bobbitt,  Martha  Page  Hogg, 
Frances  Marks,  Anna  Margaret  Moomaw,  Caroline  Mc- 
Guirk,  Delight  Xuchols,  Isabel  Robinson,  Maybelle  Smith, 
Carolyn  Joyce  Tomlin,  Stuart  Verdery,  Hontas  Whitaker. 

Hoekaday  School,  Dallas,  Texas:  Carrie-Sue  West. 

Jefferson  High  School,  Richmond,  Va. :  Shirley  Lou 
Frew. 

Katherine  Gibbs,  New  York :  Ann  Burner  Johnson, 
Jean  Brooks,  Margaret  Winslow. 

Lander  College,  Greenwood,  S.  C. :  Mamie  Link. 

Nfarjorie  Webster  Junior  College:  Dale  Creech,  Elaine 
Frissell,  Alice  Shamburger. 

Meredith  College :  Clarice  Woolard. 

University  of  Michigan:  Betsy  Durham. 

Mount  Vernon:  Frances  Williams. 

New  Hanover  High  School,  Wilmington :  Eleanor  Wil- 
letts. 

North  Carolina  State  College :  Marcia  McMillin. 

University  of  North  Carolina:  Frances  Avera,  Helen 
Barnes,  Estelle  Boyce,  Ann  Brundage,  Sarah  Buchanan, 
Luzette  Callum,  Elizabeth  Clinard,  Ann  Cutts,  Helen 
Davis,  Jane  Divers,  Nina  Mae  DeBerry,  Sally  Ann  Elliott, 
Sue  Everett,  Bettie  Gaither,  Ruth  Gay,  Mary  Tom  Gil- 
man,  Sibyl  Goereh,  Emma  Katie  Guion,  Harriett  Gur- 
ley,  Bobby  Jean  Hardy,  Mary  Louise  Harris,  Gwen 
Hughes,  Jean  Huske,  Mary  Pierce  Johnson,  Bettie 
Kendrick,  Katheryn  Lane,  Sally  Lee,  Dabney  Little,  Caro- 
line Long,  Margaret  Martin,  Peggy  Moran,  Beverly  Mor- 
rison. Mary  Louise  Moulton.  Dorothy  Oakey,  Jane  Lee 
Parker,  Mildred  Parker,  Sallie  Robertson,  Mary  Glenn 
Slater  (January),  Jean  Sullivan,  Florence  Tyler,  Lulu 
Hall  Vance,  Carrie  Maie  Wade,  Mary  Ellen  Wellons,  Vir- 
ginia Wilson,  Nancy  Wood. 

Peace  Junior  College:  Aune  Klyman,  Martha  Ann  01- 
sen,  Sally  Tarry,  Jane  Winston. 

Randolph-Macon  Woman's  College:  Sarah  Bain,  Char- 
lotte Blanton,  Mary  C.  Bowers,  Jean  Campbell,  Poncie 
Dawson,  Carolyn  Gaither,  Mary  Allen  Hazen,  Jane  Me- 
Naughton,  Lucy  Seaman. 

Rice  Institute,  Houston,  Texas:  Martha  Dean. 

Richmond  Professional  Institute:  Mildred  Chappell, 
Ann  Lewis,  Lethia  Nichols,  Jean  Wilson. 

Salem  College:  Mary  Billings,  Christine  Gray,  Beverly 
Hancock,  Ruth  Hayes,  Sara  Coe  Hunsucker,  Mary  Helen 
James,  Nancy  Mercer,  Sue  Moore,  Amie  Watkius. 

School  of  Horticulture,  Pennsylvania:  Susan  Thorp. 

Sophie  Newcomb  College:  Mary  Holmes. 

University  of  South  Carolina:  Holly  Beck,  Helene  Car- 
penter, Betty  Lou  Hood,  Sidney  Jones,  Lillian  Love, 
Martha  Parker,  Mary  Hull  Pinckney. 

Stephens  College:  Ruth  Whalen. 

Stratford  College:  Peggy  Abernathy,  Virginia  Cullen, 
Barbara  ( 'urrent. 

Sweet  Briar  College:  Felicia  Camm,  Mary  Rose  Crisp, 


Maria  Gregory,  Kathryn  Fulton,  Betty  Johnson,  Mary 
Elizabeth  Jones,  Jane  Lewis,  Phyllis  Thorp. 

University  of  Tennessee :  Elizabeth  Anne  Eyster,  Helen 
Hier. 

University  of  Virginia:  Elizabeth  Tucker  (graduate 
work). 

Tobe-Coburn,  School  of  Fashion,  New  York :  Dorothy 
Redwine. 

Vassar:  Kathleen  Smither. 

Wake  Forest :  Fabian  Wadsworth,  Ruby  Williams  (Jan- 
uary). 

Washington  University,  St.  Louis,  Mo. :  Leah  Whitley. 

Western  College,  Ohio :  Martha  Hales. 

Western  Girls'  High  School,  Baltimore,  Md. ;  Sara 
Dickey. 

Westhampton  College,  University  of  Richmond:  Jane 
Bowler. 

Westminister  Choir  College,  Princeton,  N.  J. :  Peggy 
Trotter. 

Woodrow  Wilson  High  School,  Washington,  D.  C. : 
Mary  Ann  Strauss. 


RICHMOND,  VA.,  ALUMNAE  CHAPTER  MEETING 

A  luncheon  meeting  of  the  Richmond,  Va.,  alumnae 
chapter  was  held  at  the  Franklin  Teraaee  Tea  Room  on 
Saturday,  June  22.  Following  lunch  Mrs.  John  Weber, 
president  of  the  chapter,  asked  the  Rev.  Frank  E.  Pulley 
to  speak  to  the  alumnae.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Pulley,  a  native  of 
North  Carolina,  is  rector  of  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Com- 
forter in  Richmond,  and  his  wife  is  an  alumna  of  Saint 
Mary's. 

Mildred  Chappell,  president  of  the  1946  senior  class, 
spoke  to  the  alumnae  about  student  life  at  Saint  Mary's 
and  the  1946  commencement  exercises.  Then  the  alumnae 
secretary  told  of  the  improvements  which  are  being  made 
at  the  school  now,  and  showed  and  explained  a  blue  print 
for  future  improvements. 

Mrs.  Frank  Pulley,  chapter  secretary,  gave  reports  of 
the  last  chapter  meeting  and  of  the  benefit  card  party  held 
last  October.  The  proceeds  from  this  party  were  given  to 
the  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund. 

Newly  elected  officers  of  the  chapter  are  Mrs.  Travis 
William  Poole,  president;  Mildred  Chappell,  vice-presi- 
dent; Mrs.  W.  D.  Carleton,  secretary;  and  Mrs.  Floyd 
Riddle,  treasurer. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present  at  the  meeting: 
Mrs.  W.  D.  Carleton  (Anne  Dickerson,  '36  Bus.),  Mrs. 
William  D.  Hawfield  (Virginia  Hardin,  '38  Bus.),  Mrs. 
Travis  William  Poole  (Helen  Montgomery,  '39),  Mrs. 
Frank  E.  Pulley  (Louise  Joyner,  '27),  Mrs.  Floyd  Riddle 
(Virginia  Noell,  '29),  Mrs.  Edmund  Strudwick  (Nannie 
Hughes,  '83),  Mrs.  Charles  B.  Valentine  (Elsie  Moore, 
'08),  Mrs.  Emmanuel  Wallerstein  (Anne  Ruffin  Sims,  '23), 
Mrs.  John  Weber  (Olivia  Mobley,  '26)  ;  and  Mildred  Chap- 
pell, '46,  Elizabeth  Ferneyhough,  ex  '31  (H.  S.),  Mary 
Latiriston  Hardin,  ex  '41,  Evelyn  Jackson,  '10,  Martha  Hill 
Newell,  '41,  Jane  Sims,  '11,  and  Elizabeth  Thomas,  29. 
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1879 

Edna  Tew  Lindsay  (Mrs.  W.  E.)  writes  from  520  Glen- 
dolyn,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. :  "This  week  we  had  the  real 
pleasure  of  hearing  Miss  Laura  Clark,  alumna  of  Saint 
Mary's  and  missionary  to  China,  tell  of  her  work  over 
there  and  her  experiences  in  a  concentration  camp." 

1906 
Mary  Thornton  Lassiter  is  now  living  at  3736  North- 
ampton St.,  N.  W.,  Washington,  D.  C. 

1907 
Elba  Cotten  Wesson  (Mrs.  D.  P..)  is  now  living  at  702 
East  South  Temple,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 

1910 

Rebe  Shields,  who  is  living  in  Raleigh,  recently  at- 
tended the  wedding  of  her  niece,  Anne  Bryant,  ex  '38,  in 
Scotland  Neck. 

1911 

Tinsley  Harrison  Weathers  (Mrs.  Brantley  A.)  is  now 
living  at  1216  Lancaster  Drive,  Orlando,  Pla.  Her  daugh- 
ter, Emily  Harrison  Weathers,  is  a  student  at  Saint 
Mary's. 

1913 

Caroline  Jones  Quintard  and  family  can  be  reached  at 
the  Switzerland  Inn,  Little  Switzerland,  N.  C. 

1915 

Agnes  Barton  Dysart  (Mrs.  John  Overman)  is  living  at 
20  W.  Earle  St.,  Greenville,  S.  C.  Her  daughter,  Anne, 
'44,  graduated  from  Salem  College  in  June  and  is  teaching 
history  at  Berryhill  High  School,  just  outside  of  Charlotte. 

Mary  Lindsay  Allen  May  (Mrs.  Guy)  and  her  husband 
stopped  by  Saint  Mary's  in  September  on  a  tour  of  the 
United  States  and  Canada.  They  are  living  at  4017  West 
6th  St.,  Ft.  Worth,  Texas. 

1917 

Martha  Boardman  Wright  llines  (Mrs.  P.  E.)  has  a  new 
address  in  Albuquerque.  It  is  3525  Glendale  Road,  Al- 
buquerque, Xew  Mexico. 

Sarah  Rawlings  Jewett  (Mrs.  Thomas  H.)  has  moved  to 
1901  Pendleton  St.,  Columbia,  S.  C. 

Eliza  Knight  Elliott  (Mrs.  E.  N.)  is  now  living  in  Tyner, 
N.  C. 

1918 

Sally  Cameron  Labouisee  (Mrs.  John  Witherspoon)  is 
now  laving  at  232  Cherokee  Road,  Charlotte,'  N.  C. 

1919 

Mildred  I.  Betts  is  living  in  Washington,  D.  C.  Her 
address  is  Jefferson  Hall,  3685-38th  St.,  N.  W.,  Washing- 
ton, D.  C. 

1920 

Rainsford  Glass  Dudney  (Mrs.  Thomas  E.)  and  her 
husband  have  moved  from  Orlando,  Pla.,  to  Sewanee, 
Tenn.  She  is  working  as  a  registrar  with  the  University. 

Patty  Sherrod  Starr  (Mrs.  W.  J.)  is  now  living  in 
Lafallette,  Tenn. 

Elizabeth  Kitchin  Brown  (Mrs.  Archie)  is  living  in 
Rich  Square,  N.  C. 


1921 

Eleanor  Hope  Cobb  Newell  (Mrs.  Sidney  P.),  of  Or- 
lando, Pla.,  recently  visited  Chapel  Hill  and  Saint  M.-ry's. 
One  daughter,  Sue,  is  in  school  at  Saint  Mary's  in  Se- 
wanee, Tenn.,  and  the  other  daughter,  Eleanor  Hope,  is  a 
junior  at  Saint  Mary's,  Raleigh. 

Carroll  Cave  Johnson  (Mrs.  J.  A.)  and  family  are  living 
in  Corpus  Christi,  Texas,  and  she  is  director  of  one  of  the 
U.  S.  O.  centers. 

Fielding  Douthat  Toy  is  living  in  Xew  Brunswick,  N.  J. 
Her  daughter.  Both,  is  at  Saint  Mary's  this  year. 

Frances  Venable  Wescoat  (Mrs.  G.  N.  A.)  is  living  at 
202  W.  Main  St.,  Morristown,  N.  J.  Her  daughter,  Preston, 
is  at  Saint  Mary's  this  year. 

1922 

Lenora  Powell  Whitfield  (Mrs.  Joe)  is  living  in  Orlando, 
Fla.,  and  is  very  active  in  civic  organizations,  including 
the  Scouts. 

Verna  Britt  has  moved  to  Kew  Gardens,  N.  Y. 

Mary  Weston  Tucker  Bryson  (Mrs.  Edward  II.)  has  a 
new  Richmond  address:  2007  Park  Avenue,  Richmond  20. 

1923 
Pauline  Taylor  Peoples   (Mrs.  Junius  N.)   is  living  in 
Pittsboro.  She  has  two  daughters,  Siewers  Anne  and  June. 

1925 

Mattie  Hancock  Davis  (Mrs.  Ernest  J.)  and  family  have 
moved  from  Norfolk  to  Washington.  Their  address  is: 
Office  of  CNO,  Navy  Dept,  Washington,  D.  C. 

Emily  Taylor  Dixon  Brower  and  husband,  "Roddy," 
and  son,  Dick,  are  living  in  Pittsboro. 

1926 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Cleave  Shore  Dodd  (Mrs.  Sim 
Dodd),  312  North  Torrey  Avenue,  Ocala,  Florida. 

I  want  to  thank  all  those  who  answered  my  cards  sent 
out  last  May  (reported  in  the  June  Bulletin),  and  also 
those  who  came  to  my  aid  this  time.  I  do  hope  more  will 
let  me  hear  from  you  from  time  to  time. 

Ruth  Loaring  Clark  is  now  located  at  Kent  School  for 
Girls,  Denver,  Colorado.  She  reports :  "School  is  proving 
fun.  The  girls  are  lovely  and  1  am  enjoying  my  classes 
very  much.  Guess  the  interval  between  teaching  taught 
me  to  appreciate  it."  Ruth  and  her  father  had  a  lovely  trip 
up  into  Canada  this  summer. 

Celeste  Hubbard  is  still  teaching  school  in  Fort  Bragg 
(address:  Box  173),  and  says  there  is  nothing  exciting  to 
tell.  Just  the  same,  we  are  glad  she  answered  the  card  as 
it  was  good  to  hear  from  her  after  all  these  years. 

Martha  Dabney  Jones  is  back  at  Saint  Mary's  after  her 
leave  of  absence  during  the  war  and  "loves  it  as  much  as 
ever."  During  the  summer  she  saw  Margaret  Bullitt 
Cardwell  (Mrs.  Guy  A.),  and  her  four  little  red-headed 
girls  at  their  home  at  Silver  Springs,  Maryland.  From 
there  she  went  to  New  York  and  saw  Sylbert  Pendleton, 
who  is  much  interested  in  her  new  job  with  a  shipping 
company. 

Katherine  Hosmer  is  teaching  French  and  Spanish  at 
Bemardsville,  New  Jersey,  High  School.  In  addition  to 
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this,  she  has  the  "pleasant  duty  of  locating  and  helping  Pi 
Beta  Phi  actives  who  have  transferred  from  one  college 
to  another."  Her  official  title  is  National  Chairman  of 
Transfers  for  Pi  Phi,  and  her  address  is  3  Claremont 
Road,  Bernardsville,  N.  J. 

Ann  Lawrence  Way  (Mrs.  Warren  Wade)  is  still  living 
at  115  Park  Ave.,  Raleigh,  because  of  housing  conditions. 
Warren  is  in  Charlotte  and  comes  to  Raleigh  each  week- 
end to  be  with  Ann  and  their  two  children,  Warren  111 
and  Elizabeth  Lawrence. 

Olive  Jordan  Rogers  (Mrs.  Richard)  attended  our  20th 
anniversary  this  past  June.  She,  Ann,  and  Martha  Dabney 
were  the  sole  representatives.  It's  too  bad  that  more 
couldn't  make  it,  and  I  hope  that  next  time  everyone  will 
be  able  to  do  so. 

Marion  Lee  is  still  in  Monroe,  and  although  she  re- 
ported that  she  had  no  news  to  pass  along,  we  were  glad 
to  hear  from  her.  Keep  it  up,  Marion. 

Katherine  Lyon  Brand  (Mrs.  Vance)  is  now  located  at 
201  Reynolds  St.,  Urbana,  Ohio,  but  spends  the  winters  at 
Delray  Beach.  Florida.  She  and  Vance  have  twin  daugh- 
ters, aged  13,  and  two  boys,  aged  10  and  6. 

Grace  Pennington  Martin  Smithson  (Mrs.  Charles  F.) 
reports  that  there  is  no  alumnae  chapter  in  Fayetteville 
and  that  she  is  too  much  of  a  stranger  there  to  start  it. 
Here's  hoping  that  one  will  be  organized  before  very 
long.  Grace  and  Celeste  saw  each  other  several  times  last 
spring,  and  both  reported  how  glad  they  were  to  have 
had  these  visits. 

Olivia  Mobley  Weber  (Mrs.  John  Melvin)  is  at  1917 
Hanover  Ave.,  Richmond,  Virginia.  In  June  she  relin- 
quished the  presidency  of  the  Richmond  Alumnae  Chap- 
ter, after  a  luncheon  meeting  at  which  18  members  were 
present.  Olivia  ("Veevee")  and  John  have  two  children, 
John,  Jr.,  10  years  old.  and  Olivia,  four  and  a  half  years 
old.  John  Sr.  is  Assistant  State  Director  of  the  U.  S.  Em- 
ployment Service.  They  live  in  an  "old  Richmond  house  of 
eight  rooms  (like  a  pullman  car  with  one  room  behind 
another).  Two  of  these  rooms  are  living  rooms  and  I 
barely  have  time  to  sit  in  one  chair  anywhere  over  five 
minutes  since  my  maid  deserted  me  six  weeks  ago." 

Ellen  Pippcn  Townsend  (Mrs.  Henry),  ex  '26,  is  living 
in  Marshall,  Va.,  and  has  a  daughter,  Anne,  in  school  at 
St.  Mary's. 

Now  it  is  my  time,  and  1  can  only  say  that  I  am  Cleave 
Shore  Dodd  (Mrs.  Sim),  and  1  enjoy  acting  as  your  secre- 
tary. Sim  and  I  spent  our  two  weeks  of  vacation  in  the 
mountains  of  north  Georgia.  We  also  made  a  trip  down  to 
Fort  Myers,  our  old  home,  and  it  was  grand  to  see  all  our 
old  friends  for  the  first  time  in  four  years. 

In  closing,  let  me  ask  that  each  and  every  one  answer 
the  cards  when  I  send  them  out,  and  tell  me  about  yourself 
and  those  of  the  chiss  of  '26  whom  you  may  see  from  time 
to  lime. 

1927 

Frances  Brown  Cooper  (Mrs.  Junius  II.)  is  temporarily 
living  at  the  King  f'otten  Hotel,  Memphis,  Tenn. 

1929 

Mary  Taliaferro  Hardy  (Mrs.  Isham)  is  now  living  on 
Cherry  Avenue,  Hampton,  Va.  She  and  her  husband  have 
two  children,  a  daughter,  aged  three  years,  and  a  son, 
aged  six  months. 


1930 
Elizabeth  Cummins  Wulbern  (Mrs.  Ed)  has  moved  from 
Charlotte  to  Route  1,  Matthews,  N.  C. 

1931 

Evelyn  Louise  Raper,  formerly  of  Goldsboro,  has  moved 
to  7912  Woodberry  Drive,  Silver  Springs,  Md. 

Mary  Adair  Edwards  Phifer  (Mrs.  E.  W.,  Jr.)  and 
family  have  returned  to  Morganton  where  her  husband 
has  resumed  his  surgery  practice.  They  have  three  chil- 
dren, Adair,  aged  seven ;  Edward,  aged  five ;  and  Susan 
Ann,  aged  three. 

Virginia  Martin  McRae  (Mrs.  Marvin  Everett)  is  now 
living  in  New  York  City,  at  27  East  63rd  Street. 

1936 
Louise  Bryan  Ballard  (Mrs.  J.  P.)  is  busily  keeping 
house  for  her  husband  and  their  young  son  (John  Philip, 
Jr.)  at  1005  St.  Patrick  St.,  Tarboro.  Louise  says  about  the 
wonder  child :  "Our  son  is  a  real  character  and  is  all  boy. 
Never  has  looked  like  a  little  baby  at  all.  Just  a  boy !" 

1937 

CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE:  Virginia  Bower,  1215 
Greenwood  Cliff,  Charlotte  3,  N.  C. 

Fine  thing !  I  was  always  under  the  impression  that  the 
Class  of  '37  was  an  up-and-at-'em  group — full  of  vitamins 
and  Wheaties  and  everything  else  that  makes  vivacious 
folks  tick.  But  not  so !  At  least  the  classy  lassies  of  '37 
have  temporarily  become  shy  violets,  reluctant  to  give 
with  the  data  that  will  enable  the  rest  of  us  to  know  what's 
navigating ! 

When  Janet  Lawrence  Holmes  sent  out  a  frantic  S.  O.  S. 
asking  me  to  write  the  current  class  letter,  I  thought : 
"Why  not?  That'll  be  one  way  to  get  a  lot  of  mail!"  Little 
did  1  know.  Better  I  should  ask  to  be  put  on  the  mailing 
lists  of  a  couple  of  hundred  business  houses !  You  see, 
although  I  sent  out  approximately  60  cards,  I  received 
only  8  replies.  I  may  be  no  mathematical  wizard,  but  even 
I  know  the  percentage  of  answers  didn't  warrant  my 
naive  expectations. 

Incidentally,  Janet  threw  the  towel  to  me  because  she 
and  doctor-husband  Tom  were  facing  an  eviction  notice  in 
Columbus,  Ohio.  What  with  canvassing  the  town  for  a 
house  or  reasonable  facsimile  thereof,  Janet  didn't  have 
time  to  correspond  witli  little  people  who  aren't  there ! 

I  Jut  here's  a  spot  of  news  from  the  few  gals  who  can 
still  write!  (Excuse  it,  please.  I'm  just  plain  disappointed 
that  my  mail  box  didn't  break  down  from  being  over- 
loaded !) 

Becky  Davis  Walkley  writes  that  she  likes  being  a 
Yankee  in  Marblehead,  Mass.,  but  that  she  misses  her 
Southern  friends.  Her  husband  John  works  in  the  home 
office  of  the  John  Hancock  Insurance  Company.  Beck  has 
a  "big"  boy  now — 18-months-old  Ted. 

According  to  word  from  Olive  Cruikshank  Foss,  this 
issue  of  the  Bulletin  will  find  her  the  doting  mom  of  a 
second  offspring.  I  hope  she  lets  us  know  whether  this 
one  will  make  it  two  boys  or  a  half-and-half  arrangement. 
Frankly,  I'm  pulling  for  a  little  sister  for  young  Hal ! 
Olive  and  Bob  have  finally  located  a  house  in  Danville, 
Va.,  after  looking  madly  for  one  for  eight  months ! 

Erne  Flannagan  Baskervill  has  taken  off  for  Anchorage, 
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Alaska.  With  her  two  children,  Bobby  and  Parke,  she  flew 
up  to  join  her  husband.  Write  her  in  care  of  Lt.  R.  D. 
Baskerville,  A.  P.  O.  942,  Seattle,  Washington. 

I'm  definitely  behind  in   news.   For  instance,    I   didn't 

j  know  that  Helen  Rose  Witten  Duffy  was  the  mama  of 
superaetive  twins,  Paul  and  Catherine.  They're  thirteen 
months  old,  busily  "walking  everywhere  and  talking  con- 
stantly." Helen  Rose  wrote  that  she  was  going  to  take  the 

I  twins  to  Worcester,  Mass.,  October  20  for  a  visit  with 
their  grandmother.  Helen  Rose  is  still  living  in  Oxford. 

Jessie  Skinner  Gaither  says  her  young  Jess  keeps  her 
hustling,  but  adds  in  the  same  breath  that  "it's  loads  of 
fun."     After  a  summer  spent  at  Nags  Head,  Jessie  has 

t  settled  down  at  Emerywood  Court,  High  Point,  N.  C.  Her 
cousin,  Betty  Beal,  is  carrying  on  at  Saint  Mary's  this 
year. 

From  Fayetteville,  Janet  McConnell  Warner  informs 
me  that  her  biggest  news  is  a  son,  Jim,  Jr.,  born  Septem- 
ber 4.  Writes  Janet:  "He  is  awfully  cute  (of  course  I 
think  so)  and  keeps  me  busy.  We're  still  here  waiting  for 
Jim  to  find  us  a  place  to  live  in  Gastonia."  Janet  has 
recently  seen  Nancy  Jernigan  (on  her  way  home  to 
Ahoskie  after  a  trip  to  Tampa)  and  Louisa  Sloan  Led- 
better. 

Elizabeth  Young  White,  holding  forth  at  3000  Monu- 

;  ment  Avenue,  Richmond,  Va.,  says  she's  devoid  of  "choice 
news"  but  hopes  she'll  make  our  class  reunion  in  June. 

Jane  Hall  Yelverton  Wells  hasn't  lost  her  sense  of  hu- 
mor. She  writes :  "I  hate  to  be  any  older  than  I  am,  but 
why  do  you  suppose  I'm  always  listed  in  the  Class  of  '37 

•  when,  if  I  remember  correctly,  I  was  a  'belle'  in  '36?" 
Jane  is  still  living  in  Raleigh. 

The  grapevine  tells  me  that  Eleanor  Jackson  Burleson 
and  her  Navy  husband  are  still  in  Washington,  D.  C. 

The  dead  silence  from  Kathryn  Fleming  Sherwood's 
corner  in  Wilson  makes  me  think  that  her  young  son  has 
i    her  hands  completely  tied. 

Even  with  the  housing  shortage,  Connie  Thigpeu  and  I, 
with  a  third  roommate,  are  the  proud  "owners"  of  a 
beautiful  duplex  in  Charlotte.  Connie  has  recently  become 
Youth  Director  at  Christ  Church. 

Me?  I'm  assistant  advertising  manager  at  Ivey's  and 
'  have  to  work  like  fury  to  meet  daily  deadlines.  (Hope  I 
made  the  one  for  the  Bulletin  ! 

C'mon,  gals.  Next  time,  when  you  get  a  postal  card 
asking  for  news,  don't  be  so  confoundedly  bashful! 

1938 

CLASS  SECRETARY  :  Louise  Jordan  Smith  (Mrs.  John 
McNeill,  Jr.),  1713  Independence  Road,  Kirkwood,  Greens- 
boro, N.  C. 

Good  news  from  Sylvia  Cullum  after  a  long  silence.  As 
of  Friday  evening,  June  28,  she  is  Mrs.  Roy  Bradford 
Whitney. 

A  new  Sallie  London  arrived  August  24  and  lives  with 

•  her  parents,  the  Gordon  Dix  Griffins,  at  206  West  State  St., 
Trenton,  New  Jersey.  This  address  represents  a  splendid 
five  room  apartment,  one  room  for  each  year  Gordon  was 
in  the  service.  He  has  recently  been  released  and  is  finish- 
ing his  course  at  the  University  of  Pennsylvania  Law 
School. 

Ann  Dawson  is  writing  copy  at  WFNC,  Fayetteville,  on 
subjects  ranging  from   galvanized   pipe  to  fine  lingerie, 


she  says.  Brother  Vic  is  manager  of  the  station,  and  my 
old  home  town  is  glad  to  be  honored  with  double  doses  of 
Kinston's  good  talent. 

Doris  Goerch  Horton  (Mrs.  Harry),  bless  her  heart,  sent 
the  word  from  Chapel  Hill,  home  of  our  largest  delegation 
right  now  except  for  Raleigh.  Sarah  Ruark  Moore,  Mary 
Anne  Koonce  Brown,  and  Doris  have  husbands  Joe,  Mau- 
rie,  and  Harry,  respectively,  in  law  school.  The  girls  have 
to  listen  to  so  many  rehashed  cases  that  they  plan  to  take 
the  bar  exam.  Sarah  and  Doris  work  at  the  Hospital  Sav- 
ings Association,  where  Doris  is  assistant  to  the  Public 
Relations  Director  and  Sarah  is  in  the  cashiering  depart- 
ment. Mary  Anne  is  a  secretary  in  South  Building.  She 
wrote  me  herself  after  all  these  years  of  no  replies.  I 
guess  I  shall  have  to  write  to  all  the  girls  under  their 
single  names.  Mary  Anne  is  Mrs.  Maurice  W.  Brown, 
Box  564,  as  of  June  1.  She  and  Maurie  have  an  apartment 
at  211  Church  St.  Doris  and  Harry  live  at  521  Hooper 
Lane. 

Becky  Norman  Leager  and  son,  Marc,  have  joined  Sam 
in  the  Village  (Chapel  Hill).  He  is  with  the  Institute  of 
Government. 

Louise  Partrick  is  working  at  the  University  Library 
and  living  at  Acacia  Cottage. 

Doris  says  that  Willa  Drew  is  on  top  of  the  secretarial 
pyramid  at  Occidental  Life  Insurance  Company,  and  Mary 
Anne  writes  that  Anne  Cox  is  taking  a  course  or  two  at 
State  College. 

Al  and  Sarah  Griffith  Upehureh  are  still  gloating  over 
their  home  in  Concord,  taming  mud  and  encouraging 
grass. 

Louise  Hall  is  working  in  the  Army  Map  Service  Li- 
brary in  Washington.  She  still  hopes  to  return  to  college 
or  university  library  work,  but  enjoys  her  job  and  apart- 
ment. 

Katherine  Hancock  Hancock  (Mrs.  Robert  C.)  is  mark- 
ing time  in  Lynchburg  until  their  home  in  Charlottesville 
is  completed.  They  hope  to  move  before  Christmas.  The}" 
have  a  son,  born  July  5. 

Betsy  Hobby  Glenn  is  enjoying  daughter  Beth  (almost 
two)  and  having  Johnny  at  home.  He  is  buying  tobacco  on 
the  local  market.  Betsy  Rodwell  Tucker  from  Warrenton 
has  moved  to  Winston-Salem,  so  Betsy  Glenn  reports. 

Pauline  Holt  is  now  Mrs.  Donald  F.  Wilson  of  Berkeley, 
California. 

Peggy  Holmes  Stevens  and  Sally  recently  spent  a  month 
with  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Holmes.  Peggy  and  Grady  are  remodel- 
ing an  old  house  in  Shiloh  and  hope  to  move  in  eventually. 
Mabel  Humphrey  was  married  July  20  to  J.  W.  Edmond- 
son.  He  is  traveling  for  the  Veterans'  Administration,  and 
Mabel  is  still  working  at  Semour  Johnson  Field.  She 
reports  that  several  Goldsboro  Saint  Mary's  girls,  not  in 
our  class,  have  married  recently:  Ellen  Lewis,  Cora  Fuller 
Collier,  Carolyn  Stenhouse,  and  Mildred  Lee. 

Grant  Jones  Creekmore  has  a  son  almost  three  years  old. 
They  spent  July  at  Wrightsville  Beach  and  are  living  at 
4620  County  Street,  Westover  Apartments,  Portsmouth, 
Va. 

Patsy  Jones  Buffington  and  Carl  have  a  daughter,  Pa- 
tricia, born  June  2.  They  are  living  at  910  N.  Elm  St., 
Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Tish  Knox  of  3130  Wisconsin  Ave.,  Washington,  D.  C,  is 
working   in   the   State   Department.    She    drove   through 
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Kaleigb  during  June  on  the  way  to  Miami  and  was  sorry 
to  see  Saint  Mary's  deserted. 

Nancy  Maupin  Neely,  Charles,  Charles,  Jr.,  and  Nancy 
Branch,  born  June  9,  are  living  at  12  Lawrence  Ave,  Bay 
Ridge,  Annapolis,  Md.,  right  on  the  Chesapeake  Bay. 

Alexa  McColl  was  married  on  October  14  in  New  York 
to  George  B.  Kerr  of  Mountain  Lakes,  New  Jersey,  and 
Santurce,  Puerto  Rica.  Their  address  is  26  Pacific  Place, 
Santurce.  Puerto  Rica. 

Jean  Miller  Yeiser  of  Syracuse,  N.  Y.,  is  praying  for 
a  home  soon  and  reports  seeing  Marion  LeVann.  Marion 
and  husband,  Joe  Hill,  live  in  Lebanon,  Pennsylvania, 
where  Joe  is  a  lawyer. 

Mary  Lily  Moore  Arden  is  in  Raleigh  now,  but  hopes  to 
take  Dana  and  join  Danny  at  Clark  Field,  Manila,  soon. 
Dana  is  nineteen  months  old  and  a  curly  headed  chatter- 
box. 

Jo  Pope  Mixon  is  keeping  house  in  Dunn. 

Teenie  Redgers  will  be  married  to  Carl  Stone  on 
October  26  in  Richmond.  It  will  be  a  quiet  ceremony.  I 
know  the  rest  of  you  join  me  in  sending  sympathy  to 
Teenie,  whose  mother  died  in  September,  and  to  Mary 
Louise  Eiddick  Gregory,  who  lost  her  father  in  August. 
Mary  Lou  is  housekeeping  in  Auldon  and  has  seen  Helen 
Xoell  Nelson  Branch  in  Richmond. 

Kay  Roberson  Weisel  has  moved  four  times  in  five 
months  of  married  life,  but  is  now  settled  at  900  N.  63rd 
Street,  Overbrook  Gardens,  F-l,  Philadelphia,  Penn.  She 
hopes  that  the  housing  problem  is  over  for  her.  Kay  re- 
ported that  Camille  MeDaniel  was  married  in  August  to 
Malcolm  Manning  of  Greenville,  S.  C. 

Bets  Thomas  Rogers  is  at  Camp  Lejeune,  N.  C,  M.  0.  Q. 
2222.  Charlie  is  stationed  with  the  2nd  Division. 

Ann  Shook  Peyton  admits  homesickness  for  N.  C.  723V2 
Jefferson,  Stillwater,  Oklahoma,  is  a  long  way  away. 

Mary  Jane  Yeatman  became  Mrs.  Joe  L.  Whiteside  on 
August  15  and  is  braving  the  terrors  of  housekeeping 
with  a  pair  of  slacks,  a  Presto  cooker,  and  two  cook  books 
at  807  W.  7th  St.,  Columbia,  Tenn.  Joe  is  with  the  Mon- 
santo Chemical  Company. 

Mae  and  I  are  thoroughly  enjoying  our  new  house. 
Chini  is  especially  fond  of  the  back  yard  and  the  neighbor- 
ing youngsters — all  boys,  alas!  So  far,  I've  run  into  no 
Saint  Mary's  girls  in  this  Veterans'  development,  although 
Irene  Mitchell  Moore  plans  to  move  out  as  soon  as  their 
house  down  in  the  next  block  is  finished. 

1939 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Lossie  Taylor  Xoell  (Mrs. 
Charles   E.  Xoell,  Jr.).  Cole   Road,  R.   F.  D.  3.  Durham, 

X.  c. 

The  faithful  few  returned  the  cards  with  news  of  them- 
selves, but  I  wish  the  majority  would  let  us  hear  some- 
thing. 

Good  news  from  Mallie,  who  was  finally  meeting  Jack 
after  his  being  overseas  for  twenty-eight  months.  Sue 
Newell  Clarke,  on  the  other  hand,  is  in  Henderson  waiting 
orders  to  join  her  husband  in  Augsburg,  Germany. 
"Chink"  confined  her  answer  to  one  line  as  she  was  writ- 
ten out  on  thank-you  notes.  You  know,  she  married  Tom 
Wright  from  Wilmington,  and  T  have  seen  her  several 
times  when  I've  been  down. 

I  understand  that  Jane  was  home  over  Labor  Day  when 


I  was  there,  but  I  didn't  know  it  in  time  to  see  her.  She  is    ., 
living  in   Columbia,  S.  O,  where  Bill  has  an  insurance 
agency. 

Lucy  Pittenger  Smith  has  a  daughter,  Terry,  born 
September  18  in  Pensacola,  where  she 'and  Len  have  been 
stationed  for  five  months.  However,  they  are  leaving  No- 
vember 1  for  thirty  days  of  leave  before  their  next  station. 
At  the  time  she  wrote,  she  wasn't  sure  where  they  would 
be  sent. 

Libby  Sauvain  Smart  says  her  two  little  girls  really 
keep  her  so  busy  that  she  has  time  for  nothing  else.  Being 
in  the  same  situation,  I  can  uphold  her  in  that.  Her 
husband  is  in  Greenville,  S.  G,  and  she  and  the  children 
will  join  him  as  soon  as  they  can  find  a  house. 

Martha  Anne  called  me  one  day  recently  when  she  was 
here  to  see  George's  grandfather,  who  was  in  the  hospital. 
I  couldn't  persuade  her  to  come  out,  but  enjoyed  talking 
to  her.  She  was  getting  ready  to  be  matron-of-honor  in  her 
sister  Peggy's  wedding.  Becky  Tucker  called  the  following 
day  when  she  was  here  for  a  football  game. 

Teeny  wrote  that  she  had  had  a  telephone  chat  with 
"Tudie"  Hudson  Wilson,  which  was  the  first  time  she'd 
heard  her  voice  in  six  years.  Tudie  is  living  in  Elizabeth 
City,  and  Teeny  is  in  Richmond.  Martha  Lewis  Stanley  is 
in  San  Francisco,  and  spends  the  leisure  hours  Sloane 
leaves  her  by  taking  a  course  in  ceramics.  Sloane  is  two 
and  a  half  now  and  hasn't  seen  Dave  in  over  a  year,  as  the 
latter  is  port  director  in  Sulec  Bay,  Philippine  Islands.  He 
hopes  to  get  home  by  Christmas. 

Jinny  Allison  Haywood  had  a  son  last  week.  Although 
she  is  living  here,  I  haven't  seen  her  since  spring  as  one 
or  the  other  has  been  gone  all  summer. 

After  Hopkins  resigned  in  July,  she  began  working  at 
Johns  Hopkins  Hospital,  but  as  she  had  been  there  only  a 
week  when  she  wrote,  she  hadn't  much  comment  on  the 
new  job.  She  lives  in  Baltimore  and  goes  home  on  the 
week-ends,  and  said  that  she  had  seen  Ernie  Rich  Tuton. 

Rose  Martin  Ellison  is  working  as  a  member  of  the 
personnel  staff  at  the  War  Assets  Administration  at  the 
Washington  headquarters. 

I  met  Mary  Connally  for  lunch  when  I  was  in  New  York 
in  September.  We  spent  the  afternoon  in  my  hotel  room 
mulling  over  our  respective  families.  Jan  Core  is  about  to 
catch  and  surpass  his  mother  in  stature.  I  also  enjoyed 
seeing  Becky  Davis  Morris  over  the  Fourth  of  July  at 
Wrightsville.  We  had  hoped  to  meet  them  again  in  Au- 
gust, but  she  couldn't  make  it.  She  wrote  that  Mildred 
Taylor  Allen  and  her  husband  and  two  adorable  children 
are  living  in  Salisbury.  Beck  had  seen  Mildred  and  the 
children  at  a  birthday  party.  Beck  is  looking  for  a  place 
to  live  in  Greensboro  since  Lewis  has  been  sent  there. 

Shep  and  Chita  claim  no  news  except  that  day-to-day 
life  of  a  housewife.  Harriet  Corbitt  is  still  enjoying  her 
work  with  the  law  firm.  Hallie  had  been  by  to  see  her  in 
September  on  her  way  back  from  her  brother's  wedding 
in  Norfolk. 

Hazel  Williams  Wright  was  glorying  in  being  a  civilian 
again  after  four  years  of  the  Army.  She  and  her  husband 
are  opening  a,  radio  station  in  Meridian,  Miss.,  and  hope 
to  be  on  the  air  this  month. 

I  am  looking  forward  to  going  home  for  my  sister  May's 
wedding  on  November  2.  Incidentally,  that  Jane  LeGrand 
whose   wedding  was  announced   in  the  June  Bulletin  was 
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not  our  Jane.  That's  an  unusual  name,  but  apparently 
there  are  two  in  Arlington.  I  saw  Jane  and  Frances 
Warren  at  Wrightsville  several  times  this  summer.  Fran- 
ces had  a  cottage  there,  and  was  busy  fighting  off  the 
local  wolves  all  summer.  She  has  promised  to  spend  a 
week-end  with  us  one  of  these  football  week-ends. 

That's  about  all  for  this  time.  Hope  the  rest  of  you  will 
be  included  in  these  columns  next  issue. 

1940 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Ann  Christian  Goodno  (Mrs. 
Charles  F.  Goodno,  Jr.),  201  Park  Ave.,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Since  last  spring  some  members  of  the  class  of  '40  have 
done  quite  a  bit  of  moving — even  outside  the  U.  S.  A. 
Phyllis  Gatling  Sandvig  and  son,  Christy,  left  Coronada, 
California,  July  30  for  the  Philippine  Islands.  The  Sand- 
vigs  are  living  in  a  quonset  hut  on  the  base  at  Sangley 
Point.  Phyllis  has  been  to  a  tea  given  by  Mrs.  Paul  V. 
McNutt  in  Manila.  The  Donald  E.  Williams  (Laura  Gor- 
don) expect  to  fly  from  Miami  November  16  for  Recife, 
Brazil,  to  serve  as  Presbyterian  missionaries.  Mary 
O'Keeffe  Bowman  is  at  home  awaiting  her  orders  from 
Uncle  Sam  to  join  Joe  in  Japan. 

Betty  Winbome  Woltz  writes  that  they  have  just  moved 
south  to  Mount  Airy,  N.  C.  Tay  Fowle  Carter  has  written 
from  Myrtle  Beach,  S.  C,  where  Sam  Tim  was  stationed, 
that  they  expected  to  be  civilians  in  Washington  by 
November  1.  Tay  says  that  Mary  Helen  has  another 
daughter.  Sorry,  I  don't  know  any  details.  Erwin  Gant 
Burhoe  is  keeping  house  in  Reading,  Massachusetts — a 
suburb  of  Boston  to  you  Southerners. 

Cissie  Norton  Brushwood  is  almost  settled  in  Columbia, 
Missouri,  where  Stubbs  is  teaching  at  the  University  of 
Missouri.  Cissie  is  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  general  secretary.  Nody 
Pope  Rawlings  and  family  expect  to  be  settled  in  their 
home  in  Franklin,  Virginia,  early  next  month. 

Tibbie  Tucker  is  taking  graduate  work  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Virginia.  Betty  Youngblood  says  she  is  waiting  for 
her  Marine  to  come  home.  They  have  had  a  time  trying  to 
get  together,  but  there  will  be  wedding  bells  for  Betty 
and  Captain  Fred  F.  Harbin  of  Statesville.  Ginnie  Kaul- 
bach  Hillger  is  in  Boston.  Dick  is  working  on  his  Ph.  D.  in 
physics  at  M.  I.  T.  Katherine  Gould  Killian  and  family  are 
living  in  Chicago,  where  Lewis  is  working  on  his  doctor's 
degree  at  the  University  of  Chicago.  A  son,  Robert  Louis, 
was  born  to  the  C.  D.  Padgettes  (Edith  Wooten)  in  Ral- 
eigh October  3. 

As  for  Yours  Truly,  amidst  house  and  food  hunting,  I 
am  the  head  and  foot  of  the  commercial  department  at 
S.  M.  S.  Wish  all  of  you  could  have  an  opportunity  to  see 
Saint  Mary's  face  being  lifted.  The  paved  drive  is  a 
delight  to  all. 

Thanks  for  the  cards.  It  would  be  so  nice  to  hear  from 
the  rest  of  you.  Don't  forget  to  subscribe  to  the  Belles  and 
Bulletin  and  to  pay  your  alumnae  dues. 

1941 

Margaret  Kitchin  Gilliam,  Charlie,  and  daughter,  Har- 
riet, are  living  in  Franklinton  until  their  house  in  Raleigh 
is  finished.  Charlie  will  finish  at  State  College  in  June. 

Chris  Hatfield  Meyer  and  Bob  are  living  at  410  Me- 
morial Drive,  Apt.  205,   Cambridge,  Mass.  Bob  received 


his  M.  A.  degree  from  M.  I.  T.  in  chemical  engineering 
and  is  now  working  at  Dewey  and  Alray  Company.  Chris 
said  that  she  had  a  fine  visit  with  Tibbie  Tucker  recently. 

Catherine  Powell  Powell  is  taking  graduate  work  at 
the  University  of  North  Carolina  and  is  living  at  400  Ran- 
som St.,  Chapel  Hill. 

Anne  Davis  Reid  (Mrs.  Richard  J.)  and  husband  are 
living  in  Philadelphia  (5001  Walnut  St.),  where  he  is 
stationed  at  the  present  time. 

Martha  Blythe  Richardson's  address  is  2137  Dartmouth 
Place,  Charlotte. 

Mary  Martha  Cobb  Phillips,  Craig,  and  their  young 
daughter  are  living  in  Winston-Salem. 

Janice  Fitzgerald  is  at  Saint  Mary's  with  the  music 
department. 

Page  Marshall  holds  a  secretarial  position  at  the  Theo- 
logical Seminary  in  Alexandria,  Va. 

Ann  Seeley  Davey,  Bill,  and  Amanda  Moore  are  living 
in  Windsor,  where  Bill  is  editing  the  local  paper. 

Helen  Royster  Jones  and  Biz  Topleman  Borden  are  liv- 
ing in  Henderson.  Both  were  at  Chapel  Hill  for  the 
Carolina-Florida  game. 

Bettie  Vann  is  teaching  in  High  Point  this  year. 

Edla  Walker  was  married  to  John  Wood  Foreman,  also 
of  Elizabeth  City,  on  September  11. 

1942 

CLASS  SECRETARY :  Allie  Bell,  Saint  Mary's  School, 
Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Such  a  splurge  of  marriages  I  have  never  seen!  I  think 
that  the  Class  of  '42  will  have  no  difficulty  in  claiming 
the  Blue  Ribbon  for  the  most  aisle-trotters  since  June, 
and  most  of  them  were  during  October. 

Jean  Fulton  was  married  on  Friday,  September  6,  to 
Edmund  Culbertson  Wingerd,  Jr.,  of  Chambersburg,  Pa., 
in  Roanoke.  I  heard  that  she  met  him  while  she  was 
working  in  New  York  last  year. 

Mildred  Lee  was  married  on  Saturday,  October  9,  to 
Doyle  Allison  Stout,  of  Denver,  Col.  Olivia  Anne  and 
Ruth  Bond  were  on  hand  for  the  wedding,  which  was 
reported  to  have  been  lovely.  Mildred  met  him  about  four 
years  ago  when  he  was  a  major  in  the  Marine  Corps.  She 
and  Doyle  are  going  to  live  in  Denver. 

Both  Betty  Willcox  and  Peggy  Speight  were  married  on 
the  same  day,  October  12.  Betty's  husband  is  Dr.  John 
Crawford,  also  from  Norfolk.  Betty  Pender  Lazenby  was 
a  bridesmaid.  They  are  living  at  727  Westover  Ave., 
Norfolk. 

Peggy  married  Gray  and  Ginny's  brother,  William  Cole- 
man Woodard.  Gray  was  the  maid-of-honor  in  the  wed- 
ding. 

It  seems  that  Betty  and  Peggy  not  only  got  married 
on  the  same  day,  but  also  ran  into  each  other  on  their 
honeymoons.  Betty  and  John  drove  to  Miami,  flew  to 
Cuba,  and  then  came  back  by  Sea  Island,  Georgia,  where 
Peggy  and  her  husband  were. 

Not  only  do  we  have  a  long  list  of  new  "Mrs.,"  but  we 
also  have  a  couple  on  the  engaged  list. 

Kay  Roper  is  engaged  to  Dean  Charles  Engstrom  of 
Minneapolis,  Minnesota.  The  wedding  is  scheduled  for 
November.  Dean  is  reported  to  be  "out  of  this  world." 
Kay  met  him  last  winter  while  she  was  still  working  in 
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Atlanta  with  the  Girl  Scouts.  Will  tell  you  all  about  the 
wedding  in  the  next  issue  of  the  Bulletin. 

Also  on  the  engaged  list  is  Sophia  Redwood.  The 
groom-to-be  is  Lieutenant  Commander  Thomas  Edward 
Bass,  of  Rocky  Mount,  and  the  wedding  will  be  sometime 
in  November. 

Minkie,  Olivia  Anne,  and  I  are  just  about  as  excited  as 
Kay  over  the  wedding,  since  we  are  going  to  be  brides- 
maids. Janet  James  Lindsey,  '40  (H.  S.),  is  also  going  to 
be  a  bridesmaid,  and  Carol  Cobb  Hamilton  would  have 
been  but  is  busily  sewing  pink  and  blue  garments.  Carol 
has  been  in  Chapel  Hill  with  her  mother  for  the  past 
couple  of  months,  but  leaves  the  end  of  November  for 
Lexington,  Ky.,  again.  Dan  is  teaching  geology  at  the 
University  of  Kentucky  now. 

Minkie  is  planning  a  big  trip  over  to  Vienna  soon  to  be 
with  Harry.  At  the  present  time,  she  thinks  she  will  sail  in 
December.  Olivia  Anne  is  living  at  home  in  Rowland  with 
her  family,  but  keeps  the  road  pretty  hot  with  trips.  She 
and  Ruth,  Jean,  and  Mildred  were  down  at  Nags  Head 
on  a  houseparty  last  summer. 

I  had  a  grand  visit  with  Charlotte  Mahon  Stratton  and 
Dick  when  I  went  up  to  the  Carolina-Navy  game.  They 
have  a  wonderful  apartment  in  Alexandria,  and  are  just 
the  cutest  couple  ever.  Dick  is  very  attractive  and  had 
been  released  from  the  Army  for  about,  two  weeks  when  I 
saw  them.  Their  immediate  plans  for  the  future  were  un- 
certain. I  finally  heard  about  and  saw  pictures  of  their 
wedding.  Margee  Stuart  Whittle,  ex  '42,  was  matron-of- 
honor.  Charlotte  has  really  turned  into  the  domestic  little 
housewife,  and  seems  to  have  the  art  of  cooking  figured 
out  to  the  Nth  degree. 

Other  busy  housewives  are  Bettj'  Walters  Smith  and 
Ann  Dunn  Shaw.  Betty  and  Jim  are  living  at  4847  Palm 
Avenue,  La  Mesa,  Cal.,  and  she  says  that  she  has  been 
kept  busy  house-hunting.  Ann  and  Sam  are  living  at  2325 
Brook  Manor  Drive,  Birmingham.  Ann  has  been  busy  with 
housekeeping  and  Junior  League  work. 

Pat  Bell's  card  didn't  say  a  thing  except  that  she  was' 
coming  by  the  next  time  she  was  in  Raleigh.  Pat  still  has 
her  silver  shop  in  Red  Springs,  and  several  people  have 
told  me  that  she  makes  beautiful  bracelets,  rings,  etc., 
out  of  silver. 

Mary-Gene  Kelly  is  living  at  521  South  Broadway, 
Corpus  Christi,  Texas,  and  is  helping  to  keep  the  morning 
edition  of  the  "Caller-Times"  going  to  press.  Mary-Gene 
said  that  she  had  been  doing  lots  of  swimming,  sailing,  and 
playing  in  general. 

Dolores  Mullett  is  out  of  the  WAVES  and  is  working  as 
an  artist  illustrator  at  Camp  Lee,  Va.,  but  is  planning  to 
return  to  school  and  work  on  her  master's  degree  in  medi- 
cal social  work.  Her  address  is  625  West  Washington, 
Petersburg,  Va. 

Ellon  has  moved  back  to  Norfolk  after  "a  glorious 
time"  this  summer.  Details  on  who  rates  where  aren't 
available  yet  since  Ellen  said  that  she  would  answer  my 
over-due  letter  with  more  information. 

Carolyn  Cauble  Boyer  and  Norman  are  living  at  Long 
Beach,  California.  She  can  be  reached  in  care  of  the  U.  S. 
Xaval  Hospital  there. 

Peggy  Beale,  so  I  hear,  is  living  at  home  and  having  a 
big  time.  My  informer  said  that  she  was  buying  lots  of 
good-looking  new  clothes,  and  enjoying  life  thoroughly. 


Jonny  Norman  is  living  over  in  Chapel  Hill  and  is 
working  for  the  University  Press.  Her  job,  which  started 
in  July,  sounds  real  interesting,  and  Jonny  admits  that 
she  is  really  crazy  about  being  over  in  Chapel  Hill  for 
numerous  reasons. 

Bebe  Castleman  Alexander  and  Wayne  are  living  in 
Raleigh,  and  Wayne  is  finishing  out  at  State  College. 
Anna  Pluck  Alexander  is  still  living  in  Raleigh,  too,  and 
Alex  is  also  out  at  State. 

Jean  Lyon  Thomas  and  her  husband  are  living  at  Port 
Benning,  Ga.  They  now  have  a  son,  William  George,  Jr., 
born  on  October  26. 

Mary  Bryant  Upshaw  Fulghum  and  Jimmy  got  back 
recently  from  their  "second  honeymoon."  They  were  gone 
for  about  six  weeks,  and  visited  in  Alabama,  Louisiana, 
Florida,  and  several  other  states.  Jimmy  is  back  at  State 
this  fall,  and  Mary  Bryant  is  working  for  the  N.  C.  League 
of  Municipalities. 

That  just  about  ends  the  news  of  our  class  for  this  time. 
I  wish  that  more  of  you  would  answer  the  cards  so  that 
we  could  have  news  about  everyone  in  the  class. 

1943 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Daphne  Richardson  Spurlock 
(Mrs.  H.  N),  Country  Club  Road,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

First,  let  me  thank  Sally  for  taking  over  for  me  in  June. 
At  that  point  I  definitely  had  a  severe  case  of  bride's 
nerves. 

Hope  most  of  you  received  the  li'l  cards,  although  the 
response  wasn't  as  good  as  it  should  have  been.  Do  know 
lots  of  news  about  lots  of  people  this  time,  though. 

Over  Goldsboro  way  there's  lots  to  tell.  Foremost  is 
Sally  Sanborn's  wedding  on  November  6th  to  Paul  W. 
Best,  II.  Meg  Stone  and  Betty  Bassett  are  to  be  brides- 
maids, and  I  know  it  will  be  a  beautiful  affair.  We  all 
send  you  our  best  wishes,  Sandy. 

Weeze  Thomson  has  left  the  South  for  the  winter,  and 
is  attending  Barmore  School  in  New  York.  Weeze,  what 
sort  of  graduate  work  are  you  doing,  anyway? 

More  news  from  Goldsboro — Lillian  Jenkins  Dixey  now 
has  two  darling  little  girls,  according  to  Lib  Royall.  Lib, 
by  the  way,  is  running  a  nursery  for  two-  and  three-year- 
olds,  and  her  sister,  Katherine,  is  helping  her. 

Perhaps  the  most  unusual  news  in  about  Anne  Dickson. 
On  October  17th,  Anne  sailed  on  the  American,  headed  for 
Paris.  She  and  a  classmate  from  Sweet  Briar  are  going 
to  study  at  the  Sorbonne.  Anne  won  a  fellowship  from 
the  Institute  of  International  Education  in  New  York  as 
a  representative  from  Sweet  Briar,  It  all  sounds  mighty 
fine,  Anne,  and  we're  certainly  proud  of  you.  Know  it'll 
be  wonderful  in  every  way,  but  don't  go  fancy  on  us,  hear. 

Also  from  up  Virginia  Beach  way,  comes  news  of 
Pender,  who  is  no  longer  Pender  but  Mrs.  Richard  Laz- 
enby.  "Dick"  is  regular  Navy,  and  the  newlyweds  are 
living  at  Virginia  Beach  in  a  cottage  built  for  two.  Sounds 
romantic. 

Sally  McKinley  Jones  is  keeping  house  in  Bethlehem, 
Pa.,  while  her  husband  finishes  his  chemical  engineering 
course  at  Lehigh  University.  Always  active,  Sally  is 
teaching  a  class  of  eight-year-olds  in  Church  School,  and 
is  taking  an  active  part  in  the  Lehigh  dramatic  group. 

Here's  some  news  'bout  lots  o'  people  .  .  .  Lib  Hackney 
is  in  Elizabeth  City  now  and  is  in  charge  of  the  primary 
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library  there.  Essie  Bryce  Evans  is  teaching  the  fourth 
grade  in  South  Hill,  Virginia. 

Now  for  some  news  about  Raleigh  folk.  We,  Hank  and  I, 
were  lucky  enough  to  be  on  hand  for  the  Debutante  Ball. 
Honestly,  I  saw  more  people  during  that  week-end  that 
I  hadn't  seen  for  years!  Laurie  Lucas  was  one  of  the 
debutantes,  and  she  really  looked  grand.  Cora  was  on 
hand,  too,  although  I  didn't  get  to  see  her.  Another  Saint 
Mary's  girl  who  made  her  debut  was  Betty  Kendrick — 
and  Margaret  deRosset,  Hannah  Lyon,  Stuart  Verdei-y, 
Jean  Huske,  Sarah  Stewart,  Anne  Huske — and  of  course 
lots  of  others.  So,  you  can  see  that  Saint  Mary's  was  well 
represented. 

During  that  gay,  "good-time"  week-end,  we  stayed  with 
Henny  Hampton,  who,  at  that  time,  was  newly  engaged. 
The  lucky  man  is  Ben  Rankin  Morris,  and  the  wedding  is 
set  for  December  20th.  Dodie  Winters  and  I  are  to  be  two 
of  the  bridesmaids,  and  I'm  really  looking  forward  to  that 
great  day. 

Speaking  of  Dodie,  she's  about  to  take  off  for  California. 
The  last  I  heard  she  was  to  leave  the  last  of  October. 
Sounds  like  a  wonderful  trip.  Another  girl  from  Wash- 
ington about  whom  I  have  some  news  is  Sail}'  Tucker 
Wideman.  Sally  writes  that  Prank  started  law  school  at 
the  University  of  Florida  this  fall.  She  and  the  baby  are 
in  Washington  with  his  parents  as  their  "prefabricated 
converted-barracks  apartment"  is  not  up.  They  hope  to 
have  the  Widemans  together  again  by  the  first  of  the 
year,  though. 

Now,  let's  have  some  news  from  Chapel  Hill.  Every  day 
I  see  another  familiar  face.  Bumped  into  Jonny  Norman 
the  other  day.  She's  working  for  the  University  Press,  and 
is  crazy  about  her  job. 

We  have  a  regular  married  set  over  here — the  wives 
being  former  Saint  Mary's  gals.  Sarah  Dawson  Davis  and 
Johnny  are  here.  They  have  a  wonderful  apartment  and 
seem  to  be  very  content  with  their  life  here  at  the  Hill. 
The  few  times  that  I've  seen  Sarah,  she's  been  dashing 
from  one  grocery  store  to  the  other,  trying  frantically  to 
find  bacon  or  oleo.  June  Bourne  Long  and  Willie  are  here 
too.  Also,  Margie  Shackelford  Toms  and  Bate.  They  were 
married  September  7,  and  they  have  an  adorable  en- 
chanted cottage.  Margie  works  like  a  beaver  keeping 
her  house  and  cooking  three  meals  a  day. 

Ann  Geoghegan  White  and  "Bee"  are  here,  too.  Ann's 
teaching  kindergarten  in  the  mornings.  She  claims, 
though,  that  it  isn't  as  easy  as  it  sounds.  The  first  day 
she  spi-ained  her  ankle  trying  to  retrieve  one  of  the 
youngsters.  And,  the  other  day,  one  of  the  darlings 
slammed  the  door  on  her  hand — result :  a  fractured  finger. 

Another  Chapel  Hill  resident  is  Nell  Rousseau  Bailey. 
Nell's  working  at  South  Building  in  the  Central  Records 
office.  The  last  time  I  talked  to  her,  she  had  high  hopes  of 
soon  moving  into  one  of  the  pre-f  ab  houses. 

About  a  month  ago,  I  had  one  of  the  pleasantest  sur- 
prises of  all.  Who  should  walk  in  but  Jane  Evans  Wetmore 
(and  Dr.  Wetmore)  and  Betty  Suiter  Whitehead.  We 
really  hashed  over  old  times,  and  spent  a  most  enjoyable 
time.  Jane  and  Bob  have  an  apartment  in  Durham,  where 
Bob  is  doing  special  work  in  psychiatry  at  Duke.  Suiter, 
of  course,  lives  on  a  beautiful  farm  with  her  husband  and 
daughter.  The  reason  Suiter  was  in  this  part  of  N.  C.  was 
that  she  and  Jane  were  leaving  the   next  morning  for 


Gene  Neff's  wedding.  Haven't  heard  any  more  about  the 
wedding,  but  I'll  put  that  in  the  next  Bulletin. 

Well,  gals,  guess  that  about,  does  it  for  this  time.  Please, 
you  all,  write  me  any  news  that  you  know — 'bout  your- 
selves or  about  anyone  else.  It's  fun  to  write  when  I  have 
something  to  tell. 

1944 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Patty  Weaver,  66  Gracelyn 
Road,  Asheville,  N.  C. 

As  you  know,  I  have  finally  taken  over  Betty  Edwards 
McNair's  job  as  secretary,  and  it's  wonderful  to  have 
received  so  much  news  from  you.  Let  me  hear  from  every- 
body next  time ! 

Last  week-end  I  went  down  to  Chapel  Hill  and,  al- 
though the  game  was  a  mighty  wet  one,  I  picked  up  a  lot 
of  stray  information  about  our  S.  M.  S.  classmates.  Bettie 
Gaither  and  Rebecca  Drane  spent  a  wonderful  summer  at 
the  University  of  Mexico  (comparable  to  mine  at  the 
University  of  Havana  in  that  gorgeous  land  of  rumba 
and  night  clubs!),  where  they  traveled  all  over  the 
country  from  the  Gulf  to  the  Pacific  via  everything  from 
bus  to  "burro" !  Bettie  is  back  at  Chapel  Hill  rooming 
with  Mary  Pierce,  taking  a  few  extra  courses,  and  star- 
ring as  drum  majorette  on  the  football  field.  Peggy  Cates 
is  also  back  at  U.  N.  C.  and  is  still  running  around  with 
Jim  Cheshire.  Rebecca  has  a  job  as  "nurse  maid"  in  New 
York  at  Bethlehem  Day  Nurses ;  I  heard  that  a  thought- 
less child  kicked  her  in  the  face  a  few  weeks  ago ! 

Jane  Clark  Cheshire  is  also  working  in  New  York,  at 
Altaian's,  and  Margaret  Winslow  and  Jean  Brooks  are 
both  at  Katie  Gibbs.  Margaret  recently  attended  Betty 
Willcox's  wedding  in  Norfolk,  where  she  visited  Carol 
Talbot.  Carol  is  now  working  for  her  father  in  real  estate, 
doing  several  Junior  League  jobs,  and  taking  more  art 
lessons. 

Ran  into  Margaret  deRosset  and  Hannah  Lyon  in 
Chapel  Hill;  they  say  their  main  occupation  at  present  is 
visiting  friends  everywhere.  Mary  Lynn  Lewis  was  also 
down  for  the  game,  and  she's  attending  a  "finishing 
school"  this  fall — King's  Business  College  in  Greensboro. 

Pat  Gwyn  graduated  from  Randolph-Macon  in  May  and 
was  a  member  of  the  '46  May  Court.  She  was  presented  at 
the  Debutante  Ball  in  Raleigh  this  fall,  and  is  now  at  St. 
Catherine's  as  a  member  of  the  faculty.  Fanny  Lee  Brooke 
also  graduated  from  Randolph-Macon  and  is  working  in 
Washington,  D.  C,  at  Kiplinger  Washington  Agency. 

After  graduating  from  Carolina,  Mary  Virginia  Free- 
man accepted  a  job  as  stewardess  with  Eastern  Airlines 
and  is  now  stationed  at  LaGuardia,  N.  Y.,  and  New  Or- 
leans. Isn't  it  wonderful  to  be  "flying  high"  all  the  time ! 

When  I  stepped  off  the  plane  from  Miami  last  summer, 
none  other  than  Anne  Dysart  and  Vidette  Bass  were  at 
the  Asheville  airport.  Anne  is  teaching  history  to  tenth 
and  eleventh  graders  at  Berryhill  High  School,  just  out- 
side of  Charlotte,  and  says  that  she  can  now  really  sympa- 
thize with  all  of  her  poor  teachers.  Vidette  is  planning  to 
go  to  New  York  soon  and  work,  but  in  the  meantime  she's 
doing  some  flying  and  trying  to  get  her  license.  (She 
ought  to  get  together  with  Jane  Bell,  '45,  whom  I  ran  into 
in  Knoxville  in  the  process  of  rebuilding  her  plane!) 

Lena  Mae  Grantham  is  also  teaching  history  (quite  a 
run  on  that  subject)  at  Grainger  High  School  in  Kinston, 
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N.  C,  and  having  a  wonderful  time.  Juanita  Anderson  is 
in  Atlanta  taking  a  buyer's  training  course  at  Rich's. 
Frenchie  McCaim  writes  that  she  has  "very  interesting 
work"  in  Richmond  in  the  Questions  and  Answers  Depart- 
ment of  the  News  Leader  and  Times-Dispatch  ;  she  just 
can't  get  away  from  the  publishing  business.  Jane  K.  Bell 
graduated  from  Salem  College  in  June  and  is  now  Society 
Editor  of  the  News  and  Observer  in  Raleigh. 

Sara  Stockton  graduated  from  U.  N.  C.  in  June  and  is 
busy  with  Junior  League  and  Girl  Scout  work  in  Winston- 
Salem.  Patsy  Rogers  and  Virginia  Hart  are  both  working 
in  Richmond  and  love  it.  Patsy's  taking  time  off  from  the 
First  and  Merchants'  National  Bank  to  fly  to  New  York 
for  a  week-end  pleasure  trip  soon.  Margaret  Goold  is 
assistant  physical  education  instructor  at  St.  Mary's  Hall, 
Burlington,  N.  J. 

Alma  Young  is  crazy  about  being  a  case  worker  in 
Smithfield ;  she's  even  bought  a  second-hand  car,  which 
she  says  has  been  in  the  shop  nearly  every  week  since  she 
has  had  it.  Her  summer  sounded  wonderful  with  Chinkie's 
wedding,  New  York,  and  various  beaches  for  diversion. 
Emily  McMillan  is  at  Barnard  working  on  her  M.  A. 
degree,  and  Chinkie  and  her  husband  are  living  in  Chapel 
Hill.  Heard  that  Foxie  was  visiting  in  Henderson  last 
week-end,  but  she  didn't  get  over  to  Chapel  Hill. 

"Pinkie"  Butler  was  married  last  week,  and  she  and 
"Red"  are  planning  to  see  the  Army-Navy  game  when 
they  get  back  from  their  honeymoon.  Charlotte  Crawford 
has  also  decided  to  attend  that  game ;  so  maybe  they'll  get 
together.  For  the  past  seven  months  Charlotte  has  been 
having  a  marvelous  time  in  Portsmouth,  N.  H.,  as  a  Navy 
Junior,  but  her  father  has  recently  flown  to  Tokyo  to 
take  command  of  the  heavy  cruiser  Chicago.  She  and  her 
mother  plan  to  come  to  Black  Mountain  in  December  by 
way  of  New  London,  Washington,  and  Raleigh,  where 
she  will  visit  the  Alma  Mater.  In  January  she  is  going  to 
drive  west  by  a  southerly  route,  and  then  north  to  Seattle. 

"Cac"  Taliaferro  graduated  from  Tobe-Coburn  in  June, 
took  a  southern  tour  through  Charlotte,  Atlanta,  Florida, 
New  Orleans,  and  Baton  Rouge,  and  now  expects  to.  work 
as  resident  manager  in  a  New  York  store. 

Alice  Craig  writes  that  she  is  engaged  to  an  ensign  from 
Louisville,  Ky.,  and  will  probably  be  married  some  time 
next  summer.  Until  then  she  is  working  in  Concord,  N.  ('. 
Mary  West  Paul  and  her  mother  are  touring  Canada  and 
expect  to  stop  and  s'ee  Charlotte  Crawford  in  New  Hamp- 
shire on  their  way  home. 

Saw  Emily  Williamson  when  I  was  in  Memphis  in  June, 
and  she  had  just  graduated  from  Southwestern.  Both  of 
us  majored  in  English  and  don't  know  what  to  do  with 
those  B.  A.  degrees  except  to  frame  them. 

That  about  exhausts  my  supply  of  alumnae  news,  but 
do  let  me  hear  from  all  of  you  soon. 

1945 

Anna  Margaret  Moomaw  stopped  by  Saint  Mary's  on 
her  way  back  to  Hollins  after  a  visit  in  Wilmington  this 
fall.  She,  Stuart,  and  Dittie  will  graduate  this  year.  Anna 
Margaret  flew  to  New  York  City  and  Maine  this  summer  to 
see  Charlotte  Crawford. 

Peggy  Moran  and  Bettie  Kendriek  are  rooming  together 
at  Carolina  this  year.  Both  made  their  debuts  at  the  1946 
Debutante  Ball  in  Raleigh  in  September. 


Winifred  W.  Sharpe  of  Elm  City  is  at  Atlantic  Chris- 
tian College  and  will  graduate  in  June. 

Mary  Arden  Tucker  was  married  to  Lt.  (j.g.)  Gerald 
Ray  Sutterfield,  U.  S.  N.  R.,  of  Leslie,  Arkansas,  on  Satur- 
day, September  7.  All  her  college  roommates  were  at  the 
wedding:  Shirley  Shepherd,  '42  (H.  S.),  Olive  Camp,  '44 
(H.  S.),  Margaret  Rodwell,  '45,  and  Ann  Edmunds,  '45. 
The  couple  is  living  in  Portsmouth,  where  the  groom  is  a 
resident  physician  at  the  Portsmouth  Naval  Hospital. 

Eleanor  Thomas  Land  and  her  husband  are  living  in 
Hamlet.  Eleanor  was  matron-of-honor  at  Jane  Sloan's.  '44 
(H.  S.),  wedding  to  William  Lee  Samson  on  September  11. 

Mary  Dickey  and  Roberta  Bryant  are  finishing  at 
George  Washington  University  this  year.  Both  are  mem- 
bers of  Kappa  Alpha  Theta  sorority.  Betty  Nance,  ex  '46, 
is  also  at  George  Washington,  and  is  a  Chi  Omega. 

Ann  Anderson  is  a  senior  at.  Florida  State  College  for 
Women  in  Tallahassee,  and  is  living  at  the  Pi  Beta  Phi 
House. 

Betsy  London  Cordon  is  working  in  Raleigh  for  the 
Durham  Life  Insurance  Company.  She  was  recently  asked 
to  join  the  Raleigh  Junior  League  Chapter. 

Nancy  Wood,  Kate  Broadfoot,  and  Sibjd  Goerch  are 
planning  weddings  in  the  near  future. 

Ann  Cutts  is  president  of  the  Pi  Phi's  at  Chapel  Hill 
this  vear. 

1946 

CLASS  SECRETARY :  Jane  Campbell,  127  Seventeenth 
St.,  N.  E.,  Atlanta,  Georgia. 

Here  goes  the  first  news  of  our  class  for  the  alumnae 
section  of  the  Bulletin.  I  guess  each  of  you  still  gets  a  kick 
thinking  about  commencement  and  what  a  wonderful  cli- 
max it  was  to  our  two  years  at  Saint  Mary's.  I  was  so  in 
hopes  that  I  would  have  heard  something  from  all  of  you 
to  pass  along.  Although  not  complete,  there  is  news  from 
many  of  you. 

From  all  reports  Carolina  must  be  superb  as  usual. 
Sally  Ann  writes,  "It's  practically  Saint  Mary's  over  again 
with  all  our  girls  here."  There  are  Sally  Ann,  Emma  Katie, 
Lib  Clinard,  Harriet  Gurley,  Sallie  Lee,  Dabney  Little, 
Helen  Barnes,  and  Estelle  Boyce.  Beverly  Morrison  and 
Mary  Moulton  are  also  at  Carolina,  and  Beverly  writes 
that  she  and  Mary  are  still  agog  over  their  grand  trip  to 
Oklahoma  to  visit  Mary  Willis.  Mary  Willis,  I  understand, 
is  going  to  college  in  her  home  town  of  Ada. 

Florida  State  College  for  Women  at  Tallahassee  is 
Betty  Sue's  new  alma  mater,  and  she  likes  it  very  much. 

Helene,  we  all  wish  you  the  best  of  everything.  As  you 
have  probably  heard,  Helene  Carpenter  is  to  be  married 
to  William  Hayden  Blackwell  of  Florence,  S.  O,  on  No- 
vember 16.  Joan  Reese  and  Damaris  Thornton  will  be 
bridesmaids,  and  Lib  Price  Hines  will  play  in  the  wedding. 

I  just  heard  from  Charlotte  Hoffmann  that  she  has 
pledged  Chi  Omega  at  the  University  of  Georgia.  Sue 
Thomas  is  at  home  this  winter  and  making  her  debut. 
She  is  also  taking  some  courses  at  the  extension  school  of 
the  University  of  Georgia  in  Atlanta.  Sue  vows  that  she 
has  not  been  in  a  library  since  she  left  Saint  Mary's. 
Amazing. 

Well  it  seems  that  we  have  two  teachers  in  our  midst. 
Teeny  Royall  and  her  sister  Libba  are  teaching  a  nursery 
school  in  Goldsboro  and  every  Saturday  they  go  to  Saint 
Mary's  for  lessons  in  voice  and  harmony.  Lib  Price   is 
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teaching  eighteen  children  in  kindergarten  and  studying 
music  in  Petersburg,  Va. 

Edith  Hamilton  writes  from  Brenan  in  Gainesville,  Ga., 
that  she  is  crazy  about  it  and  the  Phi  Mil's.  She  will  see  her 
Dad  for  the  first  time  in  three  years  when  he  gets  home 
from  Korea  on  Christmas  Eve. 

Kathryn,  our  class  treasurer,  writes  from  Sweet  Briar 
that  our  four  dollars  for  class  dues  covers  our  subscription 
to  the  Bulletin,  and  that  we  may,  therefore,  disregard  the 
notice  on  the  post  card  concerning  Bulletin  dues.  About 
one  half  of  the  class  has  paid  for  this  year.  Marty  Van 
Patten  reports  that  she  loves  the  gay  life  in  the  big  city 
and  has  a  job  in  a  Washington  bank.  She  is  homesick, 
though,  for  S.  M.  S. 

Christine  writes  that  she  made  her  debut  in  Raleigh 
and  is  now  at  Salem  as  a  day  student.  Saint  Mary's  is 
certainly  represented  there.  Amie,  Beverly  Hancock,  Mary 
Helen,  and  Mary  Billings  report  they  are  up  to  their 
necks  in  work,  but  they  love  it. 

Poncie  is  at  Randolph-Macon  and  is  crazy  about  it.  She 


has  already  seen  loads  of  Saint  Mary's  girls  around  Lynch- 
burg. 

Mil  writes  from  Richmond  that  she,  Lethia  Nichols,  Ann 
Lewis,  and  Jean  Wilson  are  all  at  the  Richmond  Profes- 
sional School  of  William  and  Mary  College.  Mil  has  been 
elected  vice-president  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  chap- 
ter of  Richmond. 

Leonora  Dempsey  is  at  the  University  of  Alabama  this 
year.  Mary  Glen  is  a  lady  of  leisure  this  fall,  but  she  says 
she  will  enter  Carolina  in  January. 

Betty  Goodwyn  is  living  at  the  Three  Arts  Club  in  New 
York  and  going  to  Parson's  Art  School. 

Mary  Pinckney  is  living  at  home  in  Columbia  (her 
new  address  is  197  Wateree  Avenue)  and  is  going  to  the 
University  of  South  Carolina.  She  says  one  of  her  pro- 
fessors thinks  his  students  have  never  heard  of  the  Iliad 
and  the  Odyssey.   Imagine  ! 

I  am  going  to  Agnes  Scott  this  winter,  and  even  though 
the  class  routine  goes  on,  it  is  wonderful  being  at  home. 
Good-bye  for  now,  but  please  write  when  you  can. 


Milestones 


Engagements 

Phoebe  Ann  Arledge,  ex  '47,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Dr.  Arthur  'Bonnell  Codington  of 
Atlanta,  Georgia.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  on  December  7. 

Meta  Boykin,  ex  '44  (Bus.),  of  Boykin, 
South  Carolina,  to  Bill  Rose,  of  Jackson- 
ville, Florida.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  December. 

Kate  Broadfoot,  '45,  of  Fayetteville,  to 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  Jr.,  also  of  Fay- 
etteville. The  wedding  will  take  place 
in  the  late  fall. 

May  Elizabeth  Campbell,  ex  '4  4,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  George  Edward  Langley,  of  Nor- 
folk. The  wedding  will  take  place  on 
December  20. 

Sally  Ann  Elliott,  '46,  of  Washington, 
to  Crawford  Alexander  Mann,  also  of 
Washington.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
in  December. 

Charlotte  E.  Fulks,  ex  '45  (Bus.),  of 
Durham  and  Raleigh,  to  Bobby  L.  Joyner, 
of  Raleigh.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
on  December  4. 

Sibyl  Goerch,  '45,  of  Raleigh,  to  Ed- 
ward Knox  Powe,  III,  of  Durham.  The 
wedding  will  take  place  on  December  27. 

Henriette  Hampton,  '43,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Ben  Rankin  Morris,  of  Gastonia.  The 
wedding  will  take  place  on  December  20. 

Sara  Jane  Kitchin,  '41,  of  Scotland 
Neck,  to  Frederick  Finkenstaedt  of  Wash- 
ington. 

Mildred  Parrott  Parker,  '45,  of  La 
Grange,  to  Lt.  James  Clyde  Welch,  Jr.,  of 
Buffalo,  New  York.  The  wedding  will 
take  place  in  late  December. 

Mary  Sophia  Redwood,  '42,  of  Ashe- 
ville,   to   Lieutenant   Commander   Thomas 


Edward  Bass,  of  Rocky  Mount.  The  wed- 
ding will  take  place  in  November. 

Frances  Martin  Shackelford,  ex  '45,  of 

Martinsville,  Virginia,  to  Brooks  Russell 
Leavitt  of  Colony  Road,  West  Hartford, 
Connecticut.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
in  December. 

Nancy  Miller  Upshaw,  '42  (H.  S),  of 
Raleigh,  to  Courtney  David  Edgerton,  also 
of  Raleigh.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
in  January. 

Anne  Langhorne  Wood,  '45,  of  Eden- 
ton,  to  Edward  Carlisle  Carson,  of  Greens- 
boro. 

Mary  Ann  Cooper,  '43,  of  Henderson,  to 
Joseph  Melville  Broughton,  Jr.,  of  Ra- 
leigh. The  wedding  will  take  place  on 
November  3  0. 


(Weddings 


Frances  LaRue  Alford,  ex  '4  6  (Bus), 
of  Raleigh,  to  William  Brayton  Allen,  of 
Nashville,  Tennessee,  on  August  29,  in  the 
Saint  Mary's  School  Chapel,  Raleigh. 

Elizabeth  Marie  Bell,  '45  (Bus.),  of 
Raleigh,  to  William  Truett  Murray,  also 
of  Raleigh,  on  Monday,  September  2,  in 
the  Saint  Mary's  School  Chapel. 

Anne  Bryant,  ex  '38,  of  Scotland  Neck, 
to  Sidney  Ray  Williams,  of  Cleveland, 
Ohio,  on  Tuesday,  November  5,  in  Trinity 
Church,  Scotland  Neck.  Rebecca  Bryant 
Gammon,  ex  '38,  was  her  sister's  matron- 
of-honor. 

Betsy  Lee  Buchanan,  ex  '46  (Bus.),  of 
Raleigh,  to  Lloyd  Victor  Capps,  of  Fay- 
etteville, on  Saturday,  November  2,  in 
Hillyer  Memorial  Christian  Church.  Bar- 
bara Brockwell,  ex  '46  (Bus.),  was  maid- 
of-honor,  and  Lizette  Crocker,  ex  '46 
(Bus.),  was  a  bridesmaid. 

Adelaide  Caldwell  Butler,  '4  4,  of  Flor- 
ence,   South   Carolina,    to    William    James 


Maxwell     on     Saturday,     October     12,     in 
Saint  John's  Episcopal  Church,  Florence. 

Helene  Hickson  Carpenter,  '4  6,  of  Flor- 
ence, South  Carolina,  to  William  Hayden 
Blackwell,  also  of  Florence,  on  Saturday, 
November  16.  Joanne  Reese,  '46  (H.  S.), 
and  Damaris  Thornton,  ex  '45  (H.  S.), 
were  bridesmaids. 

Ann  Carter,  '40  (H.  S.),  of  Walnut 
Cove,  to  Baxter  Parks  Freeze,  of  High 
Point,  on  Saturday,  September  14,  in 
Christ  Church,  Walnut  Cove.  Aurelia 
Fulton,  '4S   (H.  S.),  was  maid-of-honor. 

Marjorie  Cole,  '44,  of  Raleigh,  to  Em- 
met Brown  Ford,  Jr.,  of  Garden  City, 
Long  Island,  New  York,  on  August  17  in 
the  Saint  Mary's  School  Chapel,  Raleigh. 
Dorothy  Rufliii  Scott,  '44  (H.  S.),  and 
Mary  Helen  Wilson,  '45  (Bus.),  were 
bridesmaids. 

Sylvia  Oullum,  '38,  of  Batesburg,  South 
Carolina,  to  Roy  Bradford  Whitney  on 
Friday  evening,  June  2S. 

Anne  Fayssoux  Davis,  '41,  of  Durham, 
to  Richard  Jones  Reid,  Jr.,  Lieutenant 
Commander,  United  States  Naval  Reserve, 
of  Durham,  on  Saturday,  August  24,  in 
St.  Philip's  Episcopal  Church,  Durham. 
Elizabeth  Davis  Mallard,  '32,  was  matron- 
of-honor. 

Jean  Webster  Fulton  '42,  of  Roanoke, 
Virginia,  to  Edmund  Culbertson  Wingerd, 
Jr.,  of  Chambersburg,  Pennsylvania,  on 
Friday,  September  6,  in  St.  John's  Epis- 
copal Church,  Roanoke.  Kathryn  Fulton, 
'46,  was  her  sister's  maid-of-honor,  and 
Ruth  Bond,  '42,  was  a  bridesmaid. 

Catherine  Ravenel  Gant,  '40  (H.  S.),  of 
Burlington,  to  Robert  Jackson  Powell, 
Jr.,  of  Burlington,  on  Saturday,  Septem- 
ber 7,  in  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Com- 
forter,  Burlington. 

Golda  Dell  Gurley,  ex  '4  7  (Bus.),  of 
Raleigh,  to  Jay  Carl  Young,  of  Angier,  on 
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August    28.       Mildred    Chamberlain,    '47 
(Bus.),  was  a  bridesmaid. 

Florence  Logan  Harris,  '3  9,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Daniel  W.  Sawyer,  of  Birmingham, 
Alabama,  on  September  1  in  Christ 
Episcopal  Church,  Raleigh,  N.  C.  Matron- 
of-honor  was  Barbara  Jane  Harris  Col- 
lins, '3  6,  sister  of  the  bride,  of  Scarsdale, 
N.  Y. 

Virginia  Ruth  Hassinger,  '41,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  William  Norman  Holm,  Lieuten- 
ant Colonel,  Army  of  the  United  States, 
of  Center  City,  Minnesota,  on  August  2  4 
in  the  First  Presbyterian  Church,  Ra- 
leigh. Mary  Bridgers  Cornick,  '43,  was 
a  bridesmaid. 

Patricia  LeMoine  Hassler,  43  (H.  S.), 
ot  Thomasville,  to  John  Schuber,  Jr.,  of 
Asheville,  on  August  31  in  the  Saint 
Mary's  Chapel,  High  Point.  Joan  Hassler, 
'4  7,  was  maid-of-honor.  The  couple  is 
living  in  Lexington,  Virginia. 

Pauline  Holt,  '3S,  of  Greensboro,  to 
Donald  Franklin  Wilson  on  Thursday, 
August  1,  in  Greensboro.  The  couple  is 
living  in  Long  Beach,  California. 

Mabel  Humphrey,  '3S,  of  Goldsboro,  to 
J.  W.  Edmonson  on  July  20.  The  couple 
is  living  in  Goldsboro. 

Clara  Leigh  Kemper,  '4  4,  of  Shelby,  to 
Alonzo  Warren  Jones,  Jr.,  on  Saturday. 
August  10,  in  Shelby. 

Mildred  Borden  Lee,  '42,  of  Goldsboro, 
to  Doyle  Allison  Stout,  of  Denver,  Colo- 
rado, on  Saturday,  October  19,  in  Saint 
Stephen's  Episcopal  Church.  Goldsboro. 
Sallie  Lee,  '46.  sister  of  the  bride,  was 
maid-of-honor.  The  couple  is  living  in 
Denver,  Colorado. 

Alexa  McColl,  '38,  of  Bennettsville, 
South  Carolina,  to  George  B.  Kerr,  of 
Mountain  Lakes,  New  Jersey,  and  San- 
turce,  Puerto  Rico,  on  Monday,  October 
14,  in  New  York  City.  The  couple  is 
living  at  2  6  Pacific  Place,  Santurce, 
Puerto  Rico. 

C'amille  McDaniel,  ex  '38.  of  Greenville, 
South  Carolina,  to  Malcolm  Manning,  also 
of  Greenville,  in  August. 

Ella  McLendel  Meadows,  '45  I  H.  S. ) , 
of  New  Bern,  to  Richard  Alvord  Ward, 
Lieutenant.  United  States  Marine  Corps, 
of  Cherry  Point  and  Phoenix,  Arizona, 
on  Saturday,  October  18. 

Isabclle  Haynes  Montgomery,  '41,  of, 
Lynchburg,  Virginia,  to  Arthur  Niemeyer 
Marshall,  of  Petersburg,  Virginia,  on  Fri- 
day, September  27,  in  Lynchburg.  The 
couple  is  living  in  Charlottesville,  where 
the  groom  is  attending  law  school  at  the 
University  of  Virginia. 

Patricia  Fan-  Pagen,  '43  (H.  S.).  of 
Greensboro,  to  Peter  Thompson  Abell  on 
Saturday,  June  15,  in  Calvary  Episcopal 
Church,  Santa  Cruz,  California. 

Elizabeth  Jordan  Pender,  '43,  of  Nor- 
folk, Virginia,  to  Richard  Deming  Laz- 
enby,  of  Annapolis.  Lieutenant,  United 
States  Navy,  on  Friday,  August  9,  in  Gal- 
ilee Episcopal  Church,  Virginia  Beach. 
Anne  Dickson,  '43,  of  Virginia  Beach,  and 
Betty  Willcox,  '42,  of  Norfolk,  were 
bridesmaids.  The  couple  is  living  at  Vir- 
ginia Beach. 

Margaret  Morris  Parker,  '40  (H.  S.), 
of  South   Orange,  New  Jersey,  to  Arthur 


Eroadus  Moss,  of  Andalusia,  Alabama,  on 
Saturday,  August  31,  in  the  Chapel  of  the 
Cross,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C.  The  couple  is 
living  in  Chapel  Hill,  where  the  groom  is 
continuing  his   studies  at  the  University. 

Nancy  Rose  Poe,  ex  '43,  of  Raleigh,  to 
John  Stephen  Holloway,  also  of  Raleigh, 
on  September  7  in  Christ  Episcopal 
Church,  Raleigh.  Alice  Poe  Yates,  '35, 
was  her  sister's  matron-of-honor. 

Margaret  Chambers  Powell,  ex  '46,  of 
Rocky  Mount,  to  Nade  E.  Strickland,  of 
Middlesex,  on  August  17. 

Sarah  Sawyer  Phelps,  '39,  of  Windsor, 
to  William  Anderson  Allen,  Jr.,  o£  Kin- 
ston,  on  September  7  in  Weldon. 

Helen  Redfern,  '38,  of  Raleigh  and 
Richmond,  Virginia,  to  Carl  Stone,  also  of 
Richmond,  in  October. 

Mary  Richardson,  '37,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Robert  Green  Sutphin  Davis,  of  Hender- 
son, on  Saturday,  October  5,  in  Cnrist 
Cuurch,  Raleigh.  Nell  Joslin  Styron,  '33, 
Alice  Cheshire  Haywood,  '3  6,  Nancy 
Maupin  Neely,  '3S,  and  Sarah  Dawson 
Davis,  '43,  were  bridesmaids. 

Mary  Katherine  Roper,  '42,  of  Winter 
Garden,  Florida,  to  JJean  Charles  Eng- 
strom,  of  Minneapolis,  Minnesota,  on  Sat- 
urday, November  9,  in  the  Methodist 
Church,  Winter  Garden.  Olivia  Anne 
Smith,  '42,  Minkie  Clarke  Denham,  '42, 
Janet  James  Lindsey,  '40  (H.  S.),  and 
Ailie  Bell,  '42,  were  bridesmaids.  The 
couple  is  living  in  Winter  Park,  Florida. 

Sarah  Elizabeth  Sanborn,  '43,  of  Golds- 
boro, to  Paul  Wesley  Best,  II,  also  of 
Goldsboro,  on  Wednesday,  November  6,  in 
Saint  Paul's  Methodist  Church,  Golds- 
boro. Betty  Bassett,  '43,  and  Margaret 
Stone,  '43,  were  bridesmaids. 

Margaret  Spencer  Shackelford,  '43,  of 
Martinsville,  Virginia,  to  Bate  Carpenter 
Toms,  Jr.,  of  Salisbury,  on  Saturday,  Sep- 
tember 7,  in  Saint  Luke's  Episcopal 
Church,  Martinsville.  The  couple  is  liv- 
ing in  Chapel  Hill,  where  the  groom  is 
continuing  his  studies. 

Jane  Elliott  Sloan,  '44  (H.  S.),  of 
Charlotte,  to  William  Lee  Samson,  of 
Pittsburgh,  Pennsylvania,  on  Wednesday, 
September  11,  in  the  Myers  Park  Presby- 
terian Church,  Charlotte.  Eleanor 
Thomas  Land,  '45,  was  matron-of-honor. 
Elizabeth  Petesch,  ex  '45,  was  a  brides- 
maid. 

Margaret  Whitfield  Speight,  ex  '42,  of 
Rocky  Mount,  on  Saturday,  October  12, 
in  the  Church  of  the  Good  Shepherd, 
Rocky  Mount,  to  William  Coleman  Wood- 
ard,  Jr.,  also  of  Rocky  Mount,  on  Satur- 
day, October  12,  in  the  Church  of  the 
Good  Shepherd,  Rocky  Mount.  Gray 
Woodard,  '41,  was  maid-of-honor,  and 
Martha  Ann  Speight  Watson,  '39,  was  her 
sister's  matron-of-honor.  The  couple  is 
living  in  Rocky  Mount. 

Carolyn  Stenhouse,  ex  '41,  of  Golds- 
boro, to  John  Dortch  Lewis,  also  of  Golds- 
boro, on  September  29  in  Saint  Stephen's 
Church,  Goldsboro.  Marjorie  Stenhouse, 
'41,  and  Mary  Cleaves  Stenhouse,  '45 
(Bus.),  were  bridesmaids. 

.Margaret  Guest  Taylor,  '39,  of  Greens- 
boro, to  Thomas  H.  Wright,  Jr.,  of  Wil- 
mington, on  August  10  in  Holy  Trinity 
Episcopal    Church,    Greensboro.      Eleanor 


Wright    Beane,    ex    '34,    was    matron-of- 
honor. 

May  French  Taylor,  ex  '43  (H.  S.),  of 
Wilmington,  to  Robert  Hope  Crawford, 
Jr.,  of  Charlotte  and  Rutherfordton,  on 
Saturday,  November  9,  in  Saint  James' 
Episcopal  Church,  Wilmington.  Lossie 
Taylor  Noell,  '39,  was  her  sister's  matron- 
of-honor.  May  Strange,  ex  '46,  Margaret 
Glenn,  ex  ^43,  Catherine  Gibbon,  '41  (H. 
S.),  and  Mary  Wright  Holland  Cantwell, 
'42,  were  bridesmaids. 

Bettie  Battle  Thorpe,  ex  '42,  of  Pelham, 
New  York,  to  John  Arthur  Feather,  Jr., 
United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of  New  Bed- 
ford, on  Saturday,  October  26,  in  Christ 
Church.  Phyllis  Thorpe,  '44  (H.  S.), 
was  a  bridesmaid. 

Mary  Arden  Tucker,  '45,  of  Warrenton, 
to  Gerald  Ray  Sutterfield,  Lieutenant  ( jg) , 
United  States  Naval  Reserve,  of  Leslie, 
Arkansas,  on  Saturday,  September  7,  in 
Emmanuel  Episcopal  Church,  Warrenton. 
After  September  15  the  couple  will  live  in 
Portsmouth,  where  the  groom  is  a  resi- 
dent physician  at  the  Portsmouth  Naval 
Hospital. 

Edla  Holmes  Walker,  '41,  of  Elizabeth 
City,  to  John  Wood  Foreman,  also  of 
Elizabeth  City,  on  Wednesday,  Septem- 
ber 11. 

Catherine  Jane  Weaver,  '45  (Bus.),  of 
Rocky  Mount,  to  Frederick  Ross  Conyers, 
Jr.,  also  of  Rocky  Mount,  on  Saturday, 
September  14,  in  Thorpe  Memorial 
Chapel,  Rocky  Mount.  Sarah  Ingle,  '45 
(Bus.),  was  a  bridesmaid. 

Carolyn  Hoke  West,  '42,  of  Kinston,  to 
Benjamin  R.  Lacy,  of  Richmond,  Virginia, 
on  Saturday,  August  31,  in  Kinston. 
Amine  Galbreath  Edwards,  '41,  and  Ida 
Jeffress  Wooten,  ex  '41,  were  bridesmaids. 

Ann  Nash  White,  ex  '45,  of  Fayetteville, 
to  James  H.  Kyle,  on  Saturday,  November 
2,  in  Fayetteville.  Susan  Toler,  ex  '45, 
Kate  Broadfoot,  '45,  Elisabeth  Burns,  '48, 
and  Jean  Huske,  '46,  were  bridesmaids. 

Elizabeth  Winslow  Willcox,  '42,  of  Nor- 
folk, Virginia,  to  Dr.  John  Crawford,  also 
of  Norfolk,  on  Saturday,  October  12,  in 
Christ  and  Saint  Luke's  Episcopal  Church, 
Norfolk.  Mary  Tudor  Hudson  Wilson, 
ex  '4  0,  was  matron-of-honor,  and  Kath- 
erine Willcox,  '47  (H.  S.),  was  maid-of- 
honor.  Betty  Pender  Lazenby,  '43,  was 
a  bridesmaid.  The  couple  is  living  in 
Norfolk. 

Lillion  Kilby  Williams,  '36,  of  Raleigh 
and  Washington,  D.  C,  to  Howard  Doty 
Hudson,  Captain,  United  States  Marine 
Corps,  of  Columbus,  Ohio,  on  Wednesday, 
June  19,  in  Rockville,  Maryland. 

Hclene  Battle  Willingham,  '32,  of 
Rocky  Mount,  to  Dr.  Alexander  Franklin 
Thompson,  of  Troy,  on  Wednesday,  Sep- 
tember 11,  in  the  Church  of  the  Good 
Shepherd.  Rocky  Mount.  Mary  Parker, 
'32,  was  maid-of-honor. 

Mary  Virginia  Woodard,  ex  '43  (H.  S.), 
of  Rocky  Mount,  to  Henry  W.  Cutchin, 
also  of  Rocky  Mount,  on  Wednesday, 
August  28,  in  the  Church  of  the  Good 
Shepherd,  Rocky  Mount.  Gray  Woodard, 
'41,  was  her  sister's  maid-of-honor.  Bet- 
tie  Battle,  ex  '42,  Mavis  Bunn,  '45,  and 
Shields  Jones,  '42  (H.  S.),  were  brides- 
maids. 
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Mary  Jane  Yeatman,  '3S,  of  Columbia, 
Tennessee,  to  Joseph  L.  Whiteside,  on 
August  15.  The  couple  is  living  at  807 
West  7th  Street,   Columbia,  Tennessee. 


Births 


A  son,  Frederick  Patterson,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  James  Anthony,  of  Greensboro,  on 
August  28.  Mrs.  Anthony  is  the  former 
Vi  Johnson,  ex  '43,  of  Greensboro. 

A  son,  John  Philip,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
John  Philip  Ballard,  of  Tarboro,  on  Sep- 
tember 12.  Mrs.  Ballard  is  tne  former 
Louise  Bryan,  '36,  of  Tarboro. 

A  son,  William  Spruill,  adopted  by  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Grover  Bonner,  of  Rocky  Mount, 
during  the  summer.  Mrs.  Bonner  is  the 
former  Florence  Spruill,  '3  5,  of  Rocky 
Mount. 

A  daughter,  Patricia,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Carl  Buffington,  of  Greensboro,  on  June  2. 
Mrs.  Bufflngton  is  the  former  Patsy  Jones, 
'38,  of  Greensboro. 

A  son,  James  Michael,  III,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  James  M.  Coleman,  of  Richmond,  on 
October  2  4.  Mrs.  Coleman  is  the  former 
Mary  Barrow,  '36.  of  Zebulon. 

A  son,  Charles,  III,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Charles  H.  Conner,  Jr.,  of  Charlotte,  on 
September  10.  Mrs.  Conner  is  the  former 
Alice  Alexander,  '33,  of  Charlotte. 

A  daughter,  Amanda  Moore,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  William  L.  Davey,  of  Windsor,  on 
August  6.  Mrs.  Davey  is  the  former  Ann 
Seeley,  '41,  of  Raleigh. 


A  son,  Charles  Connor,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
James  C.  Dempsey,  Jr.,  of  Wilson,  on 
July  11.  Mrs.  Dempsey  is  the  former 
Katherine  M.  Fleming,  '41,  of  Wilson. 

A  daughter,  Mary  deRosset,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  John  Detgen,  of  Fayetteville,  on 
October  31.  Mrs.  Detgen  is  the  former 
Mary  Burns,  '43,  of  Fayetteville. 

A  son,  Robert  Todd,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Robert  Todd  Foss  of  Raleigh  and 
Danville,  Va.  Mrs.  Foss  is  the  former 
Olive  Cruikshank,  '37,  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Sallie  London  ,to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Gordon  Dix  Griffin,  of  Trenton, 
N.  J.,  on  August  24.  Mrs.  Griffin  is  the 
former  Sallie  London  Fell,  '3S,  of  Tren- 
ton. 

A  son,  born  July  5,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Robert  C.  Hancock,  of  Lynchburg,  Va. 
Mrs.  Hancock  is  the  former  Katherine 
Hancock,  '3S,  of  Howardsville,  Va. 

A  son,  William  Burwell,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  William  Burwell  Harrison,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  in  August.  Mrs.  Harrison  is  the 
former  Kate  Spruill,  '3  5,  of  Rocky  Mount. 

A  son,  born  in  October,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hubert  B.  Haywood,  Jr.,  of  Durham.  Mrs. 
Haywood  is  the  former  Virginia  Allison, 
'39,  of  Schenectady,  N.  Y. 

A  daughter,  Elizabeth,  to  Lt.  and  Mrs. 
John  Clayton  Hill,  in  October.  Mrs.  Hill 
is  the  former  Mary  Helen  Rodman,  '40,  of 
Washington,  N.  C. 

A  daughter,  Sally,  to  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Charles  B.  Higgins,  of  Raleigh,  on  Octo- 
ber 2  6.  Mrs.  Higgins  is  the  former  Betsy 
Myatt,  '37,  of  Raleigh. 


A  son  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ned  Morgan  in 
the  summer  of  1946.  Mrs.  Morgan  is  the 
former  Laura  Butcher,  '40,  of  Richmond, 
Va. 

A  daughter,  Nancy  Branch,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Charles  Neely,  of  Annapolis,  Md.,  on 
June  9.  Mrs.  Neely  is  the  former  Nancy 
Maupin,  '3S,  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Anna  Wood,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Trent  Ragland,  Jr.,  of  Charlotte,  in 
September.  Mrs.  Ragland  is  the  former 
Anna  Wood,  '41,  of  Edenton. 

A  daughter,  Terry,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Leonard  Gregory  Smith,  temporarily  sta- 
tioned at  Pensacola,  Fla.  Mrs.  Smith  is 
the  former  Lucy  Pittenger,  '39,  of  Enka, 
N.   C. 

A  son,  William  George,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  William  George  Thomas,  of  Fort 
Benning,  Ga.,  on  October  26.  Mrs.  Thom- 
as is  the  former  Jean  Lyon,  '42,  of  Fay- 
etteville and  Washington,   D.  C. 

A  son,  James,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
James  R.  Warner,  of  Fayetteville,  on  Sep- 
tember 4.  Mrs.  Warner  is  the  former 
Janet  McConnell,  '3  7,  of  Fayetteville. 


Deaths 


Winifred     Vass, 
August  2. 


'38,     of    Raleigh,     on 


Mrs.  J.  Kemp  Doughton,  of  Sparta, 
formerly  of  Raleigh  and  Baltimore,  Md., 
(nee  Josephine  Lane  Brown,  '95),  on  Fri- 
day, November  1. 


Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  Needs  Your  Membership 

For  those  of  you  who  have  not  paid  your  alumnae  dues  this  year  and 
who  would  like  to  continue  receiving  the  Bulletin,  a  subscription  blank 
is  printed  below. 

Dues  to  the  Alumnae  Association  give  you : 

1.  An  active  membership  in  the  Association. 

2.  A  year's  subscription- to  the  Bulletin  (3  issues  per  year). 

I  enclose  $2,    (        ),   $5,   10,   $25,   $50,    ( 
Alumnae  Association. 


)    to  the   Saint   Mary's 


Maiden  Name_ 


-Class- 


Married  Name- 


Address 

Make  checks  payable  to :   Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association 

(Contributions  deductible  on  Federal  and  State  Income  Tax  returns) 
Please  add  any  information  about  yourself  or  other  old  students  that 
would  be  of  interest  for  use  in  a  Bulletin. 


ACROSS  MY  DESK 

(Continued  from  Page  13) 

(Mrs.  Albert  Gallatin),  '44,  and  Al  are 
living  in  Durham  and  are  planning  to 
move  into  their  new  house  this  fall.  .  .  . 
Mary  Faith  Rogers  Malcolm  (Mrs.  Talbot, 
Jr.),  ex  '44,  is  attending  Coker  College 
as  a  day  student.  She  has  a  daughter, 
Talbot,  aged  two.  .  .  .  Mary  Hodges  Per- 
son, '44,  is  studying  at  the  Woman's  Medi- 
cal College  of  Pennsylvania  in  Philadel- 
phia. .  .  .  Helen  Hocutt  Kinlaw,  ex  '44, 
(Mrs.  John  Carlyle  Kinlaw)  is  now  living 
at  4614  W.  Franklin  St.,  Richmond  Va. 
Her  husband  is  studying  dentistry  in 
Richmond.  .  .  .  Juanita  Anderson,  '44,  has 
a  position  with  Rich's  Department  Store 
in  Atlanta,  Ga.  .  .  .  Mildred  Taylor  Allen, 
'3  9.  and  husband  and  two  children  are 
living  in  Salisbury.  .  .  .  Kay  Roberson 
Weisel,  '38,  and  Charles  are  living  at 
Overbrook  Gardens,  F-l,  900  North  63rd 
Street,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Among  the  alumnae  visiting  Saint 
Mary's  this  fall  have  been  Ruth  Bond, 
'42,  Betty  Michaux,  '43  (Bus.),  Martha 
Bailey,  ex  '47,  Mary  Billings,  '46,  Amie 
Watkins,  '46,  Lib  Clinard,  '46,  Emma 
Katie  Guion,  '46,  Anna  Margaret  Moo- 
maw,  '45,  Sophia  Redwood,  '42,  Rebecca 
Drane,  '44,  and  Mary  Dickey,  '45. 
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Saint  Mary's  School 


This  sketch  from  the  blueprints  of  the  proposed  changes  on  the  front  campus  (see 
page  2  for  progress  to  date)  is  reprinted  from  a  previous  issue  of  the  BULLETIN. 
It  is  suggested  that  readers  keep  it  for  reference  in  connection  with  subsequent  articles 
on  exterior  improvements  at  Saint  Mary's. 
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THE  ARTS  AT  SAINT  MARY'S 

The  purpose  of  Saint  Mary's  is  to  pro- 
vide for  a  threefold  development  of  her 
students:  first,  in  religion;  second,  in  intel- 
lect ;  and  third,  in  the  arts.  This  purpose, 
the  goal  towards  which  these  three  factors 
work,  seems  best  expressed  in  the  Saint 
Mary's  seal,  shown  on  the  cover  of  this 
issue  of  the  Bulletin.  In  the  simple  de- 
sign of  -its  crest  the  cross  at  the  bottom 
symbolizes  religion  as  a  strong,  impregnable 
base;  the  book  at  the  top  symbolizes  edu- 
cation as  the  peak  of  attainment;  aud  on 
either  side  the  palette  and  the  lyre  sym- 
bolize aesthetic  growth. 

In  their  separate  fields  of  music,  art, 
literature,  and  drama,  the  arts  achieve  an- 
other purpose :  they  offer  to  the  individual 
a  test  of  his  talents  or  powers  of  apprecia- 
tion. All  persons  are  endowed,  in  varying 
degrees,  with  talents  of  some  sort,  or  with 
ability  io  recognize  talent  in  others.  Talent 
and  appreciation,  however,  like  all  other 
aspects  of  intelligence,  need  development. 
It  is  in  this  development  that  Saint  Mary's 
plays  its  role. 

Saint  Mary's  has  long  realized  the  im- 
portance of  the  arts  and  has  provided  well 
for  their  growing  importance  in  school  life. 
Even  in  the  early  days  of  the  school,  young 
ladies  were  taught  "drawing"  and  "piano," 
though  in -those  days  all  practicing  was 
done  on  the  one  piano  in  the  parlor.  With 
the  growing  demand  for  aesthetic  educa- 
tion, the  school  began  to  offer  more  courses 
in  both  academic  and  applied  art  and  music 
and  to  award  certificates  for  superior 
achievement  in  any  branch  of  the  arts. 

Until  comparatively  recently,  there  was 
an  extra  charge  at  Saint  Mary's  for  instruc- 
tion in  any  course  of  applied  tine  arts.  In 
consequence,  really  talented  students  were 
sometimes  financially  unable  to  pursue  such 
studies,  and  less  talented  ones,  who  would 
nevertheless  have  been  able  to  develop  ap- 
preciation in  such  a  course,  never  thought 
of  taking  it.  Since  1937,  the  charges  for 
courses  in  art,  music,  and  expression  have 
been  included  in  the  regular  tuition  with 
the  result  that  now  every  student  has  the 
opportunity  to  take  these  subjects. 

This  arrangement  brought  music  and  art 
to  a  position  of  new  importance  and  influ- 
ence in  school  life.  So  enthusiastic  was 
student  response  that  enrollments  in  fine 
arts  courses  jumped  immediately.  The 
Music  Department  found  it  necessary  to  em- 
ploy several  additional  teachers:  and  a 
music  building,  with  eighteen  practice 
rooms  and  three  studios,  was  built.  Since 
then  the  music  building  has  been  added  to, 
and  this  year,  a  new  practice  organ  has 
been  installed. 

The  Art  Department  also  has  expanded. 
Fourteen  students,  the  largest  number  in 
Saint  Mary's  history,  expect  to  receive  cer- 
tificates this  year.  Since  11)45,  moreover. 
Saint  Mary's  has  joined  with  Peace  and 
Meredith  Colleges  in  an  annual  exhibition 
of  their  work  at  the  North  Carolina  State 
Art  Gallery. 

Expansion  is  evident  in  the  Expression 
Department,  as  well.  The  Dramatic  Club 
has  always  presented  plays  of  literary  merit 
and  stressed  good  acting.  Now,  however, 
its  fields  of  interest  include  additional 
branches  of  stagecraft,  and  so  offer  oppor- 
tunity for  aesthetic  expression  to  a   larger 
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group  of  students.  The  Club,  which  was 
formerly  made  up  almost  entirely  of  girls 
with  some  talent  for  acting,  now  includes 
any  girl  who  is  interested  in  helping  with 
make-up,  properties,  publicity,  or  other  ac- 
tivities of  the  theater. 

The  meaning  of  these  changes  seems  clear. 
Through  the  passing  years,  there  has  been 
no  lessening  of  the  importance  of  religious 
and  intellectual  training  at  Saint  Mary's. 
The  growing  emphasis  on  the  arts  indi- 
cates, rather,  a  progress  towards  the  well- 
rounded  education  symbolized  by  the  Saint 
Mary's  seal. 


FULL-TIME   DEMOCRACY 

Elections  of  Saint  Mary's  Student  Gov- 
ernment officers  for  1947-48  are  nearing 
their  end.  During  the  election  period  they 
are  foremost  in  campus  interest.  Each  stu- 
dent accepts  her  responsibilities  as  a  mem- 
ber of  the  association  and  acts  upon  them. 
Each  student  conscientiously  chooses  her 
candidate  and  casts  her  vote.  Each  stu- 
dent is  ready,  if  her  candidate  is  defeated, 
to  offer  sincere  congratulations  to  the  win- 
ner. Throughout  elections  the  student  body 
actually  functions  as  a  democracy  and  feels 
prepared  to  function  as  a  unit  in  support 
of  its  new  officers. 

Yet  this  support  tends  to  die  with  the 
passing  of  election  excitement.  Unfortu- 
nately, the  many  functions  of  Student  Gov- 
ernment cannot  be  carried  on  by  a  few 
leaders.  They  require  individual  and  per- 
sonal responsibility  for  upholding  the  prin- 
ciples and  regulations  of  Student  Govern- 
ment. Each  member  must  both  observe  these 
principles  herself  and  refuse  to  condone 
violations  by  others.  Duly  by  acceptance  of 
full-time  responsibility  for  Student  Govern- 
ment can  the  students  as  members  and  the 
Association  as  a  body  increase  in  capacity 
for  responsibility. 

As  the  Rev.  Dr..  George  F.  Taylor  pointed 
out  in  a  recent  address  at  Saint  Mary's,  we 
are  products  of  our  own  self-discipline.  The 
discipline  of  full-time  active  democracy  in 
our  college  life  will  result,  therefore,  not 
only  in  sounder  Student  Government,  but 
in  better  disciplined,  more  mature  Saint 
Mary's  students,  young  women  habituated 
to  the  practice  of  democratic  responsibili- 
ties. 

Having  lived  and  practiced  a  full-time 
democracy  as  citizens  of  our  student  body, 
Saint  Mary's  girls  will  carry  with  them 
into  mature  life  the  habit  of  responsible 
citizenship.  Such  an  achievement  is  a 
major  goal  of  their  education ;  such  citi- 
zenship, the  sine  qua  non  of  democracy. 


WHAT    SAINT    MARY'S    GIRLS    ARE 
THINKING 

At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  Bulletin  staff, 
it  was  suggested  that  as  a  regular  feature 
the  Bulletin  run  a  page  entitled  "What 
Saint  Mary's  Girls  Are  Thinking."  Such  a 
page  would  print  opinions  on  subjects  of 
current  importance,  national  and  interna- 
tional. The  reader  who  searches  through 
this  issue  for  the  first  such  expression  of 
ideas  will  search  in  vain.  After  several 
false  starts  the  staff — at  least,  tempor- 
arily— abandoned  its  project,  for  it  discov- 
ered the  lamentable  fact  that  Saint  Mary's 
girls  are  not  thinking. 

We  live  in  times  when  portentous  events 
are  taking  place.  As  future  leaders  of  our 
community  and  nation  we  are  duty  bound 
to  keep  well  informed.  We  must  acquire 
facts.  We  must  read  newspapers  and  maga- 
zines and  listen  to  radio  reports  to  get  a 
broad  outlook  on  world  affairs.  We  must 
form  our  own  opinions,  not  just  accept  those 
of  our  parents  and  teachers.  Serious  prob- 
lems confront  us  today,  problems  whose 
causes  and  far-reaching  consequences  chal- 
lenge our  attention.  Unless  we  meet  the 
challenge  with  conscious  and  continued 
effort  toward  grasp  and  reasoned  opinion, 
a  page  entitled  "What  Saint  Mary's  Girls 
Are  Thinking"  must  continue  to  be  blank. 
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Eliot  Frost  Stoughton 


At  a  meeting  of  the  Executive  Committee  of  the  Board 
of  Trustees  of  Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College, 
held  in  Raleigh  on  Wednesday,  February  26,  1947,  the 
following  resolution  was  unanimously  adopted  by  rising 
vote: 

Resolved : 

That  in  the  death  of  Eliot  Frost  Stoughton  in  Raleigh, 
N.  C,  on  February  22,  1947,  Saint  Mary's  School  has  lost 
a  valuable  administrative  officer  and  a  loyal  friend.  Mr. 
Stoughton  was  born  in  New  Hampshire  in  1895.  He 
graduated  from  Dartmouth  College  in  1919  with  an  A.  B. 
degree,  and  two  years  later,  from  Amos  Tuck  School  of 
Business  Administration  and  Finance  with  the  degree 
of  Master  of  Commercial  Science.  In  World  War  I,  he 
served  overseas  with  the  301st  Field  Signal  Battalion. 
Before  he  moved  to  Raleigh  as  Assistant  Treasurer  of  the 
Carolina  Coach  Company,  he  had  served  in  several  cities 
as  a  member  of  the  Stone  and  Webster  organization.  His 
connection   with  Saint  Mary's  School   began  in  August, 


194;-!,  when  he  was  elected  to  the  office  of  Business  Man- 
ager. He  soon  gained  the  complete  confidence  of  all 
members  of  Saint  Mary's  family  and  made  many  warm 
friends  among  the  Trustees,  Staff,  FacuRy  and  Students. 
During  the  four  years  of  his  association  with  Saint  Mary's 
School,  he  administered  the  business  affairs  with  devotion 
and  skill.  He  was  particularly  active  in  the  Centennial 
Fund  Campaign,  and  gave  of  his  time  and  strength  un- 
sparingly to  the  subsequent  program  of  building  and 
improvement. 

The  Executive  Committee  hereby  records  its  sense  of 
personal  loss  in  the  death  of  Mr.  Stoughton,  and  its 
gratitude  for  the  privilege  of  knowing  and  associating 
with  such  a  devoted  Churchman  and  Christian  gentleman. 

Be  it  further  resolved : 

That  a  copy  of  this  Minute  be  spread  upon  the  perma- 
nent records  of  this  body  and  that  a  copy  be  sent  to  the 
family  of  Mr.  Stoughton,  to  whom  the  sincerest  sympathy 
is  extended. 


"He  Who  Would  Valiant  Be 


Of  all  the  comforts  and  consolations  which  our  dear 
church  offers  us,  not  the  least  is  this :  that  in  time  of 
bereavement,  when  our  hearts  grope  and  fumble  for  ex- 
pression, she  summons  to  our  aid  a  host  of  brave  and 
shining  words.  Warrior  words,  knightly  words,  they  file 
before  us  in  battle  amry,  and  their  strong  music  trum- 
pets out  a  firm  and  quickened  cadence  for  our  march 
through  life. 

A  stiller  hush  lay  over  the  little  chapel  last  Monday 
morning,  and  the  early  morning  chill  seemed  colder  than 
usual  until  we  arose  and  sang  John  Bunyan's  great  hymn. 
When  its  martial  strains  ended,  our  hearts  were  warmer 
and  our  pulses  quickened :  we  had  found  the  word  for 
our  friend,  Eliot  Stoughton. 


Valiant  he  was  in  health  and  sickness :  valiant  in  the 
days  of  his  strength  and  valiant  'gainst  the  final  disaster. 
Valiant  in  his  devotion  to  our  school ;  valiant  in  his  serv- 
ice. His  was  that  militant  courage  which  dares  to  cham- 
pion beneficial  change  when  tradition  is  stubbornly  re- 
sistant. His  was  that  valiant  tenacity  of  purpose  which 
presses  onward  to  a  worthy  goal,  brooking  no  impedi- 
ments. 

Rest  in  peace,  valiant  friend ! 

"Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths ; 
The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once." 

— Russell  Broughton. 


*Eeprinted  from  The  Belles,  February  28,  1947 
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My  Home 

By  Gene  Hikes,  '48 


My  home.  Ivy-covered  columns  that  stand  guard  to 
an  aging  structure,  wind-blown  pines  that  surround  it 
and  hide  it  from  the  homeless,  memories  that  have  made 
my  life  a  full  one — I  should  like  to  share  them  all  with 
you. 

Just  let  me  take  you  by  the  hand  and  lead  you  to  the 
gardens  by  the  south  gate.  I  still  remember  how  excited 
and  pleased  -I  was  to  have  nry  first  real  party  in  those 
gardens.  I  was  sixteen,  and  life  was  gay  and  shining; 
I  longed  to  hold  it  in  my  hand  like  a  bright  new  coin,  to 
close  my  fingers  firmly  around  it  and  never  let  it  go.  My 
first  love  came  to  me  in  these  gardens.  He  was  a  tall 
skinny  lad  with  huge  brown  freckles  that  played  glee- 
fully around  his  eyes  and  across  his  nose.  My  devotion 
to  my  first  love  stayed  with  me  through  each  long  clay 
of  a  week.  It  ended  as  simply  as  it  had  begun,  and  that 
is  all  I  find  to  tell  you  about  it. 

As  we  leave  the  gardens,  we  cross  the  sun-tipped  mead- 
ows and  enter  a  grove  of  tall  pines.  These  pines  are  more 
to  me  than  trees.  They  are  a  strong  wall  enclosing  much 
of  the  store  of  my  childhood  memories.  Ah  yes,  I  have 
been  many  people  here,  from  Buffalo  Bill  and  Daniel 
Boone  to  Alice  in  Wonderland  and  Cinderella ;  and  many 
an  Indian  warrior  has  been  killed  in  my  forest.  But  you 
do  not  see  their  bloody  corpses.  How  foolish  of  me  to 
have  thought  my  forest  could  hold  for  you  any  more 
than  trees ! 


As  we  leave  the  pines  I  find  you've  chosen  a  path  that 
leads  us  to  the  stable.  I  had  hoped  we  might  wander  on 
and  never  find  the  stable.  You  will  hear  there  no  sounds 
of  life,  only  the  flapping  of  the  shutters  against  the 
weathered  sides  of  the  deserted  structure.  Once  this 
stable  sheltered  the  most  beautiful  horses  in  the  Caro- 
linas.  Many  times  I  have  watched  my  brother  mount  the 
wildest  of  the  group,  then  with  his  calmness  tame  the- 
horse  and  so  ride  across  the  meadow  and  down  into  the 
woods.  When  he  returned,  I  would  run  to  meet  him. 
One  day  as  I  waited,  darkness  began  to  close  around  me 
and  he  did  not  c.ome.  I  turned  toward  the  house.  He 
was  found  late  that  night  with  his  neck  broken  and  his 
skull  crushed  by  a  horse's  hoof.  Since  then,  no  more 
riders  have  gone  into  the  stable,  and  no  more  horses  have 
been  raised  there. 

We  are  again  at  the  house.  To  me  it  represents  the 
people  who  live  in  it — their  ways,  their  likes  and  dislikes, 
somehow  even  their  innermost  feelings.  You  cannot 
know  them,  for  jtou  have  not  lived  here  with  them;  you 
have  not  been  part  of  their  lives. 

You  turn  to  leave  me,  and  I  search  your  face  for  a  sign 
of  understanding  of  these  things  I  have  shared  with  you. 
Alas,  how  could  you  understand?  For  this  is  hot  your 
home  ;  it  is  mine. 


CONCLUSION 

By  Myra  Welsh,  '47 

There  will  be  no  more  breathless  waiting 

For  you  to  write  or  call ; 

There  will,  in  fact,  be  no  more  waiting 

Of  any  kind  at  all. 

We  won't  have  all  those  afternoons 

Of  animated  talk. 

And  1  won't  stand  beside  flic  door 

To  watch  you  up  the  walk. 

There  will  be  no  more  mutual  jokes 

Or  witticisms  shared, 

And  1,  of  course,  shall  just  pretend 

I  never  really  cared. 

I'll  miss  you — yes,  and  need  you,  too, 

But  not  90  very  much ; 

And  since  you're  something  in  my  past, 

I'll  think  of  you  as  such. 

Still,  after  many  days  with  you 

That  should  have  been  red-lettered, 

It's  odd  to  realize  that  I'm 

Emotionally  unfettered ! 


CYNICISM? 

Bji  Myra  Welsh,  '47 

1  know  what  I  know.    We  two  who  talk 
So  earnestly  of  life  and  the  meaning 
Of  life,  of  love  and  death  and  a  thousand 
.Other  things,  will  one  day  wonder  at  our 
Naivete. 

How  did  we  dare  ! 

Oh  yes,  my  dear,  when  you  are  fortyish  and 
Slightly  bald  (what  a  glorious  head  of  hair 
You  have  now!),  you  will  entangle  yourself 
Firmly  in  your  family  ties  (men  often  do, 
For  they  are  a  "solid"  basis  of  life, 
A  promise  of  stability  for  the  future), 
And  you  will  deride  the  follies  of  youth 
In  your  best  backbone-of-the-community  voice, 
Because,  you  see,  these  words,  this  moment 
When  we  are  the  sole  •inhabitants  of  an  uncertain  earth 
Will  be  forgotten  in  the  abyss  of  time, 
And  "other  words,  other  moments  such  as  these 
Will  come  .  .  ."  and  vanish. 
Oli,  I  believe  them  now  as  firmly  as  you 
Say  you  do,  but  1  know  what  I  know.  .  .  . 

Now  raise  your  eyebrow  and  mutter  "Cynic"  at  me 
For  this,  when  "Realist"  is  more  nearly  to  the  point. 
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"No  Truer  Truth" 


By  Russell  Broughton 


The  most  shining  virtue  of  the  junior  college  which  in- 
cludes two  or  three  of  the  high  school  grades  lies  in  its 
capturing  the  pupil  at  a  time  when  she  discards  the 
innocent  savagery  of  childhood  and  sets  forth  on  her 
safari  through  adolescence,  beautifully  outfitted  in  self- 
assurance  but  inadequately  equipped  with  moral  and  aes- 
thetic sense.  This  type  of  school  (particularly  the  Church 
t  school)  is  uniquely  designed  to  act  as  mentor,  guide,  and 
friend  for  the  journey ;  the  pupil  who  invokes  its  aid 
for  only  the  first  or  last  half  of  the  trip  fails  to  profit 
fully  from  its  peculiar  resources. 

Saint  Mary's  offers  the  young  explorer  a  compass  whose 
needles  point  steadfastly  toward  the  twin  objectives,  Be- 
lief in  God  and  Faith  in  Mankind.  She  charts  the  paths 
■  which  sometimes  wind  deviously  to  those  destinations, 
and  she  seeks  to  clear  away  the  brambles  of  prejudice  and 
ignorance  which  often  obscure  the  vision  and  trip  the 
unwary  foot.  She  blazes  the  trail  to  that  first  objective 
by  emphasizing  religious  study  and  practices ;  she  clears 
the  path  to  the  second  by  stressing  other  essential  study, 
particularly  in  the  fine  arts. 

The  girl  who  studies  history  of  music  at  Saint  Mary's 
finds  upon  the  title  page  of  her  textbook  this  quotation 
from  Browning : 

"There  is  no  truer  truth  obtainable 
By  man  than  comes  of  music" ; 
and  she  comes  early  to  realize,  through  study  of  the  book, 
that  the  poet's  statement  can  apply  with  equal  force  to 
all  arts.  She  may  recall  what,  another  great  English  poet 
has  said  about  truth,  and  translate  the  tremendous  five- 
letter  word  into  one  of  six.  She  will  go  to  the  little 
-Chapel  and  "worship  God  in  the  beauty  of  holiness": 
only  a  few  steps  away  are  the  atelier  and  the  music 
studios  where  she  may  discover  the  essential  holiness  of 
beauty.  For,  after  all,  the  forest  pathways  which  lead 
at  last  to  Belief  in  God  and  Faith  in  Mankind  often  paral- 
lel each  other's  courses,  and  their  final  goals  are  in  neigh- 
boring territory.  Emerson  says  regarding  all  works  of 
the  highest  art  "that  they  ■  are  universally  intelligible ; 
that  they  restore  to  us  the  simplest  states  of  mind ;  and 
are  religious."  The  Great  Artist  created  Man :  Man's 
urge  to  creation  is  our  best  evidence  of  his  divine  origin. 
The  Saint  Mary's  girl  is  encouraged  to  love  art  for  its 
own  sake,  but  she  is  constantly  reminded  that  (in  Emer- 
son's words  again)  "there  is  higher  work  for  Art  than 
the  arts.  Art  is  the  need  to  create ;  nothing  less  than 
the  creation  of  man  and  nature  is  its  end." 

So  the  student  of  the  fine  arts  is  led  to  a  better  under- 
standing of  man  and  a  higher  reverence  for  his  divine 
spark  by  a  study  of  the  noble  works  which  he  has  pro- 
duced through  the  ages.  But  before  she  is  prepared  to 
entertain  any  such  elevated  conception  of  Art's  dignity 


*This  article  is  the  second  in  a  series  on  different  phases  of  life 
at  Saint  Mary's.  The  first.  "We  Build  Our  School  on  Thee,  0 
Lord."  by  the  Rev.  I.  Harding  Hughes,  appeared  in  the  Bulletin 
for  December,  1!>46. 


her  mind  must  be  thoroughly  purged  of  many  a  false 
notion  and  unworthy  prejudice.  The  average  adolescent 
of  today  might  formulate  her  Credo  regarding  the  fine 
arts  as  follows : 

1  BELIEVE 

That  they  exist  to  give  me  pleasure  through  the  senses. 

That  they  afford  diversion  in  lighter  moments. 

That  "culture"  is  a  good  thing  if  one's  other  studies 
give  one  time  to  soak  up  a  bit  of  it. 

That  when  1  marry,  some  knowledge  of  interior  dec- 
orating might  come  in  handy. 

One  can  hardly  blame  the  youngster  of  average  intelli- 
gence for  arriving  at  such  conclusions,  and  one  should 
also  be  slow  to  censure  her  if  she  nurtures  the  opinion 
that  Art  exists  primarily  to  advertise  the  aphrodisiac 
powers  of  some  exotic  scent  in  Vogue,  or  to  render  musi- 
cal homage  to  a  toothpaste  via  radio.  But  Saint  Mary's 
strives  at  once  to  broaden  provincial  and  narrow  atti- 
tudes ;  and  she  is  at  special  pains  to  extirpate,  if  she  can, . 
that  shallow  cynicism  which  is  such  a  sorry  companion 
for  youth's  ideals  and  aspirations. 

The  new  student  is  not  long  on  the  campus  before  she 
begins  to  acquire  a  new  respect  for  those  studies  which 
she  once  deemed  superfluous  and  superficial.  She  finds 
that  they  are  held  in  proper  esteem  by  the  school,  which 
has  provided  exceptional  equipment  and  a  strong  faculty 
for  their  presentation.  She  learns — sometimes  with 
pained  surprise — that  she  must  put  time  and  thought  on 
these  subjects:  that  application  has  the  same  rewards 
and  slovenly  preparation  the  same  penalties  which  she 
earns  with  like  effort  in  mathematics,  English  or  history. 
The  catalogue  assures  her,  moreover,  that  credits  gained 
in  certain  fine  arts  courses  will  be  accepted  by  colleges 
-and  universities  where  she  may  wish  to  continue  her  edu- 
cation. 

By  more  than  these,  however,  is  the  Saint  Mary's  girl 
persuaded  of  the  true  worth  of  such  study,  and  the  tower- 
ing importance  of  the  subjects.  Her  school  is  a  Church 
school,  and  she  soon  learns  how  Mother  Church,  through- 
out the  ages,  has  gladly  accepted  the  aid  of  the  arts  in 
beautifying  her  worship  and  reinforcing  the  impact  of 
her  eternal  truths.  Only  schools  which  emphasize  re- 
ligion can  offer  their  pupils  such  an  approach  to  appreci- 
ation of  the  arts :  they  alone  can  foster  a  conception  of 
Art's  purest  virtues. 

In  offering  such  approach  and  insight  those  schools  are 
at  an  advantage  which,  in  their  worship  services,  can  use 
the  traditional  liturgies  and  ancient  forms ;  for  Art  abhors 
formlessness,  and  if  anything  is  amorphous  it  cannot  be 
Art.  At  Saint  Mary's  every  pupil  participates  almost 
daily  in  liturgies  which  were  shaped  in  the  early  cen- 
turies by  holy  men  whose  sense  of  balance  and  propor- 
tion seems  truly  inspired.  One  might  say,  with  reverence, 
that.  God  had  ordained  them  artists  and  poets  no  less 
than  priests  and  bishops,  and  such  of  their  masterpieces 


Saint  Mart's  School 


as  survive  for  us  iu  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer  demon- 
strate that  concentration  of  thought  and  rare  perfection 
of  form  which  is  characteristic  of  all  great  Art. 

Let  us  accompany  a  Saint  Mary's  girl  as  she  enters  the 
chapel  on  the  first  Sunday  of  the  month.  (All  paths  lead 
thither,  and  no  matter  where  we  wander  we  eventually 
reach  its  portals).  Let  us  pretend  that  our  companion 
is  not  an  Episcopalian,  so  that  we  may  look  about  with 
fresh,  perceptive  vision.  We  who  were  brought  up  in  the 
Church  take  so  much  for  granted. 

It  is  some  minutes  before  the  service  will  begin:  the 
organist  has  yet  to  appear  at  the  console  for  his  prelude. 
Our  new  girl,  after  her  brief  private  devotions,  may  sit 
back  and  discover  with  curious  eye  wherein  this  interior 
differs  from  those  to  which  she  is  accustomed.  The  cruci- 
form arrangement  of  nave,  transepts  and  choir  may  be 
unfamiliar  to  her ;  later  its  significance  will  be  explained, 
and  when  she  studies  history  of  art  she  will  derive  added 
enjoyment  from  her  instructor's  lectures  on  the  Gothic 
cathedral.  Having  savored  the  overall  form  and  propor- 
tion of  the  building  she  will  perhaps  next  focus  her  atten- 
tion on  its  decoration  and  gaze  with  some  perplexity  at 
the  multiplicity  of  symbols,  carved  in  wood,  cast  in  metal, 
embroidered  on  fabrics  and  leaded  into  the  stained  glass 
windows.  Not  for  a  long  time  will  she  understand  all  of 
them;  but  her  art  instructor's  explanation  of  the  Byzan- 
tine style  with  its  intricately  intertwined  motives  and 
peculiar  iconography  will  not  fall  on  deaf  ears,  and  later 
in  her  studies  these  symbols,  appearing  in  many  a  paint- 
ing by  the  great  masters,  will  be  recognized  as  old  friends. 

The  strains  of  the  organ  break  in  upon  her  confused 
meditations,  and  she  sighs  with  the  hope  that  her  aural 
sensation  may  prove  somewhat  more  intelligible  than  her 
visual  perception.  The  music  is  soothing,  but  its  har- 
monies seem  to  her  rather  strange  and  unworldly.  In  the 
months  following  she  will  come  to  realize  how  zealously 
the  Church  guards  against  the  intrusion  of  any  profane 
element.  She  will  perceive  also  that  Art,  with  like  care, 
steadfastly  bars  its  door  to  irrelevant  and  disturbing 
details.  The  choir  enters  singing,  the  priest  approaches 
the  altar,  and  the  Church's  greatest  drama  unfolds  be- 
fore her.     In  the  hymns  and   chanted  responses  she  be- 


comes an  active  participant,  and  when  the  service  ends 
she  realizes  that  through  religious  observance  she  has 
come  close  to  the  very  soul  of  music.  At  Saint  Mary's 
the  opportunities  for  hearing  great  music  and  the  influ- 
ences which  lead  to  a  true  understanding  of  it  are  alike 
numerous.  But  it  is  in  the  Chapel  that  Saint  Mary's 
daughters  respond  to  its  most  intimate  and  persuasive 
voice. 

Our  neophyte's  respect  for  the  arts  will  be  bolstered  up 
in  other  precincts  through  the  days  to  come.  Research 
papers  in  dramatic  literature  may  lead  her  to  discover 
that  our  stage  productions  of  today  stem  in  form  from 
the  liturgical  dramas  of  the  Middle  Ages  rather  than  from 
the  classical  models,  and  that  the  great  Easter  sequence 
Victimae  Paschali  surpasses  in  importance  all  the  influ- 
ence of  Sophocles  and  Euripides.  She  studies  interpreta- 
tive dance  and  finds  that  some  of  the  earliest  examples 
were  ritualistic  and  danced  entirely  within  temple  pre- 
cincts, their  choreography  devised  b}r  astronomer  priests. 
She  discovers  that  not  only  music  but  dancing  formed  a 
part  of  the  liturgical  practices  of  the  early  Christians. 
She  sings  carols  and  understands  their  appeal  better 
through  learning  that  the  very  word  carol  comes  from  a 
term  meaning  to  dance  in  a  ring. 

So  the  days  pass.  The  student  cons  her  text;  she  takes 
notes  on  the  lectures  and  she  writes  her  papers.  Tests 
are  given ;  names  elude  her  and  dates  disappear ;  she 
flunks,  perhaps.  But  the  "truer  truth"  abides  with  her, 
and  when  she  leaves  the  school  she  can  rehearse  her  arts 
Credo  as  follows: 

I  BELIEVE 

That  art  is  creation. 

That  creation  is  a  divine  attribute. 

That  art  is  man's  surest  means  of  expressing  the  truest 
truth  at  his  command. 

That  I  can  have  Faith  in  Mankind  because  Mankind  is 
divinely  inspired  to  such  expression. 

AND  1  BELIEVE  that  this  lesser  creed  leads  me  quite 
logically  and  inevitably  to  the  greater : 
"Credo  in  unum  Deum,  Patrem  omnipotentem,  Factorem  coeli 
et  terrae,  visibilium  omnium,  et  invisibilium." 


SHOOTING  STAR 

By  Gene  Rose,  '47 


WHY  I  WEEP 

By  Betsy  Wetteeau,  '47 


Bright 

Across  the  inky  velvet 

Arcs  a  fragment  of  divine  luminosity 

Like  sunlight 

Plumbing  some  murky  vault 

To  strike  a  hidden  gem  to  fire. 


And  now  I  weep. 

But  do  not  ask  me  why. 

1  merely  know  that  healing  tears  must 

Engulf  my  heart. 

I  cannot  even  try 

To  tell  you  why 

I  weep. 


Thus 

Your  finger  brushed  my  soul, 

Evoking  an  answering  flash  of  radiance — 

Iridescent, 

For  one  lingering  moment — 

Then  darkness,  deeply  blacker  for  that  flash  of  light. 


And  still  I  weep. 

And  if  you  must  know  why — 

I  weep  because  my  heart  is  great  with  grief; 

It  cannot  bear 

The  pain  of  losing  love. 

In  telling  you,  my  heart's  discovered  why 

I  weep. 


Apkil  1947 


"Nothing. .  .  .  Nothing  .  .  ." 

The  doctor  conld  do  nothing  for  the  girl,  as  he  could 
do  nothing  for  her  aunt — but  for  a  different  reason. 

By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 


In  my  semi-consciousness,  I  could  sense  the  smells  and 
sounds  of  the  hospital,  'fight,  cool  sheets  binding  me.  Dis- 
infectant, sharp  and  acrid.  Efficient  footsteps  slapping  against 
linoleum. 

The  doctor's  voice  came  from  a  long  way  off.  ".  .  .  Odd 
case  .  .  '.  complete  nervous  collapse  .  .  .  apparently  no 
reason.  .   .  ." 

An  impersonal,  woman's  voice.  ".  .  .  Treatment ,  Doc- 
tor? 

".  .  .  Drugs  .'.  .  heep  her  calm  .  .  .  in  bed.  Aside  from 
that,  there's  nothing  we  can  do.     Nothing.  .  .  ." 

The  words  echoed  in  the  dim  chamber  of  my  mind.  "Noth- 
ing .  .  .  Nothing.  .  .  ."  The  sound  swirled  and  then  softened 
to  a  rhythmic  beat.  A  bare  whisper  chugging  slowly.  A 
train  pulling  into  a  station.  .  .  . 

I  was  standing  on  the  platform  with  my  mother,  peer- 
ing around  this  new  world.  It  was  wonderful  and  ex- 
citing. Everything.  The  noise  of  the  trains.  The  long- 
strided  porters  busily  pushing  heavy  baggage  carts.  The 
must.v  waiting  room  with  its  tired  occupants.  I  clutched 
tightly  at  iny  mother's  hand.  Impatiently  she  shoved 
me  through  the  station  and  outside  under  the  portico, 
where  she  stood  eagerly  scanning  the  line  of  parked  cars. 

"Look,  dear,  there's  Percy !" 

A  wizened  Negro  greeted  us  enthusiastically.  "Well, 
Miss  Marg'rite,  it  certainly  is  good  to  have  you  home 
again !  And  this  hyeah's  your  little  girl.  My,  ain't  she 
big!" 

"She's  fifteen,  Percy.  Oh,  that's  right,  you've  never 
seen  her  before.     It  has  been  a  long  time,  hasn't  it?" 

The  Negro  helped  us  into  an  antiquated  Lincoln  and 
drove  it  slowly  down  the  bumpy  street. 

"And  how  is  my  sister,  Percy?" 

The  Negro  sighed.  "Miss  'Liz'beth  1  Well,  she's  doin' 
real  well  for  a  person  who  ain't  walked  none  for  six  yeahs. 
But  she  still  don't  like  not  bein'  able  to  move  'bout.  It 
makes  her  right  unpleasable." 

I  stared  out  the  window  at  the  graceful  trees  that 
shaded  the  dignified  homes  of  society.  I  had  heard  a 
great  deal  about  my  mother's  older  sister.  She  had  been 
very  athletic  and  independent  until  she  was  crippled  by 
an  automobile  accident.  I  had  never  seen  her,  and  now 
we  were  coming  to  live  with  her.  Percy's  word  "un- 
pleasable" had  put  a  small  qualm  in  my  heart. 

The  Lincoln  turned  up  a  driveway. 

"This  is  home,  dear,"  my  mother  said  with  pride  in 
her  voice. 

I  could  well  understand  why  she  loved  it  so.  The 
house  was  really  beautiful.  Simplicity  and  strength  were 
in  its  lines;  and  yet  it  had  an  air  of  haughtiness  that 
marked  it  as  a  home  of  faded  aristocracy. 

My  aunt  was  waiting  for  us  on  the  porch.  As  we 
walked  up  the  long  steps,  I  had  an  odd  sensation.     For 


an  instant,  it  seemed  that  these  were  the  stairs  leading  to 
a  royal  chamber  and  that  my  aunt  in  her  wheelchair  was 
the  queen  on  her  throne. 

My  first  impression  of  her  was  one'  of  shock — not  at  the 
woman  herself,  but  at  the  striking  contrast  she  presented 
to  her  environment.  The  wheelchair,  propelled  by  a 
stiffly  starched  nurse ;  the  carefully  tucked  blanket ;  and 
the  dark  cashmere  sweater  were  all  the  furnishings  of  an 
elderly  lady  enjoying  the  luxury  of  being  an  invalid.  My 
aunt  seemed  to  be  in  perfect  health.  The  hand  relaxed 
on  the  arm  of  the  chair,  should  have  been  thin  and  pale, 
with  translucent  skin  drawn  in  tight  relief  over  delicate 
bones.  This  hand  had  healthily  clear  skin  pulled  with 
taut  ease  over  well-sculptured  planes.  It  was  a  hand  that 
possessed  the  strength  of  a  man's.  The  face  was  the 
same.  It  had  the  same  clear  skin  over  sharp-edged  fea- 
tures, and  its  only  expression  was  a  mask-like  lack  of 
expression.     It  was  not  a  face  that  smiled. 

My  mind  cleared.  For  a  moment  I  was  again  conscious 
of  my  immediate  surroundings,  of  the  night  nurse  keeping 
vigil  beside  my  bed.  She  wan  reading,  her  head  bent  wearily 
orer  the  book. 

Her  figure  faded,  twisting  to  a  shadow,  and  then  grew  clear 
again.     It  was  my  mother.  .  .  . 

"Marguerite !" 

My  mother  rose  slowly  from  her  chair  and  went  to  the 
doorway.     "What  is  it,  Elizabeth?" 

"I  am  ready  for  my  bath  now." 

She  returned  to  her  chair  to  mark  the  place  in  her  book 
before  going  to  the  invalid.     She  looked  very  tired. 

"Mother,"  I  asked,  "why  can't  Jincey  bathe  her?" 

"Jincy  can't  do  it  as  gently  as  I,  dear." 

"Well,  she's  done  it  all  right  for  six  years,"  I  retorted. 
"What's  wrong  with  the  way  she  does  it  now?" 

"Hush,  dear.   You  mustn't  .  .  ." 

"Marguerite !" 

My  mother  left  the  room  hurriedly. 

Another  moment  of  consciousness.  The  grey  light  of  early 
morning  reached  through  the  window.  The  nurse  dozed  in 
her  chair.     The  light  dimmed.  .  .  . 

I  opened  the  door  carefully  and  came  into  the  darkened 
room.  My  mother  was  lying  in  a  limp  heap  on  the  bed. 
She  had  been  crying.  She  had  cried  a  lot  lately ;  and  in 
the  silent  aching  of  my  heart,  I  had  cried  with  her.  Lov- 
ing her  so  very  much,  I  could  not  understand  why  it  must 
be  that  I  had  to  stand  by  and  see  her  torn  down,  bit  by 
bit.  by  her  sister's  tyranny.  I  felt  lost  and  alone.  She 
could  not  comfort  me ;  instead,  it  was  I  who  must  com- 
fort her.     For  the  first  time,  I  had  realized  my  mother's 
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weakness.  It  gave  me  a  feeling  of  hopelessness  and  de- 
feat.    I  clutched  desperately  towards  security. 

"Mother!  Mother!  Why  do  you  let  her  do  this?  Why 
don't  you  fight  her?" 

She  only  cried. 

The  nurse  woke  with  an  abashed  start.  Somewhere  in  the 
hospital  a  child  was  crying.  A  sick  little  whimper.  Then 
the  sound  stopped.  .  .  . 

One  night  she  did  try  to  rebel.  After  I  had  gone  to 
bed,  I  heard  her  arguing  with  her  sister.  The  sound  of 
their  voices  reached  up  the  stairs  and  pursued  me  in  my 
sleeplessness.  Their  words  were  indistinguishable,  but 
their  tones  were  unmistakable.  My  mother's  was  weak, 
imploring ;  my  aunt's  sneering,  dominant.  In  the  end, 
it  was  the  older  sister's  voice  that  rose  victorious,  and 
my  mother's  that  wavered  uncertainly  and  finally  failed. 
I  heard  her  footsteps  on  the  stairs  and  later  her  quiet 
sobbing  as  she  lay  in  the  bed  beside  my  own.  I  knew 
that  she  would  never  win. 

It   was  late  morning  in   the  hospital.     The   nurse  moved 


quietly  about  my  room.     Down  the  hall,  a  door-knob  twisted. 
Eager  footsteps  entered  a  room.  .  .  . 

"Mother!  Mother!"  I  burst  excitedly  in.  "Mother,  I 
saw  her.     I  saw  her  walkl" 

She  looked  up  wearily.    "Yes.    I  know." 

I  was  incredulous.  "But  why — ?  I  mean — if  she  can 
walk — why — ?" 

My  mother  laughed  bitterly.  "Why  not?  She  gets 
what  she  wants  that  way.  After  all,  one  can't  refuse  the 
wishes  of  an  'invalid.'  "  She  sensed  my  unexpressed 
question.  "No,  you  could  never  prove  it.  Her  body 
moves  only  at  her  own  will.  No  doctor  can  make  her 
walk.     Only  she  could  do  that." 

I  quieted  with  the  impact  of  realization.  Then  I  asked, 
"How  long  have  you  known?" 

"I  don't  know.  Time  has  no  meaning.  I  never  told  you 
because  the  knowledge  is  useless.  There  is  nothing  we 
can  do.    Nothing." 

I  understood  now  my  mother's  weakness.  The  emo- 
tions of  hatred  and  rebellion  swelled  so  violently  within 
me  that  I  doubted  my  sanity. 

"There  is  nothing  we  can  do,"  the  doctor  was  saying. 
"Nothing." 


Dear  Little  Johnny 

By  Betty  Peikson,  '47 


All  one  needs  to  enjoy  looking  after  children  while 
their  parents  are  out  is  steady  nerves,  the  patience  of  Job, 
the  acting  ability  of  Helen  Hayes,  and  the  makings  of  a 
good  liar.  Children  are  unusual  animals.  No  wonder 
psychologists  are  so  much  interested  in  them.  Take 
eight-year-old  Johnny  for  instance. 

The  other  night  I  went  over  to  stay  with  him.  Before 
his  mother  left  for  a  party,  she  told  me  that  he  might 
stay  up  until  nine-thirty  to  listen  to  the  radio.  I  was  de- 
lighted, for  if  he  listened  to  the  radio  I  would  be  able 
to  do  my  economics.  Things  progressed  very  quietly  for 
sometime — until  nine-thirty,  to  be  exact — Johnny  being 
completely  absorbed  in  the  hilarious  "People  Are  Funny" 
show  and  I  immersed  in  the  New  York  Stock  Exchange. 
When  nine-thirty  arrived,  I  shut  my  book  and  told  Johnny 
in  a  voice  which  I  hoped  sounded  convincing  that  he  had 
until  a  quarter  of  ten  to  get  to  bed.  I  emphasized  to  him, 
in  case  he  might  choose  to  overlook  the  fact,  that  this 
gave  him  exactly  fifteen  minutes.  I  might  have  known 
it  wouldn't  work.     It  never  does. 

Immediately  he  dived  into  the  living  room  closet  and 
presently  came  out  lugging  a  Boy  Scout  knapsack,  which 
he  proceeded  to  empty  in  the  middle  of  the  floor.  It 
seemed  that  he  was  going  on  a  cook-out  the  next  morning 
and  that  it  was  imperative  that  I  inspect  all  of  his  cook- 
ing equipment.  Bather  hastily  I  assured  him  that  it  was 
quite  complete.  1  even  made  some  enthusiastic  comments 
about  various  pieces.  Then  I  reminded  him  that  he  had 
only  ten  minutes  left  to  get  in  bed.  Once  more  I  endeav- 
ored to  assume  a  stern  tone.  Evidently  my  dramatic 
powers  arc  not  yet  fully  developed,  for  Johnny  seemed 


completely  oblivious  to  my  sternness.  1  next  tried  ah  air 
of  complete  indifference.  This  was  made  somewhat  diffi- 
cult by  Johnny's  holding  various  objects  about  an  inch 
from  my  nose  for  my  inspection.  Finally,  however,  he 
caught  on ;  and  after  putting  his  things  back  in  the  closet, 
he  condescended  to  get  into  his  pajamas.  Overjoyed  at 
the  success  of  my  scheme,  I  relaxed  a  little.  Then  Johnny 
came  back  into  the  living  room.     My  mistake. 

As  soon  as  he  sensed  the  break  in  my  wall  of  reserve, 
he  came  to  life  in  a  flash,  jumping,  crawling,  running, 
and  sliding  all  over  the  room.  To  anyone  not  accustomed 
to  such  performances  he  would  have  appeared  insane. 
Once  again  trying  to  assume  the  masterful  voice,  I  in- 
formed him  that  I  could  do  very  well  without  his  enter- 
tainment. Once  again  I  failed.  The  pose  of  indifference, 
to  which  I  now  again  resorted,  was  becoming  increas- 
ingly difficult ;  Johnny  really  was  amusing. 

By  this  time  it  was  exactly  a  quarter  of  ten — a  fact 
which  I  pointed  out  quite  plainly  to  Johnny,  but  which 
he  chose  to  ignore.  Since  I  don't  believe  in  threats,  there 
was  only  one  trick  left.  I  gathered  up  my  books,  stalked 
to  the  door,  opened  it,  and,  after  being  sure  that  the 
night  latch  was  off,  closed  it  behind  me  with  a  great  air 
of  finality.  After  remaining  outside  for  a  few  minutes  I 
ventured  to  re-enter  quite  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 
Quiet.  Somewhat  apprehensively  I  seated  myself  so  as 
to  command  a  view  of  Johnny's  bedroom  door.  1  opened 
my  book.  The  minutes  ticked  by,  and  no  explosion  oc- 
curred. Gradually  I  began  to  relax.  It  was  true ;  Johnny 
actually  was  in  bed. 

When  his  mother  returned  an  hour  or  so  later,  I  still 
had  not  heard  a  sound  from  Johnny,  a  pretty  safe  indi- 
cation tluit  he  was  really  asleep.  Of  course  I  loyally 
assured  her  that  he  had  behaved  very  nicely  and  had 
gone  straight  to  bed. 

Dear  little  Johnny ! 
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Sally 

By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 


I  guess  it  would  have  been  awful  hard  if  it  hadn't  been 
for  Sally.  She  was  wonderful.  She  knew  all  the  things 
that  other  women  know,  and  she  knew  something  else 
besides.  She  knew  what  a  woman  should  know  but 
hardly  ever  does — how  to  take  care  of  a  man  when  he's 
lost  and  lonely  and  needs  to  be  helped  so  he  won't  know 
he's  being  helped.  That's  where  Sally  had  other  women 
all  beat. 

I  was  seventeen  and  the  only  son  when  Ma  died.  It 
hit  Pa  and  me  pretty  hard.  We  sat  around  the  house 
and  couldn't  do  nothing  but  think  about  her.  1  guess  you 
never  realize  all  the  little  necessary  things  that  some 
people  get  done  until  after  they  aren't  there  to  do  them 
any  more.  I'll  never  know  how  Ma  got  all  the  things 
done  that  she  did,  what  with  mending,  and  baking,  and 
washing,  and  cleaning,  and  all,  and  yet  always  having 
time  to  stop  and  talk  to  us.  We  sure  did  miss  her.  And 
we  were  plumb  lost  without  her,  too.  Nothing  got  done 
like  it  should  have.  Our  underwear  needed  mending, 
the  house  got  dirtier  and  dirtier,  and  we  burnt  the  bottom 
out  of  the  double  boiler.  Things  were  in  a  pretty  bad 
way. 

Then  Sally  came.  She  was  a  young  bride  that  had 
just  moved  next  door.    She  came  up  on  the  porch  one  day 


and  sat  down  and  just  started  talking.  She  didn't  say 
why  she  was  there ;  she  just  chattered  on,  nice  and  pleas- 
ant. And  I  liked  it.  She  had  a  paper  bag  of  beans  with 
her  and  a  bowl,  and  as  she  sat  there,  she  shelled  the  beans 
for  her  husband's  supper.  1  watched  the  way  she  shelled 
them,  quick  and  easy.  She  told  me  the  way  she  was 
going  to  fix  them — just  the  way  her  husband  liked  them. 
Well,  I  listened,  and  that  night  I  fixed  some  beans  like 
that  too,  and  doggone  if  they  weren't  good. 

The  next  day  when  Sally  came,  she  had  some  mending 
with  her,  and  as  she  talked,  she  darned  a  pair  of  her  hus- 
band's socks.  I  watched  real  carefully  and  learned  how 
to  do  it.  Pa  was  surprised  when  he  saw  how  I'd  mended 
a  pair  of  his.  They  weren't  as  good  as  Sally's,  but  they'd 
do. 

Sally  kept  coming  over  every  day  and  bringing  some- 
thing with  her,  or  else  she  would  call' me  over  to  talk  to 
her  while  she  busied  herself  about  her  house,  cleaning 
maybe,  or  making  a  pie.  Every  day  I  learned  something 
more,  and  it  wasn't  long  before  our  own  house  was  bright 
and  clean  again.  I  felt  real  proud,  the  way  I  could  cook, 
and  clean,  and  mend.  I  thought  that  I  had  done  it  all 
myself,  but  now  1  know  that  it  was  Sally  that  did  it. 

Yes,  she  was  a  wonderful  woman — to  help  a  man  so  he 
didn't  know  he  was  being  helped. 


A  LITTLE  ICING,  PLEASE 

By  Gene  Kose,  '47 


INQUIRY 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '50 


You're  an  everlasting  comfoi't,  true,  my  dear, 

A  warming  tire,  a  brimming  bowl  of  cheer — 

Like  scuffed  old  shoes,  or  plaid  and  gingham  dresses, 

Or  well-worn  chairs,  or  red-rimmed  plates  from  Kress's. 

Yes,  you're  a  solid  man,  a  character  clean, 
With  nary  a  thought  that's  low,  unkind  or  mean. 
But,  oh,  my  love,  my  sterling  silver  sweeting, 
Would  one  wee  stab  at  glamorous  dash  be  cheating? 


THE  WISH  I  WISH  TONIGHT 

By  Eleanor  Pollard,  '48 

I  wish  that  I  may  never  reach  that  age 

When,  seeing 

The  first  star  of  evening, 

I  shall  not  stop  to  make  a  wish 

Upon  it. 


Cupid,  have  I  discouraged  you 

Too  thoroughly? 

Have  I  shattered  your 

Golden  arrows 

And  destroyed  your 

Magical  bow? 

Yes,  I  shook  you  from 

My  heart 

And  spurned  your 

Romantic  efforts 

And  bade  you  leave  me 

Free. 

1  flung  you  aside 

Ostentatiously, 

But  saw  you  not 

That  I  did  it  with  a 

Coy  wink 

And  hoped  that  you  would 

Soon  return? 
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FRANKENSTEIN  MONSTER 

By  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

I  am  the  atomic  bomb.    I  am  at  large,  waiting. 

Yesterday  I  murdered  a  city.  I  brushed  its  people  and 
its  soul  off  the  earth,  leaving  only  an  expanse  of  vapor 
and  suffering  and  grime.  Amid  multicolored,  diabolical 
clouds  of  suffocating  pain,  I  watched  those  people — the 
pitiful,  wondering,  foolish  people,  who  ran  from  deadly 
rays  which  already  devoured  their  bodies. 

1  saw  a  child,  its  skin  falling  in  strips  from  its  bod}'. 
I  saw  decapitated  corpses  and  grinning  faces  with  eyes 
melted  by  the  crimson  fire.  I  saw  precise  stacks  of  en- 
velopes in  a  shrine — ashes  of  the  disintegrated.  I  saw 
remnants  of  men,  crawling  to  demolished  hospitals. 

It  was  strange  that  the  power  by  which  the  bodies  of 
these  miserable  creatures  were  made  should  thus  destroy 
them.  To  the  scientist  I  was  a  triumph.  But  of  what  use 
is  "E=Mc2''  to  a  priest  and  his  converts,  whose  blood 
stains  the  few  intact  walls  of  a  ehapel? 

I  can  see  now,  through  the  swirling  particles  of  deadly 
matter,  a  boy,  his  face  sodden,  dragging  the  legless  body 
of  his  brother  from  a  crushed  home.  As  he  painfully — 
but  very  gently — carries  the  crippled  mass  toward  a  tent 
already  filled  with  writhing,  moaning  people,  he  stumbles 
on  an  ashy  grotesque  mound,  which  still  retains  the  form 
of  a  human  face. 


HAPPINESS 
By  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

Eager  crocuses  waking  too  early  .  .  . 

A  fuzz  of  green  baby-hair  on  thawing  ground  .  .  . 

The  conversation  of  birds  at  twilight  .  .  . 

Dew  at  dawn  .  .  .  Easter  morning 

When  flowers,  new-born,  sing 

To  an  answering  sky. 

The  first  June  bride  .  .  .  summer  romances  .  .  . 

White  meringue  on  indigo  waves  .  .  . 

Sand  in  shoes,  and  rickety  cottages  holding  hands  with 

the  shore  .  .  . 
The  glistening  elusiveness  of  mountain  springs  .  .  . 
Rose-gold  toddlers  with  red  shovels,  squatting  in  cooing 

rings 
On  a  friendly  beach. 

Scurrying  brilliant  leaves  square-dancing  in  the  street  .  .  . 

The  screaming  mischief  of  Halloween  .  .  . 

Crackling  bonfires  hurling  bits  of  tire  through  the  night 

cold  .  .  . 
The  ruddy  royalty  of  erysanthemums  swaying 
In  a  prelude  to  winter  wind.  .  .  .  The  playing 
Of  ear-muffed  children. 

Ice  storms  that  wrap  trees  in  cellophane  .  .  . 
Hail  scattered  like  unset  rhinestones  .  .  . 
Huddled  trees,  dark  anil  bent,  reaching 
Into  the  hidden  warmth  of  ;i  snowy  earth  .  .  . 
The  comforting  staccato  mirth 
Of  a  fireplace. 


INTRODUCTION 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '50 

I  have  grown  up  in  a  war-torn  world.  Perhaps  that 
is  why  I  was  startled  when  I  met  Death  today. 

To  me,  as  possibly  to  all  children  of  my  generation, 
Death  had  been  a  violent  thing.  It  had  been  sudden  and 
harsh,  filthy  and  vehement.  It  had  been  the  searing  of 
ruthless  flames,  the  nauseating  shriek  of  shells,  the  agony 
of  battle.  But  such  was  not  the  Death  I  met  today.  It 
did  not  roar  down  and  strangle ;  it  did  not  descend  from 
impenetrable  darkness  and  leave  destruction.  It  came 
quietly,  with  a  soft  voice.  It  tiptoed  in  on  a  sun-bright- 
ened day,  lingered  momentarily,  then  departed,  taking 
someone  with  it  into  a  better  world. 


IMPRESSIONS 

By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 

The  sight  of  the  rusty  "Office"  sign,  of  ivy  on  the  win- 
dow screens,  of  morning  glories  growing  on  the  inciner- 
ator, of  the  candle-lit  altar  in  the  darkened  ehapel. 

The  squishing  sound  of  someone  walking  on  the  library 
linoleum,  the  burp  of  the  train  whistle  at  11 :05  p.  m., 
the  jumbled  discord  from  the  music  building,  the  chatter 
of  the  colored  people  listening  to  the  laundry  radio ;  "Now, 
gir-rls !" 

The  taste  of  morning  orange  juice  in  the  infirmary,  of 
gravy  on  homemade  rolls. 

The  musty  smell  of  paint  in  the  art  studio ;  the  breath 
of  wisteria  in  the  spring,  of  burning  leaves  in  the  fall. 

And  yellow  chalk,  and  Sunday  mornings,  and  rain  in 
the  covered  way. 
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THOUGHTS 

By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 

Thoughts — 

Intimate  thoughts — 

How  can  they  be  written  down? 

How  can  they  be  put 

By  the  slow  movements 

Of  a  pen 

On  such 

An  impersonal  thing 

As  a  piece  of  paper? 

How  can  their  flowing, 

Transient  substance 

Be  captured 

And  related 

With  any  degree 

Of  constancy? 

How  can  their  painful  secrets 

Be  bared 

To  the  vulgar  curiosity 

Of  gawking  eyes? 

Thoughts — 

Do  not  ask  me 

What  they  are. 

I  cannot  tell  you. 

I  do  not  know. 
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The  Clock  Strikes  Six 

In  one  round  of  the  clock,  a  match  folder  also  made  a 
round — among  persons  whose  lives  were  intertwined  more 
closely  than  they  knew. 

By  Ann  Wicker,  '49 


It  was  six  o'clock.  Through  the  hurrying  New  York 
crowds  at  the  Pennsylvania  Station  a  young  workman 
fought  his  way.  He'd  drop  into  Mac's  for  a  cup  of  cof- 
fee, he  decided,  before  taking  the  subway  to  the  factory. 
After  pushing  through  the  crowd,  he  entered  an  all-night 
lunch  room  and  took  a  seat  at  the  counter. 

Mac  turned  to  him  with  a  smile  of  recognition.  "Well," 
he  said,  "You're  next,  Joe.    What  will  it  be?" 

"Cup  of  coffee,  please.     Business  pretty  good  tonight?" 

"Oh,  it's  about  the  same  as  usual,"  Mac  replied  as  he 
drew  the  coffee. 

Joe  took  a  folder  of  matches  from  his  pocket  and  lit 
a  cigarette. 

"Here  you  are,"  said  Mac,  setting  the  coffee  in  front  of 
him.    "That'll  be  five  cents." 

Joe  tossed  a  nickel  on  the  counter.  "I  wish  I  could 
drop  in  here  about  midnight,"  he  said.  "Working  the 
night  shift  is  getting  me  down." 

"Well,  work's  work,"  replied  Mac. 

Joe  smiled.  "Guess  you're  right  at  that."  He  sipped 
the  hot  liquid  quietly,  and  Mac  went  on  to  the  next  cus- 
tomer. After  finishing  his  coffee,  Joe  got  up,  pulled  his 
thin  overcoat  about  his  body,  and  sauntered  out. 

"Hey,  bud,  you  forgot  your  matches." 

But  the  door  was  closing  and  the  workman  was  gone. 

The  hands  of  the  electric  clock  on  the  back  wall  of  the 
lunch  room  pointed  to  seven.  Mac  wiped  off  the  counter 
and  carried  a  few  dishes  out.  A  girl  entered.  She  was 
neatly  attired  in  spite  of  her  cheaply  made  clothes.  Her 
hair  was  pinned  loosely  at  the  back  of  her  neck,  and  its 
dark  tresses  were  a  striking  contrast  to  her  fair  skin. 
Her  eyes  were  large  and  blue,  and  they  looked  casually 
at  Mac  from  under  their  heavily  fringed  lashes. 

"A  grilled  cheese  sandwich  and  a  cup  of  coffee,  please," 
she  ordered. 

There  was  quite  a  crowd  in  Mac's  by  then,  but  the  girl 
didn't  seem  to  notice.  She  sat  in  silence,  looking  off  into 
the  distance. 

"Here  you  are,"  said  Mac.     'Anything  else?" 

"This  is  fine,"  she  replied. 

She  ate  in  silence,  watching  the  hands  of  the  clock. 
Seven-thirty.  1  shall  have  time  for  a  smoke  before  going 
to  the  office,  she  thought.  Reaching  in  her  handbag,  she 
rummaged  through  lipsticks,  tissues,  and  other  feminine 
articles  until  she  found  a  rather  mashed  package  of 
cigarettes.  Picking  up  the  matches  left  on  the  counter 
by  Joe,  she  lit  her  cigarette,  then  put  the  folder  into  her 
bag. 

"How  much?"  she  asked  Mac  as  he  hurried  by  to  wait 
on  a  customer. 

He  told  her.  She  put  the  correct  change  on  the  counter 
and  left. 

Outside,  the  cold  March  wind  whistled  about  her  ankles. 


The  dark  mist  enveloped  her  as  she  turned  and  walked 
north  toward  the  subway  steps. 

Upon  arriving  at  the  office  some  time  later,  she  found 
it  cold  and  damp.  She  unlocked  the  door,  turned  the 
electric  switch,  and  watched  as  the  fluorescent  rays  over- 
head flickered  on.  She  went  to  her  typewriter  and  began 
typing  on  some  overdue  letters. 

About  ten  o'clock  the  door  opened  quietly. 

"Charles,  is  that  you?"  the  girl  called. 

"Yes,  Marie." 

A  middle-aged  man  came  in.  His  hair  was  gray  about 
his  temples,  and  there  were  faint  wrinkles  at  the  corners 
of  his  eyes,  but  his  face  was  kind  and  understanding. 
He  glanced  cautiously  about  the  room,  watching  to  see 
whether  anyone  was  aware  of  their  meeting.  He  looked 
at  the  girl  for  some  minutes,  his  eyes  taking  iu  her  every 
feature. 

"About  ready  to  go?"  he  asked. 

"Soon  as  I  finish  this  letter,"  she  replied.  "Sit  down 
and  have  a  smoke.    It  won't  take  me  long'." 

Charles  pulled  up  one  of  the  near-by  chairs.  He  took 
a  cigarette  out  and  fumbled  in  his  pocket  for  a  match. 

"Got  a  match  ?"  he  asked. 

"Some  in  my  bag." 

He  found  them,  lit  his  cigarette,  and  unconsciously  put 
the  folder  in  his  pocket.  He  sat  smoking,  watching  her 
as  she  pounded  away  on  the  keys. 

Marie  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief.  "All  through,"  she 
smiled.  She  straightened  up  her  desk  a  bit  and  then 
left  with  Charles. 

They  walked  out  into  the  erisp  night  air.  Charles  hailed 
a  cab. 

"Riverside  Drive,"  he  said  as  he  helped  Marie  in. 

They  rode  for  some  time.  It  was  Marie  who  first  broke 
the  prolonged  silence. 

"Charles,  have  you  told  her?"  she  asked. 

"Yes,"  he  sighed.     "Today." 

Marie  looked  at  him  anxiously.  "What  did  she  say, 
Charles?     Will  she  give  it  to  you?" 

"Yes,"  he  replied  wearily.  "She  was  wonderful.  She 
asked  me  if  I  were  sure  it  was  what  I  wanted,  and  I  told 
her  I  was.  She's  leaving  for  Reno  Monday  morning." 
He  turned  toward  her  and  asked,  "What  about  you? 
Have  you  said  anything  to  him?" 

"No,"  she  replied.  "He's  so  jealous,  I'm  afraid  he'll 
make  a  scene.  1  thought  it  would  be  best  if  I  just  left 
him  a  note,  and  stayed  with  a  girl  friend  until  it's  all 
over." 

"Does  this  friend  know  anything  about  this?" 

"Oh,  yes.  I  told  her  the  other  day.  She  said  she'd  be 
glad  to  have  me.  We've  been  wonderful  friends  ever 
since  we  came  to  New  York  to  work.  She'd  do  anything 
to  help  me  out." 

"Well  then,"  he  sighed,  "I  suppose  it's  all  settled." 
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The  taxi  driver  turned  to  them.  "Riverside  Drive," 
he  called.    "What  address?" 

"Just  drive,"  Charles  replied. 

Marie  slipped  her  hand  into  his,  but  he  didn't  seem  to 
notice.     He  only  looked  straight  ahead. 

Some  time  later  Charles  stood  outside  Marie's  shabby 
little  flat.  He  waited  until  the  lights  upstairs  flickered 
on  and  he  knew  she  was  in.  Then  he  went  back  to  the 
cab. 

"Where  now?"  asked  the  driver.  Charles  hesitated. 
He  felt  keyed  up.  He  wanted  to  get  away  from  every- 
thing :  he  didn't  want  to  go  home.  There  was  one  place 
he  could  always  relax ;  he'd  go  there.  He  turned  to  the 
driver. 

"Perm  Station,  please." 

The  first  light  of  dawn  had  appeared  when  Charles 
Lambert  opened  the  door  of  Mac's.  It  was  deserted  at 
this  time  of  morning,  except  for  the  owner,  who  sat  half 
dozing  in  a  chair  behind  the  counter.  At  the  sound  of  a 
step  he  looked  up,  then  sprang  to  wait  on  Mr.  Lambert ; 
Charles  Lambert,  editor  of  a  leading  magazine,  was  one 
of  Mac's  most  frequent  customers. 

"How  are  you  tonight,  Mr.  Lambert?  Been  working 
late  ?" 

"Yes,  Mae.  I  thought  I'd  drop  by  for  a  cup  of  coffee 
on  my  way  home." 

"Sure,  Mr.  Lambert." 

Charles  lighted  a  cigarette.  When  Mac  placed  the 
steaming  cup  before  him,  he  was  smoking  quietly.  Some 
minutes  later,  he  glanced  at  the  clock.  Three  forty-five. 
I'd  better  get  home,  he  thought.  Alice  will  never  believe 
I've  been  working  this  late.  He  put  a  coin  on  the 
counter  and  reached  for  his  hat. 

"Good-night,  Mr.  Lambert.     Come  again." 

Mae  yawned.  He  looked  at  the  clock.  Only  two  hours 
till  he  would  be  relieved.  He  glanced  about  the  room. 
Except  for  himself,  it  was  completely  deserted.  He 
straightened  up  a  bit  and  settled  back  in  the  chair  behind 
the  counter,  hoping  to  continue  his  snooze.  Unnoticed 
on  the  counter  lay  the  matches  Charles  Lambert  had  used. 
It  was  four  o'clock. 

At  rive  o'clock  Joe  walked  into  Mac's.  He  climbed 
onto  the  end  stool  and  let  his  head  fall  in  his  hands  in 
weariness. 

"Coffee  ?"  asked  Mac. 

Joe  lifted  his  face  and  nodded.  "Yes,  Mac.  Make  it 
good  and  strong." 

Mac  drew  the  coffee  quickly  and  watched  as  the  tired 
workman  sipped  it.  When  he  finished,  Joe  tossed  a  coin 
on  the  counter. 

"Thanks,  Mae."  he  said. 

Then  the  match  folder  caught  his  eye.  He  picked  it 
up  and  opened  the  cover.  Yes,  there  written  across  the 
lop  was  the  telephone  number  of  his  foreman.  He  re- 
membered jotting  it  down  a  day  or  so  ago  when  he  had 
had  to  call  him  about  his  transfer.  This  was  the  same 
folder  he  had  left  on  the  counter  nearly  twelve  hours 
ago.     Imagine  that ! 

He  slipped  it  into  his  coat  pocket  and  walked  out  into 
tin'  early  morning. 

(ioing  home  on  the  subway,  Joe  thought  of  his  wife. 


Gosh,  but  she  was  pretty !  He  really  didn't  get  to  see 
very  much  of  her  anymore,  working  all  night  like  he  did 
and  her  working  all  day.  Joe  remembered  how  it  was 
when  they  were  first  married.  She  used  to  meet  him  at 
the  door  and  welcome  him  home.  But  lately  when  he 
came  in,  she  would  still  be  in  bed,  and  always  have  some- 
thing to  say  about  working  late  at  the  office.  Guess  she's 
pretty  tired,  he  thought.  But  that  would  all  be  over  soon. 
His  boss  had  told  him  tonight  that  he  was  going  to  be 
transferred  to  a  little  town  in  New  Jersey.  His  strength 
came  back  and  his  head  lifted  as  he  thought  how  pleased 
she  would  be — to  get  away  from  the  big  city.  She  never 
had  liked  it. 

The  subway,  stopped.  Joe  got  off,  climbed  the  steps, 
and  emerged  onto  the  street.  A  few  lights  were  coming 
on.  The  busy  city  was  waking,  stretching,  and  beckoning 
to  the  near-by  towns.  Joe  turned  at  his  corner  and 
walked  toward  his  flat,  his  and  Marie's.  Marie  Gordon 
Miller !  That's  m3'  wife,  he  thought.  His  heart  swelled 
with  pride.     She's  the  best  wife  a  man  ever  had ! 

He  turned  in  at  the  house  and  started  upstairs,  feeling 
happier  than  he  had  felt  for  months.  Why  shouldn't  he? 
They  were  leaving  this  place,  going  to  a  small  town,  and 
he  was  to  get  a  raise. 

As  Joe  whistled  merrily  up  the  steps,  he  reached  into 
his  pocket  for  his  key  and  drew  out  an  assortment  of 
articles.  His  eyes  fell  on  the  match  folder.  Of  all  the 
people  who  had  stopped  at  Mac's,  he  thought,  it  was 
funny  no  one  had  picked  it  up.  He'd  have  to  tell  Marie 
about  that.  She'd  get  a  kick  out  of  it.  He  reached  the 
top  step,  and  his  heart  was  light  as  he  opened  the  door. 

"Marie,  Marie  honey,"  he  called. 

There  was  no  answer.  From  the  doorway  he  noticed 
a  folded  white  paper  on  Marie's  dresser.  I  wonder  what's 
the  matter,  he  thought  as  he  crossed  the  room.  Some- 
thing must  be  wrong  again  at  her  mother's.  Why  can't 
they  leave  her  alone !  She  belongs  to  me  now.  He  un- 
folded the  note  and  read: 

Dear  Joe, 

I  hate  to  leave  like  this,  all  of  a  sudden  1  mean, 
but  it's  the  only  way.  I'm  iir  love  with  Charles 
Lambert,  and  I'm  going  to  marry  him,  as  soon  as 
he  gets  his  divorce.  Don't  take  it  too  hard,  kid. 
You'll  get  over  me — I've  never  been  much  good 
to  you,  anyway. 

So  long, 

Marie 

Joe  held  the  note  in  his  hand,  his  eyes  staring  at  the 
words,  his  mind  not  quite  comprehending  their  meaning. 
He  read  it  again,  then  crumpled  the  paper  savagely  and 
thrust  it  into  his  pocket.  His  fingers  encountered  a  pack- 
age of  cigarettes. 

Unconsciously,  he  put  a  cigarette  between  his  lips  and 
lit  it  with  the  last  match  from  a  frayed  folder — the  same 
that  he  had  left  at  Mac's  during  the  six-o'clock  rush  last 
night.  Then  he  walked  across  the  room  to  a  beribboned 
trash  basket.  Marie  was  particular  about  keeping  the 
flat  neat.  She  was  always  saying,  "There's  the  trash  bas- 
ket.    Why  not  use  it?" 

As  Joe  dropped  the  empty  folder  into  the  basket,  a 
clock  struck  six. 
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The  Not-So-Imaginary  Invalid 


By  Myra  Welsh,  '47 


The  whole  thing  started  with  a  grapefruit.  I  came 
down  to  breakfast  with  my  hair  in  "sausages"  and  my 
faee  without  benison  of  make-up.  Daddy  was  buried  in 
yesterday's  paper  (for  some  reason  we  never  get  Mon- 
day's paper  until  Tuesday,  Tuesday's  paper  until  Wed- 
nesda3',  and  so  on  through  the  week).  If  I  hadn't  missed 
the  chair  when  I  sat  down  and  grabbed  at  the  grapefruit 
to  break  the  fall,  Daddy  probably  would  never  have 
noticed  me  at  all,  but  as  things  happened  I  did — and  he 
did. 

The  crash  rocked  the  whole  house.  Mother  roared  in 
from  the  kitchen  with  my  wire-haired  terrier  at  her  heels, 
both  talking  at  once,  and  my  sister  flopped  up  from  the 
basement  where  she  had  been  digging  worms  to  go  fish- 
ing. Daddy  put  down  the  paper.  The  four  of  them 
looked  relieved.  Sis  muttered  something  about  my  trying 
to  impersonate  the  San  Francisco  earthquake,  and  went 
back  to  the  basement.  I  just  sat  there  with  a  lap  full 
of  grapefruit. 

I  finally  managed  to  pull  myself  together.  "When  I  sat 
down  again  (this  time  in  the  chair),  I  noted  sheepishly 
that  Daddy  was  still  looking  at  me  with  that  look  that 
fathers  sometimes  get. 

"You  look  pale,"  he  said. 

Au  observation  of  this  sort  was  so  unusual  from  my 
father  that  1  merely  said,  "Sir?" 

"You  look  pale,"  he  repeated.  Pause.  "Eat  your  grape- 
fruit." 

I  had  a  sudden  urge  to  tell  him  that  if  he  had  partied 
till  three  a.  m.  and  gotten  up  the  next  morning  and  started 
the  day  by  cracking  two  inches  off  the  end  of  his  spine, 
he'd  look  pale  too,  but  I  thought  better  of  it.  All  I  said 
was,  "I  can't  eat  my  grapefruit.    I'm  wearing  it." 

Closer  scrutiny  from  Daddy. 

"You  have  circles  under  j'our  eyes." 

Cough  from  me,  choking  on  a  piece  of  toast. 

"And  a  cough.  Maybe  you'd  better  go  down  and  let 
Dr.  Jenkins  give  you  a  check-up  before  you  go  back  to 
school." 

With  that  I  did  choke.  The  family  has  a  general  knowl- 
edge of  my  medieval  wariness  of  doctors,  hospitals,  or 
anything  pertaining  to  medicine.  I  can  swallow  a  pill 
about  as  well  as  a  one-legged  blind  man  can  crawl  out 
of  an  abyss.  Some  day  I'm  going  to  overcome  my  antipa- 
thy b3'  having  my  dreams  interpreted  or  being  psycho- 
analyzed or  something.  Anyway,  I  shot  Mother  a  look 
with  "say-something-for-goodness-sake"  stamped  all  over 
it,  but  by  that  time  Daddy  was  halfway  to  the  front  door. 

I  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  telling  myself  he'd  forget 
about  quaking  the  appointment- 
He  didn't. 

The  next  morning  I  walked  into  the  white,  antiseptic 
snake-pit,  which  smelled  of  alcohol,  which  makes  me  sick, 
and  ether,  which  makes  me  sicker.  I  had  hoped  there 
would  be  at  least  twenty  patients  ahead  of  me,  but  I  was 


*With  apologies  to  II.  Moli&re. 


alone  in  the  office  with  a  nurse — the  highly  efficient,  robot 
type  of  nurse. 

She  crackled  over  to  me,  forced  me  into  a  smaller  room, 
out  of  my  clothes,  and  into  a  sterilized  croaker-sack.  I 
began  to  have  that  desperate  feeling.  I  decided  to  think 
about  something  to  take  my  mind  off  my  troubles,  so  I 
thought  about  Queen  Elizabeth,  but  I  couldn't  think  of 
anything  to  think  about  Queen  Elizabeth,  so  I  thought 
about  Bloody  Mary,  and  the  thought  of  blood  made  me 
think  of  illness,  and  illness  of  doctors,  and  I  was  right 
back  where  I'd  started. 

While  I  was  in  the  middle  of  trying  to  find  a  new  means 
of  diversion,  Dr.  Jenkins  came  in.  Dr.  Jenkins  is  a  giant 
anyway,  and  that  morning  he  looked  nine  feet  ten  inches 
tall.    In  fact,  he  looked  like  a  big  oaf. 

He  smiled  fiendishly. 

"Well,  young  lady,  what  seems  to  be  the  trouble  here?" 

Before  I  could  tell  him  there  wasn't  any  trouble,  and 
that  I  was  the  picture  of  health,  he  hit  me  on  the  knee 
with  a  hammer.  Nothing  happened.  He  hit  me  again. 
Still  no  reaction.  The  third  time  he  dislocated  my  knee- 
cap, and  my  foot  flew  up  and  hit  him  in  the  nose.  I  re- 
joiced in  my  soul. 

To  get  even,  he  told  me  to  jump  up  and  down  ten  times 
on  each  foot.  I  began  to  feel  like  the  first  cousin  to  a 
pogo  stick. 

Then  he  listened  to  my  heart.  He  looked  grave  and 
scribbled  on  a  little  pad.  He  then  ordered  me  to  open 
my  mouth,  and  he  inspected  each  tooth  carefully.  All 
kinds  of  crazy  phrases  like  "Never  look  a  gift  horse  in  the 
mouth"  kept  running  through  my  head. 

After  that  I  went  through  all  the  horrible  trials,  such 
as  the  blood  pressure  test,  the  chest  thumping,  and  so  on. 
He  looked  at  my  feet  and  made  the  startling  observation 
that  they  were  flat,  a  fact  I  had  known  for  eighteen  years. 

Suddenly,  as  if  he  had  just  struck  gold,  he  bellowed, 
"Ah,  and  we  have  here  a  touch  of  athlete's  foot!" 

I  tried  to  protest  that  it  wasn't  possible  because,  though 
I  do  pitch  a  mean  horseshoe,  I'm  not  the  athletic  type 
By  this  time  I  was  much  too  tired  too  argue. 

When  the  nurse  came  back  to  help  me  into  my  clothes, 
I  congratulated  myself  as  I  dressed  that  the  ordeal  was 
over  and  the  doctor  had  been  able  to  find  relatively  little 
wrong  with  me.  Alas,  1  had  counted  my  .pulses  before 
they  beat,  for  as  I  was  leaving,  Dr.  Jenkins  thrust  under 
my  nose  a  list  of  prescriptions  as  long  as  the  Magna  Carta 
and  about  as  legible. 

"My  dear,  don't  be  alarmed,"  he  gloated.  "You  have 
a  heart  murmur,  athlete's  foot,  flat  feet,  jungle  fungus, 
progressive  myopia,  liver  quiver  .  .  ." 

His  voice  went  out,  but  I  fled  screaming  down  the  cor- 
ridor. 

That  afternoon  I  went  to  bed,  and  T  haven't  been  the 
same  since.  I  might  add  that  grapefruit  has  been  no- 
ticeably absent  from  my  sickroom  diet. 
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Saint  Maey's  School 


Every  Laundry  Bag  Has  It's  Night 

By  Eleanok  Hope  Newell,  '48 


"Wednesday  night  again,"  I  said  to  myself,  then  added 
firmly,  "and  this  time  1  am  going  to  get  up  my  laundry 
and  have  it  out  in  the  hall  before  lights  out."  That  was 
at  7  :30.  As  I  was  getting  my  laundry  bag  out,  I  heard 
a  knock  at  the  door.  It  was  the  girl  who  lives  across  the 
hall.  Having  somehow  finished  her  homework,  she  had 
decided  to  return  the  visit  I  had  paid  her  one  night  when 
she  had  had  a  box  of  candy.  Knowing  that  she  expected 
food,  I  looked  around  the  room  for  the  candy  bar  I  had 
bought  in  the  afternoon.  (It  contained  vitamins  A,  B, 
and  E,  so  I  had  listed  it  in  my  expense  book  as  "tonic") 
Just  as  1  was  about  to  give  up  the  search,  1  happened  to 
look  under  the  bed.  It  was  there !  As  I  watched  my 
friend  devour  my  twelve-cent  candy  bar  (Nickel  bars  are 
six  cents;  dime  ones,  twelve  cents.  You  figure  it  out.)  1 
thought  of  my  dwindling  allowance. 

Our  topics  of  conversation  ran  from  teachers  to  what 
we  had  done  on  our  recent  vacation.  At  the  end  of  my 
play-by-play  account  of  niy  vacation,  a  similar  one  of 
hers,  a  lengthy  discussion  on  homework,  three  letters  read 
aloud,  and  the  bar  of  candy,  my  friend  said  that  she  must 
go;  I  probably  had  to  study,  and  she  didn't  want  to  inter- 
rupt me. 

By  now  it  was  8  :37.  Remembering  nry  resolution  con- 
cerning my  laundry,  I  picked  up  the  bag  and  emptied  it 
on  the  middle  of  my  bed.  A  knock  at  the  door.  This 
time  it  was  the  girl  who  sits  behind  me  in  English  class. 

"Have  you  done  your  homework .'"  she  asked. 

I  hadn't. 

We  discussed  the  problems  involved  in  writing  a  re- 
search paper.  This  took  forty-five  minutes.  As  she  left,  I 
again  went  to  work  on  my  laundry.  I  now  had  an  hour 
and  a  half,  which  should  be  enough  time. 


Suddenly  I  realized  as  I  began  to  sort  my  dirty  clothes 
that  I  hadn't  written  to  my  family  for  a  week.  No  wonder 
they  hadn't  sent  me  any  monej'  lately.  I  sat  down  im- 
mediately and  wrote.  I  spent  an  hour  on  my  epistle,  a 
masterpiece  of  ten  pages,  which  may  be  summarized  as 
follows :  I  need  more  money. 

My  thoughts  now  returned  to  my  laundry.  One  by  one 
I  systematically  put  my  clothes  back  into  the  bag.  All 
the  socks  had  name  tapes  on  them ;  so  I  checked  them  off. 
Next  came  blouses.  They  too — but  wait,  my  new  blouse 
was  without  a  tape.  I  was  faced  with  the  necessity  of 
either  sewing  on  one  or  washing  the  blouse  myself.  After 
five  minutes  of  careful  estimation  of  the  amount  of  effort, 
involved  in  each  of  these  alternatives,  I  decided  to  sew  on 
the  name  tape.  I  rummaged  through  the  closet  and  finally 
located  my  sewing  box.  Finding  a  name  tape,  thread, 
and  a  needle  was  easy.  Then  I  began  to  look  for  my 
scissors.  Where  were  they?  Suddenly  I  remembered 
that  I  had  lent  them  to  a  girl  down  the  hall.  The  little 
excursion  to  get  them  took  me  seven  minutes.  Looking  at 
my  watch,  I  discovered  that  I  had  only  twenty  minutes 
to  finish  my  laundry,  prepare  for  bed,  and  get  in  it. 

How  I  did  it  I  don't  know ;  but  when  the  hall  president 
opened  the  door  at  eleven  o'clock,  my  lights  were  out,  I 
was  safely  in  bed,  and  my  laundry  bag  was  in  the  hall. 
Even  the  problem  blouse  was  in  it,  complete  with  a  clean 
new  tape.  I  couldn't  resist  delaying  the  president  long 
enough  to  boast  of  my  victory  over  time  and  tapes. 

By  the  campus  light  outside  my  window  I  saw  the  hall 
president  pause  with  her  hand  on  the  doorknob. 

"But  this  is  Tuesday,"  she  said.  "It's  tomorrow  night 
that  we  put  out  our  laundry." 


PARADOX 

By  Myra  Welsh,  '47 

What  is  the  why  of  this  chaos  of  ideas. 

This  mass  of  human  experience? 

What  has  happened  to  the  original  pattern 

From  which  this  existence  was  cut? 

What  are  we  striving  toward 

When  men  are  caught  in  a  realm  of  fantasy 

That  breathes  over-brilliance 

Into  pale  opinion? 

The  answers  hover  just  beyond 

The  grasp  of  understanding ; 

Yet  we  cling  to  this  confusion 

With  a  tenacity  beyond 

The  power  of  reason, 

And  with  unquenchable  hope. 


AFTERGLOW 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '50 

Our  love  was  a  golden  sunset, 
A  tiling  that  could  not  last. 
I  reveled  in  its  beauty 
And  sought  to  hold  it  fast. 

As  western  skies  grow  crimson 
When  sunlit  days  are  through, 
Even  so  my  heart  was  radiant 
When  our  bright  young  love  was  new. 

A  sunset  endures  but  briefly 
As  the  torch  of  day  sinks  low, 
Yet  through  the  gathering  darkness 
It  trails  an  afterglow. 
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Ji«n'l  ALUMNAE 


By  Alice  Bell,  Alumnae  Secretary 


The  News  at  Saint  Mary's 


When  life  moves  as  fast  as  it  does  at  Saint  Mary's,  it's 
hard  to  recall  all  of  the  important  events  of  even  a  few 
months  back.  But,  to  give  a  brief  picture  of  what  we 
have  been  doing  since  November.  .  .  . 

November  started  off  with  a  bang  after  the  wonderful 
Halloween  party  that  was  given  by  the  junior  class.  The 
gym  was  completely  transformed  into  a  sinister  looking 
field,  and  there  were  plenty  of  spooks  on  the  loose  that 
night.  Prizes  were  given  for  the  best  costumes,  and  there 
were  tents  and  booths  that  had  everything  to  offer  from 
a  trip  around  the  world  to  a  chance  to  gaze  into  the 
gypsy's  crystal  ball. 

Also  high  on  the  list  of  important  occasions  was  Thanks- 
giving. School  was  practically  deserted  since  most  of 
the  seniors  took  their  "long  week-ends"  and  went  home, 
and  the  underclassmen  either  went  home  or  visited  school- 
mates. 

The  senior  dance,  on  December  14,  was  a  festive  occa- 
sion at  Saint  Mary's.  The  gym  again  took  on  party 
clothes  and  became  a  version  of  "The  Night  Before  Christ- 
mas." Scenes  from  the  poem  were  depicted  along  the 
side  walls.  Overhead  was  a  ceiling  of  strips  of  crepe  paper, 
centered  with  huge  Christmas  bells,  and  the  orchestra 
played  from  a  make-believe  sleigh.  As  for  the  dance  it- 
itself — well,  it  was  the  best  ever  held  at  Saint  Mary's, 
so  they  tell  me. 

Christmas  holidays  started  on  December  18.  On  the 
night  before,  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone  entertained  faculty  and 
staff  members  at  a  party,  which  they  declared  they 
wanted  to  make  an  annual  affair.  While  everyone  was 
gaily  chattering  about  the  holidays  and  eating  refresh- 
ments, voices  were  heard  singing  carols  outside  the  win- 
dow. Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone  invited  the  girls  in,  and  the 
faculty  joined  with  the  girls  in  songs  of  the  season. 

The  Christmas  pageant,  held  in  the  chapel  on  Sunday 
night  before  vacation,  was  as  lovely  as  always.     Seniors 
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took  the  parts  of  Mary,  Joseph,  the  Wise  Men,  angels, 
shepherds,  and  choir. 

January  and  February,  to  a  large  extent,  have  been 
filled  with  such  serious  things  as  studies.  Exams  started 
the  middle  of  January,  and  many  girls  made  New  Year's 
resolutions  to  keep  up  on  their  work  during  the  next 
semester. 

The  girls  have  attended  a  couple  of  Civic  Music  Con- 
certs recently,  and  also  a  play  at  the  Raleigh  Little  Thea- 
tre. There  have  been  studio  music  recitals,  and  the 
Dramatic  Club  gave  its  first  production  of  the  year,  "Lit- 
tle Women,"  on  February  18.  The  auditorium  was  packed, 
and  the  play  was  just  as  good  as  Miss  Davis'  plays  tra- 
ditionally are. 

May  Day,  the  first  since  the  War,  is  going  to  be  a  big- 
occasion  again,  and  work  has  been  started  on  the  page- 
antry and  dances.  The  court  has  also  been  elected.  An- 
other "election"  held  recently  was  that  of  Posture  Queen. 
Judges  selected  from  representatives  of  each  class  the 
three  with  the  best  posture,  and  the  Queen  will  receive 
an  award  at  the  athletic  banquet  at  the  end  of  the  year. 

Already  plans  are  being  made  for  commencement,  and 
the  seniors  have  been  measured  for  caps  and  gowns.  An- 
other class  is  almost  ready  to  leave  Saint  Mary's. 


COMMENCEMENT  PLANS 

We  hope  that  this  will  be  the  biggest  commencement  at 
Saint  Mary's  in  a  long  time.  The  dates  for  the  closing- 
exercises  are  from  Saturday,  May  31,  through  Monday, 
June  2.  Let's  have  lots  and  lots  of  Saint  Mary's  girls 
back  for  the  meeting  of  the  Alumnae  Association  on  Sat- 
urday, and  for  the  luncheon,  at  which  the  alumnae  will 
be  guests  of  the  school.  There  will  be  lots  of  entertain- 
ment planned,  and  we're  counting  on  having  a  big  rep- 
resentation. 

Special  class  reunions  should  be  taken  up  again.  The 
Class  of  1946  should  certainly  have  a  big  representation, 
and  we  hope  that  the  classes  indicated  below  will  also 
plan  a  definite  reunion :  1942,  '37,  '32,  '27,  '22,  '17,  12,  '07, 
'02,  and  as  far  back  as  we  can  go.  Lel/s  have  Saint  Mary's 
overflowing  with  old  Saint  Mary's  girls! 


BUSINESS  MANAGER  DIES 

Saint  Mary's  was  saddened  during  February  by  the 
death  of  the  business  manager,  Eliot  F.  Stoughton.  Fu- 
neral services  were  held  at  Christ  Church,  Raleigh,  on 
February  24,  with  the  Rev.  Ray  C.  Holder,  rector,  and 
the  Rev.  I.  Harding  Hughes,  chaplain  of  Saint  Mary's, 
officiating.     Burial  was  at  Oakwood  Cemetery. 

Mr.  Stoughton  had  been  business  manager  and  secre- 
tary-treasurer of  Saint  Mary's  since  1943,  and  was  greatly 
respected  and  loved  by  the  faculty  and  staff,  as  well  as 
by  the  students. 
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Saint  Mart's  School 


Recent  Gifts  from  Alumnae  and  Friends 


During  the  past  few  months,  several  gifts  have  been 
given  Saint  Mary's  by  alumnae  and  interested  friends  of 
the  school. 

About  30  per  cent  of  the  checks  received  for  dues  have 
included  an  additional  amount,  ranging  from  five  to 
twenty-five  dollars,  which  makes  it  possible  for  the  Alum- 
nae Association  to  sponsor  various  projects  for  the  school. 

An  endowment  of  $25,000  to  Saint  Mary's,  to  be  used 
for  the  advancement  of  teaching,  has  been  received  re- 
cently as  a  gift  from  James  A.  Gray,  Chairman  of  the 
Executive  Committee  of  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company, 
as  a  part  of  a  recent  gift  of  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 
stock  to  eleven  North  Carolina  institutions.  Mr.  Gray 
stated  that  the  funds  are  to  be  used  to  further  Christian 
education  and  medical  science.  Mr.  Gray's  daughter, 
Christine,  attended  Saint  Mary's  from  1944  to  1946,  and 
was  graduated  in  June,  1946.  She  is  now  a  student  at 
Salem  College. 

A  total  of  $1,356  in  endowment  funds,  in  addition  to 
the  James  A.  Gray  fund,  has  been  added  to  various  Saint 
Mary's  funds  since  Christmas,  according  to  an  announce- 
ment from  the  president's  office 

The  estate  of  Mrs.  Addis  S.  Cox,  Winterville,  sent  $156, 
which,  added  to  the  $3,950.75  forwarded  in  1944,  makes 
the  total  gift  from  Mrs.  Cox's  estate  $4,106.75.  This 
money  has  become  a  permanent  part  of  Saint  Mary's  en- 
dowment fund. 

Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis  (Mary  C.  Shuford,  '10),  of  Hender- 
son, now  a  member  of  the  Alumnae  Council,  contributed 
$1,000  to  the  Centennial  Fund. 

Mrs.  C.  C.  Dawson,  of  Cramerton,  a  member  of  the 
Board   of   Trustees,   contributed   $100   to   the   Centennial 


Fund  in  December  in  the  name  of  her  daughter,  Poncie 
Dawson,  who  was  graduated  from  Saint  Mary's  last  June 
and  is  now  at  Randolph-Macon. 

J.  Webb  Cox,  Thermal,  Cal.,  has  mailed  his  check  for 
$100  to  Saint  Mary's  for  the  Bishop  Cheshire  Memorial 
Fund. 

A  silver  paten,  in  memory  of  William  H.  Jones,  choir 
master  and  head  of  the  music  department  from  1919  to 
1940,  was  given  by  Mr.  Jones's  sister,  Mrs.  Charles  Han- 
cock (Alice  Jones,  '92),  of  Charlottesville,  Va.,  formerly 
of  Raleigh.  The  paten  was  consecrated  on  Sunday  morn- 
ing, February  23.  The  flowers  on  the  altar  were  also  in 
memory  of  Mr.  Jones  and  were  given  by  Mrs.  Hancock 
and  Miss  Florence  Hill  Jones,  '90. 

A  list  of  gifts  for  the  year  thus  far  would  be  very  in- 
complete without  the  numerous  donations  of  shrubbery 
from  Mr.  Charles  A.  Tucker,  of  Warrenton.  Mr.  Tucker 
is  chairman  of  the  landscape  committee,  and  has  given 
untold  hours  to  the  planning  and  supervising  of  work 
done  on  the  campus  this  year.  The  large  box  bushes  bor- 
dering the  flagstone  terrace  and  the  dwarf  box  bushes 
outlining  part  of  the  driveway  are  gifts  from  Mr.  Tucker. 
He  has  ordered  two  magnolia  trees,  which  he  is  also  going 
to  give  to  the  school.  One  will  be  planted  at  the  door  to 
East  Rock  and  the  other  at  the  door  to  West  Rock.  Mr. 
Tucker's  wife,  Jennie  Jackson  Tucker,  '11,  and  daughter, 
Mary  Arden  Tucker  Sutterfield,  '45,  are  both  Saint  Mary's 
alumnae. 

Another  gift  of  shrubbery,  six  box  bushes,  has  been 
received  from  Mrs.  Palmer  Scoggin,  of  Warrenton.  Mrs. 
Scoggin's  two  daughters,  Ann  Scog'gin  Morrison,  '36,  and 
Katherine  Scoggin  Martyn,  '31,  attended  Saint  Mary's. 


Excerpts  Containing  News  of  Alumnae 


Pari  of  a  letter  written  by  Allis  F.  Hussey,  teacher  at 
Saint  Mary's  from  1980-82,  to  Miss  Mabel  Morrison  is 
printed  beloiv. 

.  .  ."Finally  1  asked  for  a  week's  leave,  and  got  it,  in 
the  middle  of  August.  Actually  I  was  not  due  to  have  it 
since  I'd  had  a  week  in  April.  But  no  one  checked  up  too 
closely  and  I  had  a  wonderful  week  in  Kyoto.  I  saw  the 
sights  every  day,  and  slept  10  hours  every  night.  It  is 
most  refreshing  to  go  to  a  place  that  has  not  been  bombed, 
and  where  the  life  of  the  people  has  not  been  totally  dis- 
rupted as  it  was  in  Tokyo. 

"Kyoto  is  a  beautiful  city  with  its  river  and  surround- 
ing hills,  its  many  temples  and  works  of  art.  It  has  been 
for  centuries  a  center  of  art  and  culture.  One  of  the  most  . 
impressive  sights  was  the  temple  of  the  1001  Kwannons. 
The  building  is  absolutely  unimpressive  on  the  exterior. 
The  yard  was  somewhat  grown  to  weeds,  small,  and  the 
fishpond  was  dry  and  ban-.  The  temple  itself  is  a  plain, 
long,  low  structure,  showing  hud;  of  care.  It  had  none 
of  the  ornamentation  I  have  grown  to  expect,  and  I  really 
was  totally  unprepared  for  what  was  to  come  inside. 


"The  whole  front  of  the  building  was  closed.  We 
entered  from  one  end  and  looked  down  the  long  hall  that 
comprised  the  whole  interior.  It  was  dimly  lit  by  the 
light  coming  through  the  paper  doors  that  formed  almost 
the  whole  front  wall.  Standing  in  five  ranks,  each  slightly 
raised  above  the  one  before,  stood  1,000  life-size  golden 
statues  of  Kwannon,  500  on  each  side  of  the  large  seated 
statue  of  the  goddess  in  the  center  of  the  hall.  At  first 
glance  all  looked  alike,  but  closer  inspection  showed  that 
each  was  different.  1  wish  I  could  convey  the  first  impres- 
sion of  those  dully  glowing  statues  in  that  dim  interior. 

"Another  day  a  friend  and  I  made  a  long  trip  to  Ise, 
the  Japanese  Mecca.  There  are  the  Shinto  shrines,  dedi- 
cated to  the  Sun  Goddess,  supposedly  the  ancestress  of  the 
Emperor.  The  sacred  mirror  and  the  sacred  sword,  two 
of  the  imperial  treasures,  are  enshrined  there.  The  tem- 
ples are  unlike  any  I  have  seen  in  Japan,  with  no  trace  of 
ornate  Chinese  architecture.  The,y  are  absolutely  simple, 
with  straight-pitched  roofs,  and  the  beauty  lies  in  the 
harmony  of  proportion  and  the  perfect  wood  from  which 
they  are  built.  They  are  the  absolute  opposite  of  Nikko, 
which  is  a  marvel  of  intricate  carving  and  brilliant  color, 
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including  gold,  silver,  ivory,  black  lacquer,  and  floral 
and  bird  designs  faithfully  painted  to  reproduce  the 
colors  of  peacocks,  ducks,  peonies,  roses,  or  other  things 
represented.  I  hope  sometime  I  can  show  you  pictures 
that  may  give  some  idea  of  the  place.  One  can  never 
really  appreciate  it  without  seeing  it. 

"I  have  made  a  number  of  trips  to  the  seashore  south 
of  Tokyo  and  Yokohama  and  to  the  mountains  to  the 
north  and  west.  One  can  see  Fuji  from  Tokyo  on  a  clear 
day  and,  near  or  far,  it  is  an  amazing  mountain.  Over 
Labor  Day  1  went  to  Karuizawa,  which  before  the  war 
was  the  summer  resort  of  the  diplomatic  set.  It  is  beauti- 
ful there,  but  I  really  believe  that  Menohara,  more  di- 
rectly west  of  Tokyo,  is  nicer.  The.  mountains  are  more 
spectacular,  though  none  of  them  is  a  live  volcano  as  is 
the  high  peak  that  dominates  Karuizawa  on  the  west. 

"As  things  stand  now,  I  will  be  home  next  spring.  My 
thirty  months  are  up  this  month,  but  the  Section  asked 
that  my  duty  assignment  be  extended  for  six  months.  It 
is  just  possible  that  the  request  will  be  refused,  but  1 
hope  not  as  I  do  want  to  finish  a  couple  of  jobs  I  have 
begun.  I  have  300  of  the  500  specimens  I  want  to  collect 
for  the  Smithsonian,  and  if  I  leave  I'm  afraid  the  others 
are  too  busy  with  other  things  to  put  much  time  to  it. 
I'm  really  pleased  with  my  progress  and  hope  to  have  the 
rest  before  long.  Also,  I've  just  been  transferred  from 
the  Administration  to  one  of  the  Professional  Branches 
of  the  Division ;  so  I'd  hate  to  leave  right  now.  Anyhow, 
I  will  be  back  sometime  next  spring  and  hope  I  may  see 
you,  if  you  have  not  already  set  out  on  another  trip." 


A  brief  bit  of  alumnae  news  came  from  Mr.  C.  A.  P.  Moore, 
who  is  on  leave  of  absence  and  is  at  Yale  University  teaching 
and  studying  for  his  doctorate.  He  and  Mrs.  Moore  are  living 
at  75  Autumn  St.,  New  Haven  11,  Conn. 

"I  had  a  card  recently  from  Dorothy  See  Mayer,  330 
W.  72nd  St.,  New  York  City,  telling  me  of  having  just 
returned  from  West  Point  where  her  father-in-law  is 
organist  at  the  famous  chapel  there.  We  are  going  to 
look  her  up  the  next  time  we  are  in  New  York. 

"Believe  it  or  not,  I  ran  into  six  of  my  fraternity  broth- 
ers one  day  at  Sax  5th. Avenue.  We  immediately  sat 
around  in  a  circle  and  had  a  session  about  Chapel  Hill ! 

"Also,  during  Thanksgiving  week-end  iu  New  York,  I 
accidentally  ran  into  Miss  Elizabeth  Thompson  (1117 
Ilillsboro  St.,  Raleigh),  '12,  two  days  in  succession,  once 
on  lower  Fifth  Avenue,  and  the  next  day  in  the  theatre 
district. 

"Our  best  wishes  to  everybody."" 


A  Christmas  note  from,  Mary  Willis  Doiilhat.  'J/0,  to 
Martha  Dabney  Jones,  '26,  acting  head  of  the  English  De- 
partment, contained  the  following  news.  Mary  Willis'  address 
is  66  West  Second  Street,  Mt.  Vernon,  N.  Y. 

"Christmas  in  Virginia,  the  first  in  three  years !  I 
don't  deserve  it,  because  I've  only  begun  my  new  job; 
but  I'm  really  appreciating  it.  Yes,  I'm  out  of  A.R.C. 
and  working  in  New  York.  If  getting  my  teeth  into 
the  job  hadn't  kept  me  so  busy,  you'd  have  heard  from 
me  about  it.  I'm  writing  brochure  copy  for  'Preview,' 
a   real    estate    clearing    house,    and    it's   intensely   inter- 


esting. And  all  I  have  to  go  on  is  my  English  M  back- 
ground. (No  kidding,  it  was  the  little  old  Bulletin 
that  got  me  the  job,  for  they  were  all  I  had  as  samples.) 
"How  busy  you  must  be  with  the  added  responsibili- 
ties !  .  .  .  I'd  like  to  be  back  for  a  little  Faery  Queen, 
and  Robert  Herrick.  .  .  ." 


Columbia  Munds,  '96,  who  lives  at  207  Ann  St.,  Wilming- 
ton, N.  ('.,  has  retired  after  27  years  of  supervising  health 
nurses.  She  was  New  Hanover  County's  first  director  of 
public  nursing,  and  she  retained  that  position  until  her  retire- 
ment last  July.  The  "Wilmington  Star"  paid  tribute  to  Miss 
Munds  in  the  following  editorial: 

"New  .Hanover  County  is  losing  a  valued  official  and 
the  people  a  great  friend  in  the  retirement  of  Miss  Co- 
lumbia Munds  which  is  to  become  effective  on  Monday. 
For  twenty-seven  years  this  faithful  and  admirable  wom- 
an has  directed  public  nursing  under  the  Consolidated 
Board  of  Health — the  first  and  only  person  to  fill  this 
important  position. 

"Following  graduation  at  Post  Graduate  Medical 
School  and  hospital  in  New  York,  Miss  Munds  took  up 
her  task  as  nurse  supervisor  here.  In  the  intervening 
years  New  Hanover  County  has  benefited,  far  beyond  the 
knowledge  of  many  old  residents,  in  the  thousand  and  one 
ways  a  competent  nurse  gives  her  services.  Dr.  A.  H. 
Elliot,  the  county's  health  officer,  calls  her  a  splendid 
leader. 

"Now,  she  says,  she  proposes  to  'just  rest'  for  a  while, 
without  any  definite  plans  for  the  future.  Surely  no  one 
better  deserves  the  privilege  of  resting.  Everyone  hopes 
that  she  will  carry  out  her  present  intention,  but  we  are 
doubtful  if  her  rest  period  will  be  as  long  as  her  friends 
could  wish. 

"It  is  an  outstanding  characteristic  of  people  who  have 
lived  busy  lives  that  they  can  endure  just  so  much  relax- 
ation and  no  more.  For  her  sake  we  could  wish  it  might 
be  different,  but  the  probability  is  that  Miss  Munds  will 
find  means  to  resume  her  service  to  suffering  humanity 
later  on,  and  find  her  greatest  happiness  in  so  doing. 

"The  Stae  extends  its  best  wishes  to  Miss  Munds,  in  re- 
tirement, with  the  same  sincere  interest  it  has  always  felt 
in  her  work." 


The  following  is  an  excerpt  from  an  article  that  appeared 
in  the  "News  and  Observer"  on  November  22: 

"Mrs.  William  W.  Vass,  of  745  Ilillsboro  Street,  died 
early  yesterday  morning  at  Rex  Hospital.  She  had  been 
in  ill  health  for  some  time. 

"Mrs.  Vass  was  interested  in  public  school  matters,  and 
was  active  in  the  Parent-Teacher  movement,  holding  posi- 
tions of  leadership  in  that  organization.  She  was  a  leader 
for  many  years  in  Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College 
alumna1  activities. 

"Mrs.  Vass  spent  her  entire  life  here,  and  was  the 
granddaughter  of  Dr.  Aldert  Smedes,  founder  of  Saint 
Mary's  School,  now  Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  Col- 
lege. She  was  the  daughter  of  Charles  Root  and  the  late 
Annie  Beach  Smedes  Root.  Her  husband,  one  of  Raleigh's 
best,  known  businessmen  and  bankers,  died  several  years 
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"Surviving  are  her  father ;  two  daughters,  Mrs.  Hubert 
Stockard  and  Annie  Smedes  Vass,  both  of  Raleigh ;  a  sis- 
ter, Mrs.  William  Watkins  Robards,  of  Sanford ;  and  a 
brother,  Dr.  Aldert  Smedes  Root,  of  Raleigh. 

"Funeral  services  will  be  held  this  afternoon  at  4:00 
o'clock  at  Christ  Church.  The  Rt.  Rev.  Edwin  A.  Penick, 
D.D.,  bishop  of  the  Episcopal  diocese  of  rjorth  Carolina, 
will  officiate,  assisted  by  the  Rev.  Ray  Holder,  rector  of 
Christ  Church.  Burial  will  be  in  Oakwood.  Friends  were 
requested  to  meet  at  the  north  door  of  the  church  prior 
to  the  service." 


The  following  editorial  appeared  in  the  December  19  issue 
of  "The  Daily  Advance."  Elizabeth  City,  after  the  death  of 
Annie  Wood  Foreman,  '10. 

A  GREAT  LADY  PASSES 

"For  the  most  part,  Americans  are  rather  more  than 
likely  to  look  with  mistrust,  even  hostility,  upon  the  word 
'aristocrat,'  feeling  that  it  connotes  a  lofty  aloofness  or 
disdain  of  the  humbler  paths  in  which  most  men  walk  their 
way  upon  the  earth.  Such  a  defining  of  the  word  conies 
from  too  long  a  contemplation  of  people  who  have  worn 
inheritance  not  worthily,  and  such  a  defining  is  very  wide 
of  the  mark  of  the  word's  true  meaning. 

"An  aristocrat  is  well-born,  to  be  sure.  That  is  one  part 
of  the  word's  meaning,  but  that  is  not  the  whole  of  it.  An 
aristocrat  is  gently  born,  too.     An  aristocrat  is  conscious 


of  heritage,  not  in  any  sodden  sense  that  it  makes  him 
better  than  his  fellow  man,  but  that,  along  with  proud 
birth  there  is  au  inborn  obligation  to  be  worthy  of  it.  Not 
a  conscious  thing,  but  an  instinctive  thing  that  makes  a 
man  a  gentleman  and  a  woman  a  lady. 

"Being  an  aristocrat  connotes,  then,  integrity  and.  an 
instinctive  consideration  for  the  sensibilities  of  all  things 
and  of  all  people,  a  gentle  charity  toward  all  things.  But 
defining  an  aristocrat  is  not  so  simple  a  matter  as  that. 
It  is  simpler  just  to  recognize  an  aristocrat,  a  man  or  a 
woman  of  quality,  a  man  above  all  littleness  and  who  is 
kind  and  is  good  and  is  gracious,  one  who  bears  his  own 
burden  without  complaining  and  who  is  ever  quick  to 
lighten  the  burden  of  another. 

"In  the  death  of  Annie  Wood  Foreman,  Elizabeth  City 
has  lost  a  neighbor  and  a  friend  who,  in  all  things,  was 
worthy  to  be  called,  in  its  very  finest  meaning,  an  aristo- 
crat. She  was  well-born,  yes.  She  was  all  the  other  things 
that  we  think  of  when  we  think  of  a  great  lady.  She  was 
gentle  and  gracious  and  understanding.  She  had  very 
great  personal  charm.  She  had  all  the  great  qualities 
that  make  for  a  rounded  personality,  and  with  them  wit, 
intelligence,  and  judgment.  She  will  be  greviously  missed 
in  high  places,  in  low  places.  Her  death  brings  a  loss  that 
makes  the  community  a  poorer  place,  that  robs  it  of  a 
shining  personality.  .  .  .  But  her  death  does  not  carry 
away  a  rich  memory  of  how  fine  a  life  can  be,  nor  remove 
from  us  a  rich  heritage." 


Alumnae  Chapters 


ORLANDO,  FLA. 


Alumnae  living  in  Orlando,  Fla.,  met  on  Friday  after- 
noon, November  8,  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Sidney  P.  Newell. 
The  alumnae  present  enjoyed  hearing  about  the  campus 
and  interior  improvements,  as  well  as  exchanging  news  of 
old  Saint  Mary's  friends.  Guests  present  at  the  meeting 
were  Mrs.  A.  X.  Scott,  Mrs.  Helen  Carey,  whose  daughter- 
is  now  at  Saint  Mary's,  Mrs.  G.  W.  McLaughlin,  whose 
daughter  returned  to  Saint  Mary's  in  February,  and  the 
alumnae  secretary.  The  alumnae  present  were  Mrs.  Sid- 
ney P.  Xewell  (Eleanor  Hope  Cobb,  '21),  Margaret  Har- 
din, '30,  Dorothy  Hardin,  '30,  Barbara  McLaughlin,  '47 
(H.  S.),  Mrs.  R.'b.  Tilly,  Jr.  (Louise  High,  '31),  Miriam 
Hardin,  '27,  Mrs.  Brantley  A.  Weathers,  Jr.  (Agnes  Tins- 
ley  Harrison,  '11  ),  and  Mrs.  Pettus  Lee  (Adele  Davidson). 

Following  the  meeting,  the  hostess  served  delicious 
tea,  sandwiches,  and  cookies. 


GREENSBORO 

Mrs.  Thomas  Turner,  Jr.,  president  of  the  Greensboro 
alumnae  chapter,  assisted  by  Mrs.  Charles  A.  Pierce,  en- 
tertained the  chapter  at  a  buffet  luncheon  at  Mrs.  Turner's 
home  on  Saturday,  January  11.  Guests  at  the  meeting 
were  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Richard  G.  Stone,  Mrs.  Betsy  London 
Cordon,  president  of  the  Alumnae  Association,  and  tin' 
alumna?  secretary.  Dr.  Stone  discussed  the  recent  campus 
improvements,  and  told  of  plans  for  future  improvements. 
.Mrs.  Cordon  urged  all  the  members  present  to  work  to 
make  the  chapter  one  of  the  most  active  in  the  Association, 


and  said  that  she  hoped  to  see  a  large  representation  at 
Commencement  in  June. 

Officers  elected  for  next  year  are  Julia  Clark,  presi- 
dent ;  Margaret  Stone,  vice-president ;  and  Harriet  Hall, 
reelected  secretary-treasurer.  Plans  were  made  for  an- 
other meeting  in  March. 

The  following  alumna1  were  present  at  the  meeting : 
Mrs.  Thomas  Turner,  Jr.  (Mary  Nolan,  '21),  Mrs.  Charles 
A.  Pierce  (Ida  Hinnant,  '23),  Mrs.  Wylie  H.  McGlamery, 
Jr.  (Margaret  Broughton,  '30),  Margaret  Stone,  '43, 
Julia  Clark,  '43,  Mrs.  Alex  R.  Stanford  (Jennie  Trotter, 
'27),  Mrs.  Grover  C.  Godwin,  Jr.  (Mary  Midyette,  '39), 
Susanne  Hurley,  '42,  Harriet  Hall,  '37,  Priseilla  Mitchell, 
'43,  Walker  Dillard,  '43,  Mrs.  Stark  Spottswood  Dillard 
(Alice  Walker,  '21),  Mrs.  Thomas  Bernard  Wright  (Mary 
Louise  Everett,  '22),  Mrs.  Marion  Keith  (Caroleen  Lam- 
beth, '21),  Mrs.  Forest  Kelly  (Barbara  Henderson,  '32), 
Louise  Eichhorn,  '45  (H.S.),  Hortense  Jones,  '35,  and 
Mrs.  H.  C.  Ernest  (Frances  Carolina  Jones',  '33). 


CHARLOTTE 

A  small  number  of  Charlotte  alumnae  met  at  Mrs.  Wil- 
liam A.  Graham's  home  on  Tuesday  afternoon,  November 
12,  to  meet  Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  president  of  Saint 
Mary's,  and  to  hear  about  improvements  that  have  been 
made  recently,  and  to  learn  of  plans  for  future  work.  The 
meeting  was  called  by  Mrs.  Joseph  E.  Moore,  president. 

Officers  elected  to  serve  for  the  next  year  are  Mrs.  L.  15. 
Xewell,  president ;  Mrs.  Rufus  Ward,  reelected  vice-presi- 
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dent;  and  Mrs.  James  0.  Walker,  Jr.,  reelected  secretary- 
treasurer. 

Following-  the  meeting,  the  hostess  served  refreshments. 
The  alumnae  present  were  Mrs.  William  A.  Graham  (Jes- 
sica Vann,  '11),  Mrs.  James  O.  Walker,  Jr.  (Merrie 
Haynes,  '39),  Mrs.  Charles  H.  Conner  (Alice  Alexander, 
'33),  Mrs.  Hamilton  C.  Jones  (Bessie  S.  Erwin,  '11),  Mrs. 
L.  B.  Newell  (Annie  Rogers),  Josephine  Osborne,  '98,  Mrs. 
James  Gordon  Todd  (Rosa  Mildred  Chrisman,  '15),  and 
Mrs.  Julius  Jennings  Wade  (nee  Mary  Hamlin  Landis. 
'21). 


WARRENTON 

A  small  group  of  Warrenton  alumna?  met  at  the  home 
of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  A.  Tucker  on  Friday,  February  7. 
Dr.  and  Mrs.  Richard  G.  Stone  were  guests  at  the  meet- 
ing. An  informal  discussion  of  recent  improvements  at 
Saint  Mary's  was  led  by  Dr.  Stone.  The  group  voted  to 
donate  a  box  bush  to  the  school  campus.  No  new  officers 
were  elected. 

Alumnae  present  were  Mrs.  Charles  Tucker  (Jennie 
Jackson,  '11),  Mrs.  W.  Lunsford  Long  (Rosa  Heath,  '07), 
president,  Mrs.  Graham  Boyd  (Lucile  Rux,  '32),  Mrs. 
Weldon  Hall  (Eliza  Hall),  Nancy  Peete,  '42,  and  Erin 
Woodall,  '43. 


RALEIGH 

Full  minutes  of  the  Raleigh  Chapter's  meeting  are  being 
'    printed  since  much  of  the  business  was  of  general  alumnae 
interest. 

The  Raleigh  Chapter  of  Saint  Mary's  Alumna?  Associa- 
tion held  its  Autumn  meeting  Friday  afternoon,  Novem- 
ber 15th,  1946,  in  the  parlor  of  the  School.  There  was  a 
large  attendance ;  45  of  the  old  girls  were  present. 

Mrs.  Grover  Dillon,  president  of  the  Chapter,  called  the 
meeting  to  order,  and  appointed  Mrs.  Frank  Spruill 
(Polly  Easley  of  Rocky  Mount)  to  succeed  Mrs.  Archie 
Horton,  resigned,  as  treasurer.  Mrs.  Spruill  recommended 
that  the  members  pay  their  dues  directly  to  her  and  not 
to  Mrs.  Withers,  Treasurer  of  the  General  Alumna?,  and 
that  the  payment  be  made  in  October  of  each  year. 

Mrs.  Betsy  London  Cordon  urged  that  the  Raleigh  Chap- 
ter make  a  special  effort  to  get  the  members  to  pay  their 
dues,  and  said  that  the  cup,  awarded  on  a  percentage 
basis  to  the  chapter  with  the.  greatest  number  of  paid 
memberships,  might  be  ours  if  we  would  get  out  and  work 
for  it. 

Mrs.  Dillon  introduced  Miss  Alice  Bell,  our  new  alumna? 
secretary,  who  reported  on  the  work  done  since  Septem- 
ber in  the  alumna?  office. 

The  president  expressed  regret  at  the  illness  of  Mr. 
Stoughton,  Business  Manager  for  the  School,  and  re- 
quested the  secretary  to  write  a  note  to  him,  with  greet- 
ings and  earnest  wishes  for  his  speedy  recovery. 

Mrs.  William  Person,  chairman  of  the  Gateway  Com- 
mittee, was  recognized,  and  reported  on  the  plans  for  the 
restoration  of  the  summer  house  and  the  erection  of  the 
gateway. 

Present  at  the  meeting  were  special  friends  of  the 
School,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Tucker  of  Warrenton,  N.  C. 
Mr.  Tucker  was  given  a  rising  vote  of  thanks  for  his  in- 
terest in  Saint  Mary's,  his  "new  daughter,"  as  he  calls 


her,  and  especially  for  his  time  and  effort  in  collaboration 
with  the  landscape  architect.  He  described  the  gardens 
in  front  of  the  covered  ways  as  they  would  look  when 
finished,  and  we  all  felt  that  he  was  right  when  he  said 
in  time  it  would  be  one  of  the  loveliest  school  campuses  to 
be  found  anywhere.  Twelve  box  bushes  he  has  named  for 
the  Twelve  Apostles,  and  he  suggested  that  these  might 
be  taken  by  the  alumna?  chapters  as  gifts  to  the  School. 
Mrs.  William  Person  made  a  motion  that  the  Raleigh 
Chapter  take  the  first  of  these  plants  as  their  gift.  Mr. 
Tucker  thought  that  the  cost  would  be  about  $15.00  each. 

Mrs.  James  Cordon,  president  of  the  Alumna?  Associa- 
tion, introduced  Dr.  Richard  Stone,  recently  elected 
President  of  Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College.  Dr. 
Stone  reviewed  the  beginnings  of  the  School,  its  rich 
tradition  and  what  it  has  meant  to  the  State  and  to  the 
South  in  years  past.  He  forcefully  brought  out  the  fact 
that  we  cannot  rest  on  past  accomplishment;  we  must  look 
to  the  future;  our  standards  must  be  high,  and  must  be- 
come higher  each  year.  We  must  go  forward.  He  listed 
as  a  first  need:  a  good  faculty,  well  paid;  and  here  he  paid 
tribute  to  those  who  had  served  the  School  long  and  faith- 
fully and  well.  The  second  need:  an  endowment.  He 
stressed  the  fact  that  no  school  exists  on  student  fees.  The 
third  need:  physical  improvement.  A  science  building  is 
urgently  needed  and  then  an  adequate  library  building. 
The  present  building  can  barely  accommodate  the  13,000 
volumes  we  now  have,  and  in  his  opinion  no  junior  col- 
lege should  have  less  than  25,000  volumes.  He  referred 
to  the  new  library  building  as  a  memorial  to  the  late 
Bishop  Joseph  Blount  Cheshire,  whose  labors  for  the 
School  covered  some  50  years.  Dr.  Stone  estimated  that 
such  a  library  building  would  cost  around  $200,000,  and 
it  is  his  hope  that  the  funds  for  this  memorial  will  be 
raised  in  sizable  amounts  and  that  it  may  be  done  spon- 
taneously and  free-heartedly. 

Dr.  Stone  brought  to  the  attention  of  the  Alumnse  the 
matter  of  registration  of  students  and  suggested  that  this 
be  done  years  in  advance  of  their  matriculation;  at  pres- 
ent six  years  is  the  oldest  registration  of  any  student. 
Many  schools  and  colleges  register  students  at  birth. 

He  closed  by  saying  that  the  most  important  work  of 
education  is  emphasis  on  the  spiritual  life  of  the  students, 
and  he  hoped  Saint  Mary's  would  always  keep  that  in 
mind  with  all  her  material  progress. 

Mrs.  Dillon  appointed  the  following  committee  to  nomi- 
nate new  officers  to  be  elected  at  the  May,  1947,  meeting: 
Mrs.  J.  B.  Cheshire,  Mrs.  James  Cordon  and  Mrs.  L.  V. 
Sutton. 

It  was  a  pleasure  to  have  with  us  Miss  Lizzie  Lee,  Mrs. 
Edwin  Penick  and  Mrs.  Richard  Stone;  also  from  the 
Chapel  Hill  Chapter,  Miss  Henrietta  Smedes. 

The  meeting  was  adjourned  and  tea  was  served. 
Respectfully  submitted, 

ELIZABETH  M.  MONTGOMERY, 

Secretary. 


A  limited  number  of  Saint  Mary's  Commemorative 
Plates,  both  blue  and  rose,  can  be  ordered  through  the 
alumnae  office.  The  plates  cost  $2.50  for  one,  $13  for 
six,  and  $25  for  twelve.  Please  enclose  a  check  with 
your  order. 
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1869 

Anne  Elizabeth  Hill  Kenan  (Mrs.  James  Graham)  is 
living  at  111  South  Third  St.,  Wilmington,  N.  C.  She 
writes :  "I  was  a  student  for  three  years  at  Saint.  Mary's. 
Dr.  Aldert  Smedes  was  then  principal  of  the  school.  I 
think  I  am  the  oldest  living  student,  having  celebrated 
my  94th  birthday  on  January  23.  1  have  many  pleasant 
memories  of  my  girlhood  days  at  Saint  Mary's,  for  there 
was  a  large  and  charming  group  of  girls  from  every 
southern  state.  The  standards  were  very  high.  Mrs. 
Iredell,  Miss  Stella  Shaw,. Miss  Sherwood,  and  others  were 
all  finished  teachers  and  ladies.  Miss  Kate  MeKimmon 
visited  me  often  after  my  marriage  to  Mr.  Kenan  in  1870." 

1887 

Henrietta  R.  Smedes  is  living  temporarily  in  Raleigh 
with  her  sister,  Emilie  R.  Smedes  Holmes  (Mrs.  J.  S.),  '84, 
at  302  Forest  Road.  She  writes :  "My  address  heretofore 
has  been  Chapel  Hill.  Because  of  the  housing  shortage, 
I  have  at  present  no  permanent  address.  After  employ- 
ment as  a  librarian  in  the  University  of  North  Carolina 
Library  for  more  than  twenty  years,  I  retired  a  few  years 
ago.  .  .  .  My  interest  in  Saint  Mary's  and  its  prosperity 
will  always  remain  unaltered." 

1893 
Ethel    Reese    Waite    Copeland    (Mrs.    Samuel    L.)    of 
Marion  visited  her  sister,  Daisy  Waite  at  117  Woodburn 
Rd.,  Raleigh,  recently. 

1896 
Susie  E.  Hill's  address  is  Box  85,  Weldon. 
Margaret  Jones  Cruikshank   (Mrs.  Ernest)   is  teaching- 
mathematics    at    Needham    Broughton    High    School    in 
Raleigh. 

1898 
Bessie  Bumi's  address  is  R.F.D.  No.  3,  Rocky  Mount, 
X.  C. 

1900 
Mary  Andrews  Person    (Mrs.   William  X.)   visited   her 
daughter,  Mary  Andrews  Person  Piatt  (Mrs.  Waddill),  in 
Versailles,  Ky..  during  December,  and  also  visited  at  the 
Executive  Mansion  in  Frankfort,  Ky. 

1901 
Helen   Isabel  Pixley  Keane  lias  been  working  in  Flor- 
ence, Arizona. 

1904 
Annie  Nash  Sprunt   (Mrs.   Lawrence),  of  Wilmington, 
was  elected  vice-president  of  the  Mayflower  Society  for 
1947  at  the  December  meeting  in  Raleigh. 

1911 

Hamilton  ('.  Jones,  husband  of  Bessie  Erwin  Jones, 
'11,  was  elected  iii  November  as  a  North  Carolina  delegate 
to  the  House  of  Representatives  ill    Washington,   I).  < '. 

1912 
Earl  Elizabeth  Tucker  McGlohon  (Mrs.  Ned),  of  Grif- 
ton.  X.  ('.,  visited  tin'  school  in  January. 


1913 

Ruth  Critz  Gray  (Mrs.  S.  Wilson)  is  living  at  the  Hotel 
Robert  E.  Lee  in  Winston-Salem. 

Mildred  Inez  Nottingham  Leatherbury  (Mrs.  A.  T.)  is 
living  in  Maehiponge,  Va. 

1917 

Loula  Jones  of  Martinsville,  Va.,  visited  the  school  re- 
cently to  enroll  her  neice,  the  daughter  of  Mrs.  John  Wil- 
liam Jones,  Jr.,  now  deceased,  formerly  Mary  Hunter 
Davis  (1923-26). 

Mildred  Collins  Truslow  (Mrs.  Claude  E„  Box  29, 
Chestertown,  Md.),  writes:  "I  have  three  daughters,  all 
in  college  in  different  states.  The  youngest,  Nellie,  is 
going  to  her  mother's  alma  mater  this  year.  The  oldest 
was  chosen  May  Queen  from  some  900  girls  at  Skidmore 
last  year,  while  the  middle  daughter  is  attending  college 
at  Mary  Washington  in  Fredericksburg,  Va.  I  visited 
Saint  Mary's  when  Nellie  entered  college  in  the  fall,  and 
enjoyed  seeing  old  familiar  scenes  and  many  new  improve- 
ments." 

1918 

Ella  Pender  Wicker  (Mrs.  Worth),  of  Tarboro,  has 
visited  Saint  Mary's  several  times  this  year.  Her  daugh- 
ter, Ann,  is  a  member  of  the  junior  class. 

Nancy  Wo.olford's  address  is  P.O.  Box  284,  Suffolk,  Va. 

1919 

Katherine  Strother  Scott  is  living  in  Charlotte  at  1301 
Dilworth  Rd. 

1920 

Mary  Wilson  Stoney  (Mrs.  A.  B.),  of  Morganton,  has 
been  in  Raleigh  several  times  this  year.  She  was  presi- 
dent of  the  Sir  Walter  Cabinet  during  the  last  session  of 
the  General  Assembly. 

Rainsford  Glass  Dudney's  two  children,  Rainsford  and 
Sara,  are  attending  Saint  Mary's  School  in  Sewauee,  Tenn. 

The  address  for  Catherine  Miller  Thomas  (Mrs.  T.  P.) 
is  1614  W.  Nash  St.,  Wilson.  Her  daughter,  Catherine,,  is 
a  junior  at  Saint  Mary's  now. 

1921 

Hope  Cobb  Newell  (Mrs.  Sidney  P.)  was  recently  elected 
treasurer  of  the  Orlando  Girl  Scout  Council. 

Florida  Kent  Jervey  is  now  teaching  at  Ashley  Hall, 
( 'harleston,  S.  C. 

1922 

Mary  Louise  Everett  Wright  (Mrs.  Bernard)  has  re- 
turned to  Greensboro  from  Columbia,  S.  G,  and  is  living 
at  406  W.  Bessemer  Ave. 

Mary  Thorpe  Smith  Wilcox  (Mrs.  Tilton)  is  now  living 
in  Washington,  D.  C. 

1923 

Mabel  Hawkins  Deringer  and  her  husband,  Capt.  Harry 
H.  Deringer,  USX,  retired,  are  living  in  Chestertown,  Md. 
They  have  two  children — a  son,  aged  11,  and  a  daughter, 
aged  6. 

Martina  Carr  Fillmore  is  living  at  "Chosumneda,"  Tar- 
boro, XT.  C.  She  writes:  "My  husband,  Col.  William  II. 
Fillmore,   recently  returned   from   Korea,   where   be   was 
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with  the  Military  Government.  Upon  his  release  from 
active  service,  we  bought  a  farm  between  Tarboro  and 
Rocky  Mount  where  we  intend  to  make  our  home.  My 
son,  William  Carr  Fillmore,  is  at  the  United  States  Naval 
Academy  at  Annapolis.  Martina  is  a  student  at  Saint 
Mary's,  and  the  youngest  daughter,  Joan,  is  a  senior  at 
St.  Margaret's  School  in  Tappahannock,  Va." 

Betsy  Ballon  Ilutcheson  (Mrs.  Sterling)  is  again  living 
in  Bovdton,  Va. 

1924 

Anna  Boyd  Wilson  Clifton  (Mrs.  M.  S.,  Jr.)  is  living 
in  Inyokern,  Cal.  Her  address  is  0.  in  C.C.,  N.O.T.S., 
Inyokern.  Her  daughter  may  come  to  Saint  Mary's  next 
vear. 

1925 

Bettie  Fell  Siegrist  (Mrs.  Henry  G.)  came  by  Saint 
Mary's  in  November  while  visiting  friends  in  Raleigh. 
Her  address  is  15  Farnsworth  Ave.,  Bordentown,  N.  J. 

1926 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Cleave  Shore  Dodd  (Mrs.  Sim), 
312  N.  Torrey  Ave.,  Ocala,  Florida. 

Dear  Class  of  '26 : 

With  the  Christmas  rush  and  illness  in  my  family  it  was 
impossible  to  send  out  the  usual  cards,  but  here  is  what  I 
know  of  the  Class  of  '26. 

Mary  Robena  Nicholson,  705  Mitchell  Ave.,  Salisbury, 
is  still  teaching  but  still  hopes  to  come  to  Florida  "just 
to  sit  in  the  sun  awhile." 

Olive  Jordan  Rogers  (Mrs.  Richard),  Wilmington,  N.  G, 
thoughtfully  remembered  me  with  a  card  at  Christmas. 
Thanks,  Olive. 

Irma  Edmondson  Williams  (Mrs.  Charles),  Charlotte, 
has  a  12-year-old  son,  Charles,  Jr.  Irma  and  her  husband 
attended  the  Army-Notre  Dame  game  in  New  York,  and 
then  visited  a  nephew  at  West  Point.  Reported  a  grand 
trip. 

Ruth  Loaring  Clark,  Kent  School  for  Girls,  Denver,  Col., 
sent  me  a  card  but  didn't  write  any  note.  Do  better  next 
time,  Ruth. 

Margaret  Ellen  Lester  Register  (Mrs.  John)  remem- 
bered me  with  a  card  and  note,  but  didn't  have  any  news 
to  report.     Thanks  for  remembering  me,  M.  E.  L. 

Sincerely, 

Cleve  Shore  Dodd. 

Ellen  Pippen  Townsend  (Mrs.  Henry  LeRoy),  of  Mar- 
shall, Va.,  lias  visited  Saint  Mary's  several  times  this 
year.    Her  daughter,  Anne,  is  in  the  junior  class. 

The  Class  of  1926  extends  its  sympathy  to  Sylbert 
Pendleton  and  Mrs.  Pendleton  (nee  Eliza  Busbee)  on  the 
death  of  Col.  A.  S.  Pendleton  on  January  27.  Sylbert  is 
finishing  up  her  work  in  New  York  preparatory  to  moving- 
back  to  Raleigh  to  live  with  her  mother. 

1927 

Genevieve  Dando  Hemingway  (Mrs.  E.  D.)  is  living  at 
187  Taylor  Ave.,  Beaver,  Penna. 

Mela  Royall  Carraway  (Mrs.  William  E.)  has  joined 
her  husband  overseas.  Her  address  is  Headquarters 
U.S.F.A.,  U.S.A.C.A.,  A. P.O.  777,  New  York.  X.  Y. 

1928 

Ellen  Dortch  Lewis  O'Berry  (Mrs.  Thomas),  of  Golds- 
boro,  was  recentlv  elected  recording  secretary  of  the  Sir 


Walter  Cabinet,  which  is  composed  of  the  "wives,  mothers, 
and  sisters  of  members  of  the  N.  C.  General  Assembly  and 
wives  of  State  officials." 

1929 

Mary  Laurens  Withers  Richardson  (Mrs.  John),  of  8:39 
Providence  Rd.,  Charlotte,  visited  her  mother,  Mrs.  W.  A. 
Withers  (nee  Jane  Pescud,  '92)  in  Raleigh  during  Jan- 
uary. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Smith  is  living  at  210  South  William 
St.,  Goldsboro,  N.  C. 

1930 

Jessie  Hewitt  Ortb  (Mrs.  John  I).)  is  now  living  at  2821 
Perrysville  Ave.,  N.E.,  Pittsburg  14,  Penna. 

1931 

Jane  Purrington  Madison  (Mrs.  Larry)  has  moved 
from  Scotland  Neck  to  Winston-Salem. 

Mary  Adair  Edwards  Pliifer  (Mrs.  E.  W.,  Jr.)  and  fam- 
ily have  moved  into  a  new  house  in  Morganton.  She 
writes:  "I  am  finally  able  to  unpack  my  wedding  presents, 
after  having  them  stored  away  for  eight  years." 

1932 

Lillian  Lucas  Cole  (Mrs.  Hal  W.)  is  now  living  at  27 
Delaware  View  Ave.,  Trenton,  N.  J. 

Addie  Burgert  DeLoach,  formerly  of  Tampa,  Fla.,  is 
now  living  in  Raleigh.     Her  address  is  Box  265,  Raleigh. 

1933 

Agnes  Peschau  Willis  (Mrs.  Ben  S.)  is  living  at  1744 
Meadowbrook  Drive,  Winston-Salem. 

Flora  Johnson  Robinson  (Mrs.  Charles  O.)  and  family 
are  living  at  316  S.  Dyer  St.,  Elizabeth  City,  N.  C. 

Elsie  Lawrence  Gribbin  (Mrs.  Robert  Emmet,  Jr.)  and 
family  are  living  at  the  Rectory  in  Gambier,  Ohio.  Elsie 
writes:  "We  like  our  new  home  very  much.  Emmet  is 
chaplain  of  Kenyon  College,  rector  of  the  parish,  and 
teaches  in  the  college,  too.  Our  little  ones,  Alice  Strat- 
ton,  3,  and  Bobby  (Robert  Emmet,  III),  1,  seem  to  thrive 
in  spite  of  this  Ohio  weather !" 

1934 

Maria  Greenough  Burgwyn  Long  Hunter  (Mrs.  Frank 
Patterson)  writes :  "My  husband,  Col.  F.  P.  Hunter,  was 
killed  in  action  on  January  23,  1945.  I  live  here  in  Roan- 
oke Rapids  (321  Hamilton  St.),  where  I  work  in  the  bank. 
My  two  daughters — Maria  Burgwyn,  11,  and  Sarah,  6 — 
will  soon  be  on  their  way  to  Saint  Mary's,  I  hope." 

Jane  Grey  Ohrt  (Mrs.  John)  is  now  living  in  Baton 
Rouge,  La.     Her  address  is  Box  8783,  University  Station. 

1935 

Jane  Flannigan  Morgan  (Mrs  E.  S.,  Jr.),  is  living  on 
Westover  Drive,  Nashville,  5,  Tenn. 

Annie  Tucker  Wise  (Mrs.  John  W.  S.)  is  living  at 
5316  Huntington  Ave.,  Newport   News,   Va. 

1936 

Mary  McColl  Lynch  (Mrs.  Charles  Edward)  ami  family 
are  living  in  Bennettsville,  S.  ('.•  She  and  her  husband 
have  three  children,  Betty,  aged  five,  David,  aged  three, 
and  Charles  Edward,  Jr.,  born  on  January  22. 

Perry-Belle  Walton  O'Connell  (Mrs.  Phillip  D.)  is  living 
at  267  Edgewood  Drive,  West  Palm  Beach,  Fla. 
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1938 

Mary  Louise  Riddick  Gregory  (Mrs.Fletcher  H.,  Jr.) 
is  living  in  Weldon,  X.  C. 

The  temporary  address  of  Margaret  Royall  Uavis  (Mrs. 
James  E.)  is  205  W.  Ash  St.,  Goldsboro,  N.  C. 

Patty  Patton  Hairston  is  now  living  at  81  Charlotte 
St.,  As'heville,  N.  C. 

Pauline  Holt  Wilson  (Mrs.  Don  F.)  is  living  temporarily 
at  2246  10th  St.,  Berkeley  2,  Cal. 

Myrtle  Ward  Westbrook  (Mrs.  James)  writes:  "I  am 
moving  from  Tarboro  back  to  Chapel  Hill  after  an  absence 
of  3!/2  years.  I  have  a  little  boy,  Jimmy,  who  is  three 
years  old."  Her  address  in  Chapel  Hill  will  be  180  Daniel's 
Road,  Victory  Village.  Chapel  Hill. 

Anne  Bryant  Williams  (Mrs.  Sydney  Ray)  is  living  in 
Illinois. 

Anne  Elizabeth  (Nancy)  Mann  Garrett  (Mrs.  Richard) 
and  husband  and  two  children,  Nancy  Mann  and  Richard, 
visited  her  parents.  Professor  and  Mrs.  C.  R.  Mann,  in 
Raleigh  during  January.  The  Garretts  are  living  at 
Radburn,  Fair  Lawn,  New  Jersey. 

Anne  Coxe  is  back  in  Raleigh,  after  being  released  from 
the  WAVES.     She  visited  in  Florida,  during  January. 

Patsy  Jones  Buffington  (Mrs.  Carl)  is  living  at  910  X. 
Elm  St.,  Greensboro. 

Ann  Dawson's  address  is  908  Carolina  Ave.,  Favette- 
ville,  X.  C. 

Harriet  Hall's  address  is  Maru  Hall  Ranch.  Freeman 
Mill  Road,  Greensboro.  She  was  reelected  secretary- 
treasurer  of  the  Greensboro  Chapter  of  the  Alumnae 
Association  at  the  January  meeting. 

Mary  Ann  Somervell  Brenza  (Mrs.  William)  is  now 
living  at  1201  N.E.  85th  St.,  Miami,  Fla. 

Helen  Jean  Farmer  Compe  (Mrs.  David  P.)  is  living  at 
3230  Wellington  Road  Alexandria,  Va. 

Margaret  Taylor  Wright  (Mrs.  Thomas  H.,  Jr.)  now 
lives  at  23  Country  Club  Pines,  Wilmington,  N.  C. 

Irene  Mitchell  Moore  (Mrs.  Beverly  C.)  has  moved 
from  Wilson  to  Greensboro,  where  her  address  is  1605 
Independence  Road. 

Ernestine  Rich  Tuton  (Mrs.  John  W.),  (Bus.),  is  living 
at  17(12  South  Road,  Baltimore  9,  Md.  She  writes  "My 
husband  has  just  received  and  accepted  a  call  to  Trinity 
Church,  Asheville;  so,  as  of  the  end  of  April,  the  Tutons 
will  be  residing  in  North  Carolina.  'Ralph'  (Peggy)  Hop- 
kins is  here  in  Baltimore,  but  we  can't  seem  to  get  to- 
gether. However,  we  do  warm  up  the  telephone  wires 
occasionally."  ' 

Palmer  Smith's  address  is  30  Avery  Drive.  X.E..  At- 
lanta, Ga. 

Florence  Withers  (Bus.)  has  moved  from  Norfolk  to 
Lincolnton,  X.  ( '.,  and  is  living  at  115  W.  Main  Street. 

Peggy  Hopkins  visited  at  Saint  Mary's  the  week-end 
of  February  15.  She  is  living  in  Baltimore,  Md.,  and  is 
working  as  a  receptionist  in  the  clinical  wards  at  Johns 
Hopkins  Hospital. 

1940 

CLASS   SECRETARY:    Ann    Christian   Goodno    (Mrs. 
Charles  F.).  201  i/a  Park. Ave.,  Raleigh,  X.  C. 
Dear  class  of  '40: 

My  old  faithfuls  have  done  it  again.  Mary  Helen 
wrote  the  last- of  January.  I  caught  her  in  the  midst  of 
packing.      She   says   her   return   to   Saint  Mary's  must  be 


put  off  for  a  few  years  as  she,  Marcia,  and  Betsey  (born 
last  September)  were  flying  to  Cuba.  Jack,  Lieutenant 
Commander  Hill,  is  the  aide  and  flag  lieutenant  to  the 
commanding  Commodore  at  the  Guantanamo  Naval  Base. 
Sounds  superb ! 

Booker  writes  that  she  produced  a  baby  girl,  Julia 
Battle,  at  Duke  Hospital,  November  19.  Lee  is  resident 
in  Pathology  at  Duke  and  commutes  from  Chapel  Hill. 
On  the  other  end  of  the  line,  Elsie  Brooks  Markham  is 
living  in  Durham  while  her  husband  commutes  to  law 
school  at  U.  N.  C. 

Other  reproductions:  To  the  Robert  A.  Farrises  (Mary 
Liz  Nash),  a  junior  on  December  3;  to  the  Sam  Tim  Car- 
ters (Tay  Fowle),  a  babv  girl,  Elizabeth  Fowle,  Janu- 
ary 13. 

Via  the  grapevine  I  heard  that  Lucretia  is  working  at 
Bowman  Gray  Hospital  in  Winston.  Believe  Mary  Stan- 
ley Bernard  is  still  with  the  Navy  in  Washington.  Cissie 
Norton  Brushwood  says  she  and  Stubbs  are  getting  set- 
tled in  a  new  home.  The  address  is  96  University  Court, 
Columbia,  Mo.  She  is  directing  the  University  Y.  W.  C.  A. 
this  year. 

It  was  grand  to  get  first-hand  information  about  Hak. 
She  gave  up  her  wage' rate  analysis  work  for  a  chemist 
who  worked  during  the  war  on  the  Manhattan  (Atomic 
Bomb)  Project.  The  Leaders  are  now  in  Lexington,  Ken- 
tucky, where  Gordon  is  a  member  of  the  faculty  at  the 
University  of  Kentucky.  Wili  Douthat  enjoyed  Christ- 
mas in  Virginia  after  spending  three  years  in  the  Red 
Cross.  Now  she  is  in  New  York  writing  brochure  copy 
for  Preview. 

Mary  O'Keeffe  Bowman  is  in  Phoenix,  Arizona,  tempo- 
rarily, where  Jim  is  training  in  jet  planes.  Jim  arrived 
in  the  States  for  Christmas.  After  the  training  it  is  back 
to  Japan  for  him,  and  Mary  is  still  counting  on  going 
East — as  reported  by  her  sister,  Nancy  O'Keeffe.  From 
the  same  source  I  hear  that  Charlotte  Denny  Gilliam  has 
moved  from  Lynchburg  to  Charlotte.  Maybe  I'll  be  run- 
ning into  her.  Alice  Ligon  Bundy  and  family  have  set- 
tled in  Harriman,  Tennessee. 

Betty  Youngblood  wrote  about  being  in  Sybil  Lytle's 
wedding  in  Weirsdale,  Florida,  on  December  1.  Sybil 
married  Sam  L.  Pyles  of  Ocala.  Her  sisters,  Ann,  Flor- 
ence (Puddin),  and  Shirley,  all  Saint  Mary's  girls,  were 
also  in  the  wedding. 

A  number  of  the  girls  have  said  it  would  be  impossible 
to  get  to  Raleigh  this  spring.  Nody  Pope  Rawlings  said 
she  thought  the  idea  of  a  reunion  was  wonderful ;  so  did 
Betty.  I  still  think  May  Day  would  be  a  grand  time. 
Perhaps  those  of  us  in  N.  C.  can  get  together  anyway. 

Thanks  again  for  the  letters!  It  would  be  so  nice  to 
hear  from  all  of  you. 

Sincerely, 

Ann  Christian  Goodno. 

1941 
Margaret  Gold  Swindell  Dickerman,  her  husband,  and 
baby  have  moved  to  71  Fair  St.,  Wallingford,  Conn.    Mar- 
garet Gold   wrote  that  she  had  seen  Mr.  Moore  in  New 
Haven. 

Betty  Barnard  Davidson  (Mrs.  B.  G)  and  husband  are 
living  in  Washington,  D.  C.  They  have  a  young  son,  born 
in  November. 
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Mary  Emily  Claiborne  is  working  for  the  Retail  Credit 
Company  in  Atlanta,  6a. 

Winnie  Rosenbaum  is  a  worker  with  the  American 
Red  Cross  in  Augusta,  Ga. 

Elvira  Cheatham  Jones  (Mrs.  Meredith)  is  busy  keep- 
ing house  in  Edenton.  She  and  Meredith  are  having  a 
grand  time  being  in  charge  of  the  local  Service  League. 

Martha  Blythe  Richardson  (Mrs.  Harold  Ray)  is  living 
at  2137  Dartmouth  Place,  Charlotte  4. 

Martha  Ellen  Dickerson  (Mrs.  E.  N.)  is  living  in  Kin- 
son  at  612  Mitchell  St. 

"Dede"  Jones  is  living  at  home  in  Aulander,  "N.  C. 

Nancy  McKinley  Clarke's  address  is  15018  Terrace 
Road,  East  Cleveland,  Ohio.  She  writes :  "We  now  have 
two  boys  in  our  family  circle.  John  DeGruchy  Clarke 
was  born  November  19  in  Cleveland." 

Janice  Fitzgerald  was  married  on  Saturday  night, 
March  8,  in  Smithfield,  to  James  Andrew  Wellons,  also  of 
Smithtield.  Prances  Vann,  '35,  and  Betsy  Blount,  '44 
(Bus.),  were  bridesmaids,  and  the  wedding  and  reception 
had  quite  a  Saint  Mary's  representation.  Janice  and  Jimmy 
have  an  apartment  in  Smithfield,  where  Jimmy  practices 
law,  and  Janice  is  commuting  to  Saint  Mary's  for  her 
music  classes  in  the  brand-new  convertible  that  was  a 
wedding  present  from  her  family. 

1942 
CLASS  SECRETARY:  Alice  (Allie)  Bell,  Saint  Mary's 
School,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Dearest  Nubs : 

Walking  past  Holt  Hall  every  day,  reading  the  bulletin 
board,  singing  in  the  dining  room,  and  doing  all  the  other 
familiar  things   that   we   used   to   do   every  day   makes  me 

(wish  so  often  that  more  of  the  '42-ers  would  drop  by  to 
say  hey.  Maybe  lots  of  you  can  come  up  for  May  Day  and 
Commencement  this  year.  Certainly  would  be  good  to 
see  you. 

Ruth  Bond  did  come  by  the  Alumnae  Office  a  couple  of 
weeks  ago,  and  she  gave  us  a  big  news  scoop.  Yep,  you 
wear  the  "scoop"  and  on  that  third  finger,  left  hand.  She 
is  marrying  Joe  Conger,  from  Edenton,  on  April  12,  and 
both  Joe's  mother  and  sister  are  "Saint  Mary's  girls." 
The  ring  is  lovely,  and  she  got  it  when  she  and  Joe  went 
down  to  New  Orleans  for  the  Sugar  Bowl  game  on  Jan- 
uary 1.  Ruth  was  too  excited  for  much  other  news  but 
she  did  say  that  Jean  Fulton  Wingerd's  address  was 
Route  1,  Fayette ville,  Penna.  Her  husband  is  a  lawyer 
in  Chambersburg. 

Also  hot  off  the  press  is  the  news  that  Janet  Kelly  is 
wearing  a  diamond.  She  got  it  during  the  holidays  when 
Bobby  (Robert  C.  Bryan)  was  home,  from  Annapolis,  and 
they  are  sort  of  planning  on  an  early  summer  wedding 
after  he  graduates  from  the  Academy.  Janet  said  that 
Pat  Bell  had  just  called  her.  Pat  and  her  father  were 
planning  to  go  to  Miami  and  fly  over  to  Cuba  for  a  few 
days. 

Heard  from  Bettie  Battle  Thorpe  Feather  (Mrs.  John  A., 
Jr.),  who  is  living  at  5  West  4th  Street,  Mount  Vernon, 
N.  Y.,  and  she  passed  along  the  news  that  Polly  Lindsay 
was  married  to  Captain  Robert  Cochran,  U.  S.  M.  O,  on 
January  10.  Bettie  said  that  she  was  in  Raleigh  on  her 
honeymoon  and  stopped  by  Saint  Mary's. 


I  must  tell  you  about  Kay's  wedding.  The  big  event 
took  place  on  Saturday  night,  November  9,  and  Kay 
looked  precious.  Dean  is  cute  as  pie,  too.  There  were 
lots  of  parties  before  the  wedding,  and  Olivia  Ann, 
Minkie,  Janet,  and  1  were  late  to  everything.  The 
weather,  by  the  way,  felt  like  midsummer  instead  of  late 
fall,  and  we  all  wished  for  bathing  suits  and  cotton 
dresses.  The  bridesmaids'  dresses  were  taffeta,  four  of 
them  gold,  and  the  other  four  green.  Kay's  bouquet  was 
centered  with  two  green  orchids.  Honeymoon  plans  were 
a  huge  secret,  but  we  found  out  later  that  they  had  a 
cute  little  apartment  at  Daytona  Beach  for  a  couple  of 
weeks.  They  are  now  living  in  an  apartment  in  Winter 
Park,  Fla.,  at  333  Vitoria,  Ave.,  where  Dean  is  an  invest- 
ment counselor.  Kay  is  engrossed  in  learning  how  to  cook 
dinner  without  spending  all  afternoon  over  the  stove. 

At  the  wedding  Minkie  received  a  telegram  saying  that 
her  passport  had  been  okayed  and  she  could  sail  for 
Vienna  in  December.  She  was  certainly  excited  over  the 
trip,  and  hoped  to  be  with  Harry  again  by  Christmas. 
They  plan  to  be  overseas  for  about  two  years.  Her  ad- 
dress is :  Mrs.  Harry  C.  Denham,  c/o  1st  Lt.  Harry  C. 
Denham,  0403514,  110  Station  Hospital,  A. P.O.  58,  c/o 
Postmaster,  New  York. 

Carol  wrote  a  nice  long  letter  recently.  Little  Dan,  Jr., 
arrived  on  December  13,  and  Carol  says  that  he  is  begin- 
ning to  smile  and  is  getting  so  fat  that  he  can  hardly  fit 
into  his  bassinette  any  more.  Judging  from  her  letter,  the 
little  fellow  already  has  his  parents  wrapped  around  his 
baby  fingers.  The  Hamiltons  have  just  moved  into  a  pre- 
fab apartment  in  Shawnee  Town.  She  writes  "We  have 
a  nice  large  kitchen  and  plenty  of  storage  space.  The 
kerosene  stove  and  ice  box  are  rather  inconvenient,  but 
not  as  bad  as  I  expected.  The  nicest  thing  about  Shawnee 
Town  is  that  so  many  of  our  friends  from  the  University 
(Kentucky)  are  out  here  too.  There's  never  a  dull  mo- 
ment. We  have  plenty  of  company  and  some  gay  old 
times." 

Carol  also  had  just  had  a  letter  from  Minkie,  telling 
about  her  trip.  Minkie  said  that  the  trip  took  12  days, 
and  she  landed  at  Bremerhaven,  Germany,  on  December 
28.  Mink  shared  a  cabin  with  84  other  women,  and  was 
one  of  the  few  who  didn't  get  seasick.  Harry  met  her  in 
Vienna,  and  they  had  a  big  celebration  with  French  cham- 
pagne. They  have  a  large  apartment,  with  an  Austrian 
fraulein  to  do  the  cleaning  and  washing.  Minkie  and 
Harry  are  planning  to  take  a  20-day  trip  to  Italy  and 
Switzerland,  do  some  sight-seeing,  and  try  their  hands  at 
skiing. 

Ellen  came  to  see  me  in  January,  and  it  really  seemed 
natural  for  us  to  be  together  at  Saint  Mary's.  The  new 
man  is  Walton,  and  this  time  Ellen  really  seems  to  be  sure 
that  he's  "the  one."  She's  not  doing  much  these  days  ex- 
cept having  a  gay  time  in  Norfolk  with  him. 

Betty  Willcox  Crawford's  sister,  Kathryn,  is  at  Saint 
Mary's  now,  and  she  says  that  Betty  and  John  are  getting 
along  famously. 

Before  I  forget,  we  have  two  more  (that  I  know  about) 
engagements.  Mareia  Rodman  is  engaged  to  George  Ed- 
ward Lawrence,  Lieutenant,  U.S.M.C.,  who  is  also  from 
Washington,  N.  C.  The  wedding  will  be  in  the  early  sum- 
mer. Mareia  was  in  Raleigh  a  couple  of  months  ago  for  a 
dance  out  at  State.    Also  engaged  is  Elizabeth  Ann  Jones 
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to  Lynn  D.  Tanner,  Jr.,  of  Perryman,  Md.,  and  Suffolk, 
Va.  ' 

Haven't  seen  Olivia  Anne  since  Kay's  wedding,  but  Ruth 
Bond  said  that  0.  A.  went  up  to  New  York  for  a  visit  in 
January.  Will  try  to  catch  up  on  the  news  from  Miss 
Smith  before  the  next  letter. 

Now  for  a  few  brief  bits  of  news  before  closing  .  .  .  Anne 
Dunn  Shaw  is  busily  taking  care  of  baby  Samuel  Gates, 
born  November  17  .  .  .  Lib  Adkins  Jones  and  family  are 
living  at  3502  Norris  Place.  Alexandria,  Va.  .  .  .  Ellis 
Barnard  is  living  at  615  E.  Leland  St.,  Chevy  Chase, 
Md.,  and  reports  that  nothing  of  particular  interest  is 
going  on  .  .  .  Lisa  Marshall  is  through  school  at  last  and  is 
at  home  in  Garnett,  S.  C. . . .  Nancy  Travis  Hunt  is  living 
in  Raleigh  and  working  at  Rex  Hospital  .  .  .  Bebe  and 
Wayne  (Alexander)  are  still  in  Raleigh,  and  Jonny  Nor- 
man is  getting  quite  attached  to  Chapel  Hill,  where  she 
is  working  for  the  University  Press  . .  .  Mildred  Lee  Stout's 
address  is  Mrs.  Doyle  Allison  Stout,  Apt.  24,  1280  Albion 
St.,  Denver,  Colo.  .  .  .  Mary  Northcutt  Campbell's  address 
is  Country  Club  Apts.,  Columbus,  Ga.  .  .  .  Jean  Lyon  Thom- 
as is  living  at  13  Allison  Ave.,  Columbus,  Ga.  .  . .  Saw 
Dodie  Winters  during  the  holidays  and  she  was  making- 
plans  for  a  big  trip  to  California  with  her  mother  and 
sister  .  .  .  and  that's  about  all  the  news  that  1  know  .  .  . 

Except  that  this  year  is  the  fifth  since  we  graduated  and 
I  hope  that  we  can  really  have  a  big  reunion.  There  will 
be  a  luncheon,  a  tea,  and  lots  of  other  things  going  on  that 
will  be  of  interest  to  every  Saint  Mary's  girl.  Let's  do 
have  a  good  representation.     Plan  to  come! 

Love 

Allie.     , 
1943 

Ellen  Oast  Xutt  (Mrs.  Edwin  E.)  stopped  by  Saint 
Mary's  on  her  way  to  Portsmouth.  Her  husband  sailed 
for  Japan  in  January. 

Prances  Williams  White  (Mrs.  Floyd)  and  daughter. 
Frances  Elizabeth,  left  Raleigh  in  January  to  sail  to 
Okinawa,  where  ('apt.   White  is  stationed. 

Almeria  (Rhea)  Holmes  Wright  and  Parke  are  living 
in  New  York  ( 'ity. 

Julie  Clark  (1001  Country  Club  Drive,  Greensboro) 
was  elected  president  of  the  Greensboro  Chapter  of  the 
Alumnae  Association  at  the  January  meeting.  Julie  is 
assisting  Margaret  Glenn  in  running  a  kindergarten.  Meg 
Stone.  T(l!t  Sunset  Drive,  was  elected  vice-president  of 
the  Greensboro  Chapter  at  the  same  meeting. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Vardeman  Harris  (Mrs.  Tyndall)  and 
family  (a  16-month-old  daughter)  are  living  in  Chapel 
Hill.  Her  address  is  1'.  ().  Box  53.  Chapel  Hill.  She  wrote 
the  following  news:  "Meta  Young,  of  Albany,  Ga.,  is  get- 
ting married  on  April  12  to  Ager. Shackelford  of  Miami, 
Fla.  Margie  Shackelford  Toms  (Mrs.  Bate)  is  living 
in  Chapel  Hill  too.  Her  husband  and  mine  are  going  to 
Med.  School.  Katherine  "Tassie"  Russell  Beard  (Mrs. 
Wert),  who  is  living  in  Jacksonville,  Fla.,  has  two  chil- 
dren— a  boy  and  a  girl.  The  little  girl  arrived  last 
nth." 

Betty  Chase  has  moved  to  White  Stone,  Lancaster 
( 'ouiity,  Va. 

Sarah  Thompson  was  in  Raleigh  during  February  for 
the    funeral    of  an    uncle.      Since    her   discharge    from    the 


WAC,  she  has  been  taking  graduate  work  at  Columbia 
University. 

1944 

CLASS    SECRETARY:    Patty    Weaver,    66    Gracelyn 
Road,  Asheville,  N.  C. 
Dear  Class  of  '44 : 

As  we  didn't  send  out  cards  this  time,  I  have  very  little 
news  to  pass  on  to  you.  Everybody,  please  respond  im- 
mediately for  the  next  issue. 

Katherine  Legg  Carr  wrote  that  she  and  Al  were  plan- 
ning to  move  into  a  newly-built  house  in  October;  so  by 
now  she  is  keeping  house  as  a  full-time  job.  Maria  Legg 
is  still  in  Henderson.  She  visited  Foxie  last  fall  and  had 
a  marvelous  time ! 

Molly  Mitchell  is  back  at  Chapel  Hill  taking  some  post- 
grad work  and  having  some  more  fun.  Mary  West  Paul 
went  to  New  York  in  the  fall.  1  wonder  if  she  bumped 
into  any  S.M.S.  girls  on  Fifth  Avenue.  She  saw  Emily 
Williamson  in  Memphis  last  summer,  had  a  letter  from 
Lolly  White  telling  of  her  wedding  plans,  and  plays  bridge 
with  Carol  Talbot  every  now  and  then. 

Joanie  Hamner  Tuthill,  my  Kappa  sister,  is  living  in  a 
darling  apartment  in  Baton  Rouge,  and  she  is  decorating 
the  apartment  herself!  She  an<J  "Tut"  are  both  taking  a 
class  at  L.S.U".  on  Tuesday  nights.  What  I  wouldn't  give 
to  be  back  down  there  right  now !  Well,  not  just  now, 
because  it  rains  constantly  for  two  months  after  Christ- 
mas.   We  literally  waded  to  class  last  year ! 

The  last  I  heard  from  Foxie  Clarke  she  was  planning  to 
start  work  in  Lexington,  Ky.,  on  the  Social  Security 
Board.  We  ought  to  join  forces.  I've  just  taken  a  posi- 
tion as  a  case  worker  with  the  Social  Welfare  Depart- 
ment— and  the  people  you  do  run  into! 

Ginny  Hart  asked  me  to  tell  you  that  our  class  fund 
has  been  discontinued,  since  it  wasn't  too  successful,  and 
also  that  you  will  have  to  send  your  Alum  dues  directly 
to  Allie  Bell  at  Saint  Mary's  from  now  on.  Ginny  is 
working  for  the  State  Health  Department  in  Richmond, 
with  the  title  of  "statistician,"  but  finds  time  for  an  occa- 
sional visit  to  Chapel  Hill.  Frenchie  McCann  is  also  in 
Richmond  on  the  staff  of  a  newspaper. 

In  January  Chinkie  and  Gordon  left  for  the  University 
of  Iowa,  where  he  is  working  on  a  Ph.D.  Peggy  Cates 
is  now  wearing  a  diamond  from  Jim  Cheshire,  but  I  don't 
know  yet  when  the  wedding  will  take  place. 

Margaret  De  Rosset  is  still  living  in  Fayetteville  and 
spending  her  big  week-ends  in  Chapel  Hill. 

Bettie  Gaither  went  to  New  Orleans  for  the  Sugar 
Bowl  game  with  Margo  Martin,  '46,  Chinkie's  sister,  and 
from  all  accounts  the  French  Quarter  was  as  gay  and 
glamorous  as  ever.  They  had  a  wonderful  time  driving 
from  Canal  Street  in  band  buses  (both  are  drum  major- 
ettes) with  police  escorts  and  crashing  stop  lights!  Bettie 
and  Mary  Pierce  Johnson  have  entered  enemy  territory — 
they  attended  a  Sigma  Chi  dance  over  at  Duke  not.  long 
ago ! 

Anne  Stowe,  '45,  was  in  Asheville  last  week  for  the 
tobacco  sales,  but  I  didn't  get  to  see  her  since  she  went  to 
Tennessee  after  one  day  here. 

That  about  exhausts  my  supply  of  alumnae  news,  but 
I  hope  to  hear  from  all  of  you  soon. 

Sincerely, 

Patty  Weaver. 


24 


April  1947 


Mary  Virginia  Freeman's  address  is  c/o  Eastern  Air 
Lines,  Maisant  International  Airport,  New  Orleans,  La. 

Ann  Greene's  address  is  Pi  Beta  Phi  House,  Green- 
castle,  Ind. 

Jane  Sloan  Samson  (Mrs.  W.  L.),  (H.S.),  and  husband 
are  living  at  415  Bast  First  St.,  Flint,  Mich. 

Mildred  N.  Denny  graduated  from  the  University  of 
California  at  Berkeley  in  June  and  is  now  working  with 
the  American  Associations  for  the  United  Nations,  Inc., 
at  45  E.  65th  St.,  New  York  City.  She  is  living  tempor- 
arily at  18  Gorham  Road,  Searsdale,  N.  Y. 

Clara  Leigh  Kemper  Jones  and  Warren  are  living  in 
Young  Harris,  Ga.  Leigh  writes :  "Down  here  in  these 
hills  of  North  Georgia  I  hear  absolutely  nothing  from 
Saint  Mary's  way.  1  did  get  to  see  Juanita  Anderson 
yesterday  on  a  trolley  in  Atlanta.  I  don't  know  which  of 
us  was  the  more  surprised.  Speaking  of  Young  Harris, 
it's  the  location  of  a  small  academy  and  junior  college, 
eo-ed,  at  which  I  am  a  teacher.  This  quarter  I  have  two 
classes  in  English  grammar  and  two  classes  in  geometry. 
As  for  the  teaching,  it's  not  my  idea  of  a  perfect  vocation, 
but  both  Warren  and  I  like  the  faculty  members  here 
very  much,  and  we  are  as  proud  as  punch  of  our  first 
home — a  two-room  apartment !" 

Emma  Britt  Davis  writes  that  she  is  teaching  French 
and  English  in  the  Goldsboro  High  School  and  likes  it  fine. 
She  is  living  at  402  S.  William  St.,  Goldsboro. 

Juanita  Anderson  is  in  Raleigh  again  and  is  assistant 
bridal  consultant  at  Jean's. store. 

Lucy  Lee  Vaughan  is  now  in  South  America.  Her  ad- 
dress is  Caixa  Postal  883,  Rio  de  Janeiro,  Brazil. 

1945 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Jane  Peete,  Spencer  Hall, 
Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Dear  Class  of  '45  r 

Since  the  last  issue  of  the  Bulletin  there  have  been  a 
number  of  weddings  and  engagements  of  members  of  our 
class,  it  seems  as  if  December  this  past  year  was  the 
favored  month  for  matrimony. 

Kate  Broadfoot  was  the  "blushing  bride"  on  November 
30  when  she  was  married  to  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  in 
Fayetteville.  She  had  eight  attendants.  Her  maid-of- 
honor  was  Jean  Huske.  Other  attendants  were  Mary  C. 
Bowers,  Sara  Stewart,  Stuart  Verdery,  Susan  Tolar,  Mar- 
garet deRosset,  and  Hannah  Lyon.  Among  the  members 
of  our  class  who  went  to  the  wedding  were  Virginia  Wil- 
son, Ann  Brundage,  Lucy  Seaman,  and  May  Bunn.  The 
couple  is  living  in  Fayetteville. 

Nancy  Wood  married  Ed  Carson,  of  Greensboro,  in 
Lynchburg  on  December  21.  Her  only  attendant  was  her 
sister,  Frances.  Stuart  Verdery  and  Jean  Campbell  were 
at  the  wedding.  Nancy  and  Ed  are  living  in  Chapel  Hill 
now  and  going  to  school. 

Sybil  Goerch  was  married  in  Raleigh  on  December  27 
to  E.  K.  Powe,  111.  The  Saint  Mary's  girls  who  were  in 
the  wedding  were  Betty  Bobbitt,  '44  (H.S.),  and  Jane  K. 
Bell,  44.  Sybil  and  E.  K.  are  also  living  in  Chapel  Hill 
until  they  finish  school. 

Missie  Parker  and  Lt.  Jim  Welsh  were  married  in  La 
Grange  on  December  28.  She  had  five  attendants.  Teence 
Davis  was  her  maid-of-honor.     Margaret  Martin,  Emma 


Britt  Davis,  Sara  Stewart,  and  Helen  Harper  (of  La 
Grange)  were  bridesmaids.  Missie  and  Jim  are  living  at 
Fort  Benning,  where  he  is  stationed.  He  will  go  overseas 
in  June,  and  Missie  plans  to  come  back  to  Carolina  until 
she  can  follow  him. 

Bobby  Jean  Hardy  is  married  to  Clinton  Vanhoy.  They 
were  in  Chapel  Hill  for  a  while,  but  are  now  living  in 
Atlanta,  where  Clinton  is  working. 

Frances  Shackelford  married  Brooks  Leavitt  on  De- 
cember 28  in  Martinsville. 

That  takes  care  of  the  weddings,  I  believe,  unless  I- 
have  not  gotten  the  word  on  some.  Now  to  see  who  is 
engaged. 

Well,  Teence  Davis  got  a  ring  Christmas  Eve  from 
Jimmy  Parker.    They  haven't  made  any  definite  plans  yet. 

Jane  Divers  came  into  class  beaming  the  other  day. 
She  and  Bill  Wysor  became  engaged  on  January  18.  They 
will  probably  be  married  sometime  in  August.  And  Bill's 
from  Pulaski,  too ! 

The  latest  news  on  the  subject  is  that  Carrie  Mae  Wade 
and  Jim  Roberts  became  engaged  on  Friday,  January  24. 
1  don't  know  when  the.  wedding  is  planned. 

During  the  Christmas  holidays  I  went  down  to  Ports- 
mouth with  Jerry  and  Mary  Arden  Tucker  Sutterfield  for 
a  few  days.  The  life  of  a  newly-wed  !  He's  a  Navy  doctor 
and  she's  the  model  wife. 

There  were  lots  of  parties  everywhere  during  the  holi- 
days. I  went  to  one  of  them  at  "Longview,"  where  Caro- 
line Long  had  a  big  party.  There  were  scads  of  Saint 
Mary's  girls  there. 

I'm  afraid  that  just  about  covers  the  news  1  have  for 
this  time.  Please  write  me  soon  so  that  we  all  may  know 
what  each  of  you  is  doing  and  what  your  plans  are.  Every 
now  and  then  snatches  of  news  come  my  way,  but  I'd  like 
to  get  the  real  dope  from  you  in  order  to  pass  it  on. 

Bye  for  now, 

Jane  Peete. 

Ami  Anderson  visited  Saint  Mary's  in  November  on  her 
way  to  a  wedding  in  Fayetteville.  She  is  a  s^llior  at 
Florida  State  College  for  Women. 

Susan  Caldwell,  now  a  student  at  the  University  of 
Georgia,  plans  to  enter  Columbia  University  next  fall  for 
the  purpose  of  working  on  her  M.A.  in  political  science. 
She  graduates  from  the  University  of  Georgia  in  June. 

1946 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Amie  Watkins,  Box  412,  Salem 
Station,  Winston-Salem  2,  N.  C. 

Greetings  to  all  of  you  from  the  Twin  City!  A  letter 
from  Allie  around  the  first  of  January  informed  me  that  it 
was  my  time  to  write  the  class  letter,  and  believe  me,  it's 
a  hard  job  to  try  and  fill  Jane  Campbell's,  shoes  after  her 
wonderful  letter  in  the  December  Bulletin. 

The  biggest  news,  of  course,  is  Sally  Ann's  wedding  to 
Ace  down  in  Little  Washington  on  December  21.  1  got.  a 
letter  from  Mrs.  Crawford  Alexander  Mann  the  other  day, 
and  she  said:  "There  was  quite  a  crowd  down  for  the 
wedding.  Katie  was  maid-of-honor,  and  Lib  Clinard, 
Helen  Barnes,  and  Sis  Silver  were  in  it.  Margo,  Lib  Price, 
Sue  Everett,  and  Mary  Billings  came  too.  Teenie  sang; 
so  it  was  really  a  reunion  for  us.  .  .  Married  life  is  wonder- 
ful. .  ."  Ace  is  going  to  N.  C.  State  now,  and  the  happy 
couple  are  living  at  2309  Fairview  Road;  however,  they 
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expect  to  move  into  an  apartment  around  the  first  of  Feb- 
ruary. Speaking  of  old  married  folks,  what's  the  news 
with  Mrs.  William  Hayden  Blaekwell  (Helene  Carpenter 
to  you)  ?    Please  let  us  hear  from  you,  Helene. 

Marty  Van  Patten  writes  that  she's  still  crazy  about 
D.  C.  She  says  that  it's  just  like  old  home  week  up  there 
with  so  many  former  Saint  Mary's  girls  going  to  school  in 
and  around  Washington.  She,  Libby  Dickens,  Pard,  Bee 
Boardman,  Betty  Nance,  Roberta  Bryant,  and  Mary 
Dickey  are  planning  a  big  get-together  in  the  near  future. 

Jane  Campbell  writes  that  Atlanta  was  quite  the  place 
Christmas  with  all  the  "dances,  tea  dances,  and  parties, 
parties,  parties."  She  said  that  she,  Charlotte  Hoffman, 
and  Sue  Thomas  really  led  the  gay  life  during  the  holi- 
days Also  heard  from  Sue  Thomas  who  said  she  made 
her  debut  last  November  and  that  after  a  visit  to  her 
grandmother's  sometime  in  January,  she  is  going  to  settle 
down  to  being  a  working  girl. 

From  down  Georgia  way  also  came  a  short  note  from 
Edie  Hamilton,  who's  at  Brenau  in  Gainesville ;  it  seems 
that  she's  having  a  big  time  with  all  her  sorority  doings 
and  going  to  the  Universities  of  South  Carolina  and  Geor- 
gia on  weekends.  (Sorry,  but  I  could  not  make  out  the 
Greek  letters  of  your  sorority,  Edie,  so  be  sure  you  in- 
clude that  when  you  write  next  time.)  As  of  February  2, 
Edie  will  no  longer  be  from  Dillon,  S.  C,  but  from  Balti- 
more, Maryland,  where  her  daddy  has  been  transferred. 

I  ran  into  all  our  Saint  Mary's  girls  over  at  the  Hill  not 
long  ago.  Margo,  Jane  Lee,  and  Estelle  have  done  us  all 
proud  by  being  selected  to  be  in  the  Beauty  Section  of  the 
1946-47  Yackety-Yach,  Carolina's  annual.  Have  heard 
since  that  several  of  our  girls  have  been  elected  to  various 
positions  in  the  student  government  but  don't  know  who's 
what.  Margaret  Allred,  Harriet  Gnrley,  and  Mary  Ellen 
Wellons  pledged  Alpha  Gamma  Delta ;  Margo  Martin 
pledged  Alpha  Delta  Pi ;  Helen  Barnes,  Estelle  Boyce, 
Sarah  Buchanan,  Lib  Clinard.  the  ex-Sally  Ann  Elliott, 
Sue  Everett,  Emma  Katie  Guion,  Sallie  Lee,  Dabney  Little, 
Jane  Lee  Parker,  and  Lulu  Vance  pledged  Pi  Beta  Pi; 
Mary  Moulton  pledged  Chi  Omega.  At  Randolph-Macon 
Poncie  pledged  Delta  Delta  Delta. 

Speaking  of  Poncie,  both  she  and  Kathryn  visited  in 
Henderson  over  the  Christmas  holidays.  They  both  looked 
grand  and  are  crazy  about  Randolph-Macon  and  Sweet 
Briar.  Speaking  of  Christmas  in  Henderson — and  forgive 
me  for  being  personal — I  attended  an  open  house  buffet 
supper  Christmas  night  which  has  come  to  be  quite  an 
annual  affair  around  Henderson.  The  party  was  given  by 
Elvira  Cheatham  Jones  (Class  of  '41,  1  believe)  and  her 
brother  and  sister.  After  supper  we  sang,  and  before  too 
very  long.  "The  Belles  of  Saint  Mary's"  rang  out  clear  and 
true.  Then  someone  started  "Saint  Mary's,  Wherever  Thy 
Daughters  .May  Be,"  and  every  girl  present  (including  the 
lady  chaperones)  witli  only  three  exceptions  stood  up  to 
sinjr  for  her  alma  mater — and  there  was  a  mighty  big 
crowd  of  giils  at  the  party.  I  think  that's  rather  impres- 
sive, don't  yon  .' 

Three  of  our  girls  an-  in  New  York.  Betty  told  me  that 
she  is  wihl  about  Parson's  but  that  interior  decorating  is 
no  easy  course.  Betty  is  going  to  be  in  a  fashion  show. 
sponsored  by  Parson's,  that's  to  be  sometime  in  May.  Dolly 
niul  Spot  are  also  in  the  Big  City,  but  I  don't  have  their 
addresses  and  have  no  other  news  of  them.    Mary  Willis, 


I  hear,  is  planning  to  attend  Carolina  beginning  with  the 
winter  quarter  in  January.  Helen  Mardre,  our  business 
woman,  is  working  in  Raleigh  and  writes  that  "believe  it 
or  not,  I  really  am  lonesome  for  S.M.S." 

Beverly  Hancock  has  really  distinguished  herself  up 
here  at  Salem ;  she  has  been  elected  to  the  1947  May  Court. 
She  and  her  roommate,  and  Mary  Helen  and  I  (who  are 
rooming  together  this  year)  plan  to  suite  together  next 
year,  provided  we  pass  our  semester  exams  and  retain  our 
junior  classifications.  Don't  see  too  much  of  Mary  Billings 
because  she  spends  most  of  her  spare  time  practicing  the 
piano  in  the  music  hall.  Do  see  a  lot  of  Christine  Gray, 
though,  who's  a  day  student  here.  Incidentally,  Christine 
has  done  us  proud  too  by  recently  being  elected  vice- 
president  of  the  Junior  Class.  As  for  me,  well,  I'm  work- 
ing on  the  school  paper  and  playing  too  much  bridge  as 
per  usual  (gosh,  I  hope  my  instructors  and  my  mother 
don't  read  this  article!). 

Just  got  a  letter  from  Loula  Rogers,  whose  address  is 
Goueher  College,  Baltimore  18,  Md.  She  said :  "We  have 
already  had  exams.  Goueher  is  on  the  quarter  system ; 
so  we  got  all  through  before  Christinas.  I  really  don't 
know  much  news  for  the  Bulletin.  Saw  Betty  Smith  dur- 
ing Christmas,  and  she  is  really  having  a  grand  time  at 
the  University  of  Alabama.  Martha  was  over  in  Balti- 
more this  fall,  and  I  had  a  visit  with  her.  I  really  miss 
all  the  S.  M.  S.  gals." 

This  will  have  to  be  all  for  now.  Do  hope  I  haven't  left 
out  anything.  Have  included  all  information  received 
through  January  20.  Thank  you  for  your  enthusiastic 
responses  and  please  let  me  hear  from  you  again  soon.  As 
a  parting  thought,  what  about  that  reunion  at  commence- 
ment in  June  at  S.M.S.  '  Five  years  is  a  mighty  long- 
time to  wait! 

Love, 
Amie. 

Anna  Lee  Smith,  now  at  Duke,  was  one  of  the  sponsors 
for  the  Raleigh-Duke  Club  dance  during  the  Christinas 
holidays. 

Jane  Lee  Parker  sponsored  for  the  Raleigh-Carolina 
dance  on  December  23. 

Margaret  Allred  was  elected  president  of  the  pledge 
class  of  the  Alpha  Gamma  Delta  sorority  at  Chapel  Hill, 
and  she  led  the  figure  at  the  pledge  dance  in  January. 

Charlotte  Andrews  Underwood  (Mrs.  William)  writes 
from  the  Dutch  Inn,  Lexington,  Va. :  "Bill  and  I  came  to 
Lexington  last  July  for  him  to  enter  V.M.I.  He's  living  in 
barracks  because  that's  the  rule  unless  you  are  a  senior, 
and  only  gets  out  on  Wednesday  afternoons  for  two  hours 
and  on  Saturday  and  Sunday  nights  'til  10  o'clock,  and 
can  spend  two  Saturday  nights  a  month  out  in  town  if  he 
makes  his  average.  So,  as  you  see,  I'm  ever  mindful  of 
good  ole  S.  M.  S.  I  know  you  are  crazy  about  your  job 
as  Alumnae  Secretary.  I'm  doing  the  same  work  overeat 
V.M.L  as  secretary  to  the  Institute's  Alumni  Secretary. 
It's  the  most  interesting  work  I  can  imagine,  because 
V.M.I,  alumni  are  just  as  enthusiastic  as  Saint  Mary's 
alumnae.  Have  seen  quite  a  few  of  the  girls  this  year. 
Serena  Ashburn,  Margaret  Lee  Payne,  Betty  Adkerson, 
and  others  were  up  for  V.M.I,  dances;  and  Gene  Rose, 
Kathryn  Fulton,  Jean  Campbell,  and  Maria  Gregory  have 
been  to  Washington  and  Lee  functions.  We  always  have 
a  long  S.M.S  bull  session." 
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Milestones 


Engagements 

Miriam  Arwood,  '45,  of  Enfield,  to  Reid 
S.  Towler,  of  Raleigh,  The  wedding  will 
take  place  in  the  early  summer. 

Ruth  Waters  Bond,  '4  2,  of  Tarboro,  to 
Joseph  H.  Conger,  Jr.,  of  Edenton.  The 
wedding  will  take  place  on  April   12. 

Peggy  Cates,  '4  5,  of  Hillsboro,  to 
James  W.  Cheshire,  Jr.,  also  of  Hillsboro. 

Helen  Patterson  Davis,  '45,  of  Wilson, 
to  Jimmy  Parker, 

Jane  Divers,  '45.  of  Pulaski,  Virginia, 
to  Bill  Wysor,  also  of  Pulaski.  The  wed- 
ding will  take  place  in  the  late  summer. 

Mary  Charles  Godwin,  '43  (Bus.),  of 
Williamston,  to  Dr.  William  Franklin 
Coppage,  of  Williamston  and  Vanceboro. 

Harriet  Ann  Hall,  '38,  of  Greensboro, 
to  Dr.  James  Lamar  Henson,  also  of 
Greensboro.  The  wedding"  will  take  place 
in  May. 

Carolyn  Wright  Holland,  '44,  of  Wil- 
mington, to  Alexander  Sprunt  Hall,  also 
of  Wilmington.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  the  fall. 

Kusanne  Headen  Hurley,  '42,  of  Greens- 
boro, to  Russell  F.  Hall,  Jr.,  of  Sedge- 
field  and  Greensboro.  The  wedding  will 
take  place  on  April  12. 

Elizabeth  Ann  Jones,  '4  2,  of  Aulander, 
to  Lynn  D.  Tanner,  Jr.,  of  Perryman, 
Maryland,  and  Suffolk,  Virginia, 

Janet  Kelly,  '4  3,  of  Erwin,  to  Robert 
C.  Bryan,  Midshipman,  United  States 
Naval  Academy,  of  Dunn.  The  wedding 
will   take  place  in  the  summer. 

Henrietta  Ragland,  '43,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Dick   Badham,   of  Edenton. 

Marcia  Blount  Hodman,  '4  2,  of  Wash- 
ington, to  George  Edward  Lawrence, 
Lieutenant,  United  States  Marine  Corps, 
also  of  Washington.  The  wedding  will 
take  place  in  the  summer. 

Prances  Rylander,  '4  4,  of  Americus, 
Georgia,  to  James  Bowen,  of  Tifton. 
Georgia.  The  wedding  will  take  place  in 
April. 

May  French  Strange,  '4  6,  of  Wilming- 
ton, to  Thomas  Lockett  Morton,  also  of 
Wilmington.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  the  spring. 

Carrie  Maie  Wade,  '46,  of  Charlotte, 
to  Jim  Roberts. 

Prances  Amanda  Warren,  '39,  of  Tren- 
ton, to  John  Nelson  Alexius,  Jr.,  of  Wil- 
mington. 

Evelyn  Ann  White,  '44.  of  Raleigh,  to 
Tom  Norris,  also  of  Raleigh,  The  wed- 
ding will  take  place  in  the  spring. 

Mary  Coleman  White,  '41,  of  Suffolk, 
Virginia,    to    L.     Preston    Hollander,    of 


New   York  City.      The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  April. 

Frances  Vivian  Wollett,  '45,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Jean  Blanton,  of  Albuquerque, 
New  Mexico. 

Meta  Young,  '4  3,  of  Albany,  Georgia, 
to  Ager  Shackelford,  of  Miami,  Florida. 
The  wedding  will  take  place  on  April  12. 


Weddings 


Phoebe  Ann  Arledf>e,  '47,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Dr.  Arthur  Bonnell  Codington,  of  At- 
lanta, on  Saturday,  December  7,'in  the 
First  Baptist  Church,  Raleigh.  Betsy 
Tom  Lawrence,  '47,  was  maid-of-honor, 
and  Anna  Lee  Smith,  '47,  Mary  Frances 
Dillon,  '47,  Peggy  Abernathy,  '47,  and 
Betty  Lokey,   '48,   were  bridesmaids. 

Betty  Green  Ashby,  '38,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Jens  A.  Jensen,  of  Sonder  Bjerge,  Den- 
jnark,  on  January  13  in  the  First  Baptist 
Church,   Chevy  Chase,   Maryland. 

Betty  Ellen  Bencini,  '43,  of  Eustis, 
Florida,  to  Harold  Scott  Chaffee,  of  Ven- 
tura, California,  on  August  5.  The  cou- 
ple is  living  in  New  York  City  while 
Scott  is  finishing  his  studies  at  Columbia 
University. 

Roberta  Brooks  Blum,  '4  6,  of  West 
Palm  Beach,  Florida,  to  James  Young 
Arnold.  Jr.,  of  Palm  Beach,  Florida,  on 
December  24  at  the  home  of  the  bride's 
parents.  The  couple  is  now  living  at 
345  Amelia  Road,  Deland,  Florida. 

Meta  Boykin, .'44  (Bus.),  of  Boykin, 
South  Carolina,  to  William  J.  Rose,  of 
Jacksonville,  Florida,  on  Thursday,  De- 
cember 26,  at  her  home  in  Boykin. 

Kate  Broadfoot,  '45,  of  Fayetteville, 
to  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  Jr.,  also  of 
Fayetteville,  on  November  3  0  in  St. 
John's  Episcopal  Church,  Fayetteville. 
Jean  Huske,  '46,  was  maid-of-honor,  and 
Mary  C.  Bowers,  '45,  Sarah  Stewart,  '45, 
Stuart  Verdery,  '4  5,  Susan  Tolar,  '4  5, 
Margaret  deRosset,  '44,  and  Hannah 
Lyon,  '44,  were  bridesmaids. 

Mary     Mana     Byrd     Burnett,     '45,     of 

Rocky  Mount,  to  William  Spurgeon  John- 
son, also  of  Rocky  Mount,   in   December. 

Lillian  Cannon,  '43,  of  Charlotte,  to 
Hilliard  H.  .Wolfe,  Jr.,  of  Monroe,  on 
January  3,  in  St.  Peter's  Episcopal 
Church,  Charlotte. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Campbell,  '44  (Bus), 
of  Raleigh,  to  George  Edward  Langley, 
of  Norfolk.  Virginia,  on  December  20. 
Jane  Jeter  Boatwright,  '44  (H.S. ),  was 
a  bridesmaid. 

Mary  Ann  Cooper,  '43,  of  Henderson, 
to  J.  Melville  Broughton,  Jr.,  of  Raleigh, 
on  Saturday,  November  3  0,  in  Hender- 
son. Maria  Legg,  "4  4,  Sarah  Dawson 
Davis,  '43,  Harriett  Whitaker,  '44,  Pau- 
line McNcny  Johnson,  '43,  and  Elizabeth 
(Bitty)     Grimes,    '4  4,    were    bridesmaids. 


Sally  Ann  Elliott,  '46.  of  Washington, 
to  Crawford  Alexander  Mann,  also  of 
Washington,  on  Saturday,  December  21. 
Emma  Katie  Guion,  '46,  was  maid-of- 
honor,  and  Lib  Clinard,  '46,  Helen 
Barnes,  '4  6,  and  Elizabeth  Silver,  '47, 
were    bridesmaids. 

Mary  Norman  Eishel,  '46,  of  Vaughan, 
to  James  Albert  White,  of  Littleton,  on 
Thursday,  November  14,  in  the  Presby- 
terian  Church,    Henderson. 

Janice  Bennett  Fitzgerald,  '41,  of 
Smithfield,  to  James  Andrew  Wellons, 
also  of  Smithfield,  on  Saturday,  March 
8,  in  the  Centenary  Methodist  Church, 
Smithfield.  Betsy  Blount,  "44  (Bus.),  and 
Frances   Vann,    '36,    were   bridesmaids. 

Charlotte  E.  Fulks,  '45  (Bus.),  of  Ra- 
leigh and  Durham,  to  Bobby  L.  Joyner, 
of  Raleigh,  on  Wednesday,  December  4, 
in    Hillyer   Memorial   Church,    Raleigh. 

Sibyl  Goerch,  '45,  of  Raleigh,  to  Ed- 
ward Knox  Powe,  III,  of  Durham,  on 
Friday  night,  December  27,  in  the  First 
Baptist  Church,  Raleigh.  Doris  Goerch 
Horton,  '38,  was  her  sister's  matron-of- 
honor,  and  Betty  Johnson,  '44  (H.S.), 
Betty  Bobbitt,  '44  (H.S.),  and  Jane  K. 
Bell,  '44,  were  bridesmaids.  The  couple 
are  living  in  Chapel  Hill,  where  they  are 
both  in  school  at  the  University. 

Elizabeth  Haislip,  '40.  of  Hamilton, 
to  Robert  Denning,  of  Benson,  on  Thurs- 
day, December  26,  in  St.  Mary's  Episco- 
pal Church,  Hamilton.  The  couple  is 
living  in  the  Denning  Apartments,  Ben- 
son. 

Henriette     Dargan     Hampton,     '43,     of 

Raleigh,  to  Ben  Rankin  Morris,  of  Gas- 
tonia,  on  Friday  night,  December  20,  in 
Christ  Episcopal  Church,  Raleigh.  Mar- 
garet Anne  Gregory  Suhling,  '44,  was 
matron-of-honor,  and  Henrietta  Ragland, 
'44,  was  maid-of-honor.  Ann  Geojjhe&an 
White,  '43,  Elizabeth  (Bitty)  Grimes,  '42 
vH.S.),  Betsy  John  West.  '42  (U.S.), 
Daphne  Richardson  Spurlock,  '43.  and 
Dora  Winters,   '43,  were  bridesmaids. 

Bobby  Jean  Hardy,  '45,  of  Durham, 
to  Clinton  Vanhoy,  of  Atlanta,  Georgia. 
The  couple  is  living  in  Atlanta. 

Louise  Jennette,  '45  ( Bus. ) ,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Charles  Greenwood  Miller,  Jr., 
of  Warren,  Ohio,  on  Saturday,  February 
1.  in  the  Edenton  Street  Methodist 
Church.    Raleigh. 

Dorothy  Kerr,  '39,  of  Clinton,  to  Ed- 
win Lewis  Sheffield,  of  Warsaw,  on  Fri- 
day, February  21,  in  St.  Paul's  Episcopal 
Church,  Clinton.  Lucille  Best,  '48 
(H.S.),  was  a  bridesmaid.  The  couple 
is  living  in  Warsaw. 

Phyllis  McCord  Kinsey,  '44,  of  East 
Orange,  New  Jersey,  formerly  of  War- 
renton,  to  John  Nash  Stevens,  also  of 
East  Orange,  on  November  23  in  Christ 
Episcopal  Church,  East  Orange. 

Pauline  G.  Lindsay,  '42,  of  Spartan- 
burg, South  Carolina,  to  Robert  Cochran, 
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Captain,  United  States  Marine  Corps,   on 
January  10. 

Sybil  Lytle,  '41,  of  Weirsdale,  Florida, 
to  Sam  L.  Pyles,  of  Ocala,  Florida,  on 
December  1.  Florence  Lytle  Scales.  '3  8. 
Shirley  Lytle,  '43,  and  Betty  Youngblood, 
'40,  were  in  the  wedding. 

Mary  Marshall  Murphy,  '45,  of  Salis- 
bury, to  Bryce  Parker  Beard.  Jr..  also 
of  Salisbury,  on  Tuesday,  -November  5, 
in  St.  Luke's  Episcopal  Church,  Salis- 
bury. The  couple  is  living  in  St.  Louis. 
Missouri. 

Nancy  Jfiswonger,  '40.  of  Raleigh,  to 
William  Charles  Flickenstein.  of  Or- 
lando, Florida,  on  Saturday,  December 
7.  in  the  First  Presbyterian  Church,  Ra- 
leigh.     The  couple  is   living   in   Orlando. 

Mildred  Parrott  Parker,  '45,  of  La 
Grange,  to  James  Clyde  Welsh,  Jr.,  Lieu- 
tenant, United  States  Army,  of  Buffalo, 
New  York,  on  Saturday.  January  4,  in 
the  La  Grange  Methodist  Church.  Helen 
"Teence"  Davis,  '45,  was  maid-of-honor, 
and  Margaret  Martin.  '45.  Emma  Britt 
Davis,  '45,  and  Sara  Stewart,  '45,  were 
bridesmaids.  The  couple  is  living  at  Ft. 
Benning,  Georgia,  until  June. 

Mary  Sophia  Redwood,  '4  2,  of  Ashe- 
ville,  to  Thomas  Edward  Bass,  III,  Lieu- 
tenant Commander,  United  States  Navy, 
of  Rocky  Mount,  on  Saturday,  November 
16,  in  Trinity  Episcopal  Church,  Ashe- 
ville.  Eleanor  Redwood.  '44,  was  her 
sister's  maid-of-honor,  and  Ruth  Bond, 
'42,  was  a  bridesmaid.  The  couple  is 
living  in  Hornsbyville.  Virginia. 

Harriet    Elizabeth   Ruffin,    '3  9,    of  Tar- 

boro,   to   Howard    Roberson,   also  of  Tar- 

boro,    on    Saturday,    January    11,    in  Cal- 
vary Episcopal  Church,   Tarboro. 

Frances  Martin  Shackelford,  '45,  of 
Martinsville.  Virginia,  to  Brooks  Russell 
Leavitt,  of  West  Hartford,  Connecticut, 
en  Saturday,  December  28,  in  Anderson 
Memorial  Presbyterian  Church,  Martins- 
ville. 

Ellen  Branch  Senay,  '44  (H.S. ).  of 
Atlanta,  Georgia,  formerly  of  Raleigh,  to 
John  Marlin  Jones.  Ensign,  United 
States  Navy,  of  Whitefish.  Montana,  and 
Somerset,  Kentucky,  on  January  4  at 
Somerset.  Kentucky.  The  couple  is  liv- 
ing at  the  Navy  Yard.  Hunter's  Point. 
San  Francisco,  California,  until  March, 
and  then  will  be  at  the  Naval  Flight 
School,   Texas. 

Elsie  Blanche  Snipes,  '18,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  John  Buren  Covington,  of 
Rocky  Mount,  in  January.  The  couple 
is  living  in  Fayetteville.  where  the  groom 
is  working  with  the  Veterans'  Adminis- 
tration. 

Lou  Etta  Trogdon,  '4S.  of  Raleigh,  to 
K.  D.  Morgan.  Jr.,  of  Tarboro.  on  De- 
cember  IS    in   Raleigh. 

Nancy  Miller  I'pshaw,  '42  I  H.S. ),  of 
Raleigh,  to  Courtney  David  Egerton.  of 
Raleigh,  on  Saturday,  January  4,  in  the 
Church  of  the  Good  Shepherd.  Raleigh. 
Mary  Bryant  I'pshaw  Fulghum,  '42,  was 
her  sister's  matron-of-honor.  The  couple 
is  living  in  Raleigh. 


Anne  Langhorne  (Nancy)  Wood,  '45, 
of  Edenton,  to  Ed  Carson,  of  Greensboro, 
on  Saturday,  December  21,  in  Lynch- 
burg, Virginia.  Frances  Wood,  '47 
(H.S.),  was  her  sister's  maid-of-honor. 
The  couple  are  living  in  Chapel  Hill, 
where  they  are  in  school  at  the    University. 


Births 


A  son,  Allen  Lindsey,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Ben  Armstrong,  of  Raleigh,  on  January  3. 
Mrs.  Armstrong  is  the  former  Hilah 
White,  '4  3.  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wert 
Beard,  of  Jacksonville,  Fla.,  in  January. 
Mrs.  Beard  is  the  former  Katherine  (Tas- 
sie)   Riissell,  '43,  of  Jacksonville. 

A  son.  John  Randolph,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
John  Bratton,  Jr.,  of  Raleigh,  on  Janu- 
ary 6.  Mrs.  Bratton  is  the  former  Mi- 
chelle Telfair,  '44,  of  Raleigh. 

A  son,  John  Gray,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
John  Gray  Britt,  of  Goldsboro,  on  No- 
vember 2  7.  Mrs.  Britt  is  the  former 
Edwina  Taylor,  '41,  of  Littleton. 

A  daughter  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Samuel 
T.  N.  Carter,  of  Washington,  N.  C,  on 
January  13.  Mrs.  Carter  is  the  former 
Elizabeth  Tayloe  Fowle,  -'40,  of  Wash- 
ington. 

A  son.  John  DeGruchy,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Gerald  J.  Clarke,  of  East  Cleveland, 
Ohio,  on  November  19.  Mrs.  Clarke  is 
the  former  Nancy  McKinley,  '41,  of  East 
Cleveland. 

A  son,  James  Michael,  III.  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  J.  M.  Coleman,  Jr.,  of  Richmond, 
Va.,  on  October  24.  Mrs,.  Coleman  is  the 
former  Mary   Barrow,   '3*6,  of  Zebulon. 

A  son.  David  Edgar,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Tillman  W.  Cooley,  of  Woodland,  on  De- 
cember 21.  Mrs.  Cooley  is  the  former 
Margaret  Burgwyn,  '38,  of  Woodland. 

A  son  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  B.  G.  Davidson, 
of  Washington,  D.  C,  on  November  4. 
Mrs.  Davidson  is  the  former  Betty  Barn- 
ard. '41.  of  Chevy  Chase,  Md. 

A  son,  Marvin  Kennedy,  III,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  M.  K.  Dickerson,  Jr.,  of  Mon- 
roe, on  December  2.  Mrs.  Dickerson  is 
the  former  Sara  Craig,  '37,  of  Monroe. 

A  daughter.  Anne  Pendleton,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  George  Potter  Dixon,  of  Eliza- 
beth City,  on  November  1.  Mrs.  Dixon 
is  the  former  Hazel  Pendleton,  '34,  of 
Elizabeth  City. 

A  son.  Robert  Arthur.  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  R.  A.  Farris,  of  Chapel  Hill,  on  De- 
cember 3.  Mrs.  Farris  is  the  former 
.Mary  Elizabeth  Nash,   '40,  of  Raleigh. 

A  son,  Daniel  Kirk,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Daniel  K.  Hamilton,  of  Lexington, 
Ky.,  on  December  13.  Mrs.  Hamilton 
is  the  former  Carol  Cobb,  '42.  of  Chapel 
Hill. 

A  daughter,  Annette  Spruill,  to  Mr. 
and    Mrs.    Charles    Hancock,    of    Oxford, 


on  January  6.      Mrs.  Hancock  is  the  for- 
mer Annette  Spruill,  '41.  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Julia  Battle,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Henry  Lee  Howard,  of  Chapel  Hill 
and  Durham,  on  November  19.  Mrs. 
Howard  is  the  former  Julia  Booker,  '40, 
of  Chapel  Hill. 

A  son,  Andrew  John,  III,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  A.  J.  Johnstone,  Jr.,  of  Champaign, 
111.,  on  October  19.  Mrs.  Johnstone  is 
the  former  Mary  Daniels,  '4  2,  of  Golds- 
boro. 

A  son,  Charles  Edward,  Jr.,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  C.  E.  Lynch,  of  Bennettsville, 
S.  C,  on  January  22.  Mrs.  Lynch  is  the 
former  Mary.  McColl,  '3  6,  of  Bennetts- 
ville. 

A  daughter.  Amanda  Ravenel,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Lea  Richards,  of  Decatur,  Ga., 
on  November  5.  Mrs.  Richards  is  the 
former  Thelma  (Boots)  Ravenel,  '42,  of 
Decatur.  Their  address  is  114  Maple 
St.,  Decatur. 

A  son.  Charles,  HI,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Charles  O.  Robinson,  Jr.,  of  Elizabeth 
City,  on  December  23.  Mrs.  Robinson 
is  the  former  Flora  Johnson,  '33,  of 
Elizabeth  City.  They  are  living  at  316 
S.  Dyer  St.,  Elizabeth  City. 

A  son,  Samuel  Gates,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Samuel  Robertus  Shaw,  of  Birmingham, 
Ala.,  on  November  17.  Mrs.  Shaw  is  the 
former  Anne  Dunn,  '4  2,  of  Birmingham. 

A  son,  Robert  Hendrix,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  R.  H.  Stillwell,  of  McColl,  S.  C,  on 
January  7.  Mrs.  Stillwell  is  the  former 
.Mary  Stanton,   '38,  of  McColl. 


Deaths 


Flora  E.  Creech,  of  Raleigh,  on  No- 
vember 2. 

Mrs.  William  T.  Dortch.  of  Goldsboro 
(nee  Lizzie  Lewis,  '81,  of  Tarboro)  on 
February   25. 

Mrs.  William  B.  Foreman,  of  Eliza- 
beth City  (nee  Annie  Wood,  '10,  of  Eden- 
ton), on  December  18. 

Mrs.  William  Murdock,  of  Durham 
(nee  Christine  Isabel  James,  '25,  of  Dur- 
ham), on  February  16. 

Mrs.  W.  H.  Nicholson,  of  Henderson 
(nee  Genevieve  Perry,  of  Hickory),  on 
January  14. 

Mrs.  Ben  Streeter  Sheppard,  of  Farm- 
ville    (nee  Sue  Mary  DeViscontti,     13,  of 

Raleigh),  on  November   17. 

Mrs.  William  W.  Vass,  of  Raleigh  (nee 
Annie  Gales  Root,  '03,  of  Raleigh),  on 
November  21. 

Mrs.     Graham     Woodard,     of     Wilson' 
( nee    Mamie    Evelyn     Bobbins,    of    Ran- 
dolph   County),   on   February   1. 

Mrs.  Robert  H.  Wright,  of  Raleigh 
(nee  Elizabeth  Alexander  Telfair,  '15,  of 
Raleigh),  on  January  22. 
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AN    OPEN    LETTER    TO    ANN    LUCAS, 

EDITOR  OF  THE  BULLETIN, 

1047-48 

Dear  Ann, 

The  time  has  come  to  turn  the  Bulletin 
over  to  next  year's  editor.  You,  as  the 
new  editor,  realize  the  honor  and  the  re- 
sponsibility which  come  with  this  position. 

Your  job  will  be  a  hard  one,  but  it  is  not 
without  its  compensating  satisfaction. 
Working  with  your  adviser  and  staff,  you 
will  thoroughly  enjoy  creating  the  1947-4IS 
Bulletin. 

I  relinquish  my  editorship  with  many  re- 
grets, for  it  has  been  a  pleasure ;  however, 
there  is  no  one  .  to  whom  I  would  rather 
leave  it.  I  am  confident  that  your  literary 
ability  will  make  itself  felt,  not  just  in  your 
own  contributions,  but  in  the  standard  they 
will  set  for  your  whole  staff. 

Very  sincerely, 
Martha  Conger 


HORIZONS 

Finals  or  commencement — whatever  we 
call  it,  whether  we  look  backward  or  for- 
ward, the  period  through  which  we  have 
recently  passed  is  one  of  transition  and 
hence  a  time  for  taking  stock.  What  have 
we  dispensed?  What  have  we  achieved? 
What  is  our  equipment  for  going  forward? 
What  are  we  working  toward? 
To  answer  such  questions,  we  must  first 
establish  standards  of  measurement.  They 
are  not  the  same  standards  we  brought  with 
us  to  Saint  Mary's  one,  two,  or  three  years 
ago.  Liberal  education  has  widened  the 
circle  of  our  intellectual  horizons.  Varied 
training  lias  awakened  us  to  hitherto  un- 
known potentialities  of  development.  Broad- 
ening human  sympathies  have  taught  us  to 
weigh  our  gifts,  not  against  the  glamour 
or  wealth  of  the  girl  across  the  hall,  but 
against  the  suffering  and  destitution  of 
eighty  per  cent  of  the  human  race.  Deepen- 
ing Christianity  has  inspired  us  to  measure 
our  responsibilities  against  the  abundance 
of  our  gifts  and  the  need  of  our  fellow  man. 
If  we  are  true  to  the  ideals  Saint  Mary's 
has  instilled  in  us.  then  we  shall  in  this 
period  of  transition  evaluate  our  achieve- 
ment in  comparison  with  our  capabilities, 
and  we  shall  set  our  goal  beyond  our  pres- 
ent horizon  at  the  unknown  limit  of  our 
potentialities  for  service.  M.  D.  J. 


COMMENCEMENT  PICTURES  IN 
THIS   ISSUE 

Being  a  combined  junior  college  and  high 
school.  Saint  Mary's  has  two  graduating 
classes  each  year. 

Students  who  are  graduating  from  the 
junior  college  department  are  seniors  at 
Saint  Mary's.  They  wear  caps  and  gowns 
at  commencement  and  receive  their  diplo- 
mas in  the  Chapel  from  Bishop  Penick,  the 
president  of  the  Board  of  Trustees.  A  group 
of  them  is  shown  opposite  this  page. 

Students  who  are  graduating  from  high 
school  are  sophomores  at  Saint  Mary's. 
They  wear  white  dresses  at  commencement 
and  receive  their  diplomas  in  the  audito- 
rium from  the  president  of  the  school.     The 


Editor Martha   Conger  SHALL  WE  CONTINUE? 

Facultii  Adviser    .     Martha  Dabnev  Jones  At  last  vou  have  it__tna,  long-hoped-for 

The  Bulletin  is  issued  live  times  a  year  document.     There   it   is  in   your   hand— the 

by  the  students  of  Saint  Mary's  School  in  precious    document    that    formally    declares 

the  interest  of  the  alumnae  and  the  school:  thal    v„„  nave  become  a  WOman  of  knowl- 

December,      February      (catalogue     issue),  .           .        ,                      ,         , 

March.  June,  and  July  (book  of  views).  eclSe'     As  of  t'^y  J™  »J  educated.     Your 

Articles  of  interest  to  students  and  alum-  student  days  are  over,   you  say,  and  settle 

nae    are    requested.      Address    communicn-  back    with   a   sigh   of  ease  to   rest  on   your 

dons   to   Saint   Mary's    School   Bulletin,  laurels.     But  just  one  moment.     Yes,   that 

Saint  Mary's  School,  Raleigh,  North  Caro-  ,.   .           .                ...                                      • 

U  diploma   is   a   certificate   of  education,   but 

Entered  July  3,  1905,  at  Raleigh,  North  have  you  ever  stopped  to  consider  and  de- 
Carolina,  as  second-class  matter  under  Act  tine  that  very  broad  term  education!  Do 
of  Congress  of  July  16,  1894.                                   v„„   f|i(l| w  |h.lt    y(m  haV(,  mastered  tne 

art  of  finding  that  elusive  square  root,  that 

CONTENTS  you  naTe  Deen  exposed  to  enough  literature 

page  to  discover  that  Paradise  Lost  is  pretty  good 

Saint  Mary's  Commencement  Program....     2  stuff   after   all.    and    have   delved    into    the 

Accept  No  Substitutes 3  ramification  of  the  Federal  Reserve  System, 

,   ,                                                                          _  that  you  are  a   fully  educated   person?     Is 

Salutatory 5  ,                  * 

your   conception    of   education   the   achieve- 

\aledictory 5  ment  (>f  a  grade  of  sixty-five  or  over  on  a 

Spiritual     Capital 5  certain  set  of  subjects  over  a  certain  period 

Senior  Class  Prayer (i  "f  time? 

Senior  Class  Poem 6  Education   is   the   vastly   important    busi- 

The  Key  To  the  Abundant  Life 7  1,ess  of  learning  how  to  live.     But,  you  say, 

„,.,■.-..,..                                   -  every  infant  from  the  day  of  his  birth  goes 

Candidates  for  Graduation i  ,                               ,. 

through  the  process  of  learning  how  to  live. 

Student    Officers    for    the    School    Year  Trae    your  education  begins  with  such  ex_ 

]94i-4.V •> 

penences  as  discovering  by  the  painful  proc- 

Senior    Class    History 10  ess  of  trial  and  error  that  hot  stoves  are  not 

Last  Will  and  Testament  of  the  Senior  good  playthings.      However,    the  goal   of   a 

Class   of   194i 11  liberal   and    complete    education    should    be 

Senior    Class    Prophecy 12  the  knowledge  of  the  best  and  fullest  way 

Woodland   Picture 12  of  life.     Therefore  no  one  can  assume  that 

v                                                                   .„  the  mastering  of  a   set  of  facts  and   skills 

wnT *  completes  an  education.     Academic  training 

A  Fantasy  of  Nature 13  can  only  give  you  the  tools  with  which  to 

TT            „  ■       _       „     _       .  ,,                     .  .  acquire  understanding  and  proficiency  in  the 

"Horses  Don  t  Bet  On  People  14  arf  (|f  Iiying     N()  Qne  can  dQ  .,  jo]j  wm„)Ut 

Belated  War  Victim 14  the  proper  tools,   but  the  mere  acquisition 

„    ,         ,  xr     c,    ,,  TTu    i                               1-  ,Jf  these  tools  does  not  signify  that  the  job 

Seek  uiul  \e  Shall  Find 15  .    done 

Generosity 15  Therefore,    while    that    diploma    in    your 

The   Lost    Lane-End 16  hands  does  signify  that  you  have  gained  a 

certain   level  of  knowledge,   that  you   have 

achieved  a  certain  degree  of  education,  it  is 

NEWS  OF  ALUMNAE  by  no  means  a  symbol  of  completion.     Be- 

..               ,.     ,.             j  T        i                         i-  fore    you    stretches   a    lifetime   of   learning. 

Alumnae  Meeting  and  Luncheon 1,  Xf)W    ^  posgeeA<m  of  „   fm.mal   edllCation. 

Report  of  Alumnae  Secretary 18  you  are  ready  to  meet  satisfactorily  the  de- 

What  Things  To  Hoard                                 19  mands  of  everyday  existence.     You  are  in 

»nat   ±mn„s   10  iioaici la  the    position    of   tne   artist   equipped    with 

Martha   Dabney  Jones  Named  Dean  at  paint,  oils,  and  brushes  and  standing  before 

Saint  Mary's 20  a    blank   canvas.     What  outside   forces  can 

Class    Fund     1945                                            "1  SUPP'V  v""  with,  you  have.     Will  you  now 

'  ss              '      '    '' "  lay    your    educational    equipment    aside,    or 

Class    Fund,    194B 21  will  you  translate  it  into  the  art  of  living? 

Class    Fund.    1947 21 E'  P'  1!- 

Alumnae    Chapters 21  APPRECIATION 

Class    News 22  To  the  whole  Bulletin  staff,  the  adviser, 

Milestones                                                               34  and   tlle  faeu,r>'  contributors  I   wish   to   ex- 
press my  appreciation  for  their  interest  and 

— --         —                       co-operation. 

picture  cm   the  cover  shows  the  sophomore  Tlu*  staff  and  the  other  contributors  have 

class,  with  diplomas  already  in  hand,  being  given  much  to  the  publication  ;  the  guidance 

led  in  procession  by  one  of  the  student  mar-  0I  the  adviser  has  been  indispensable, 

shals.     They  are  going  from  the  auditorium  For    the    satisfaction    and    pleasure    that 

to  the  Chapel  to  see  the  final  exercises  for  have  been   mine  ill   working  with   you.   my 

the  seniors.  thanks.                                                 M.  L.  C. 
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Saint  Mary's  Commencement  Program 
May  30-June  2,  1 947 


FRIDAY  AND  SATURDAY 

Commencement  exercises  began  at  eight-fifteen  o'clock  on 
Friday  night  with  the  outdoor  presentation  of  Shakespeare's 
Twelfth  Night  by  the  Saint  Mary's  Dramatic  Club  under  the 
direction  of  Miss  Florence  C.  Davis. 

Saturday  activities  began  at  eleven  with  the  Sophomore 
Class  Day  exercises  held  on  the  east  campus.  The  entire 
sophomore  class  marched  down  the  front  steps  of  Smedes. 
Susan  Taylor,  president  of  the  class,  welcomed  parents,  fac- 
ulty, student  body,  and  friends.  After  the  singing  of  the 
"Alma  Mater"  Betty  Mardre  read  the  Class  Roll ;  this  was 
followed  by  the  Class  Prophecy  read  by  Betsy  Carter.  The 
Sophomore  Superlatives  were  read  by  Ann  Wicker,  and  the 
Last  Will  and  Testament  by  Betsy  Shepard. 

Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  President  of  Saint  Mary's  presented 
the  award  for  the  highest  scholastic  standing  in  the  class  to 
Myrtle  Alston.  Following  Dr.  Stone's  presentation,  Susan 
Taylor  presented  the  class  gift  to  the  school — the  sum  of  $25 
to  be  used  toward  furnishing  the  new  recreation  room  in  the 
basement  of  Holt  Hall. 

The  Class  Song,  accompanied  by  Barbara  Pope,  and  the 
benediction,  pronounced  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding  Hughes, 
closed  the  program. 

The  annual  meeting  of  the  Alumnae  Association  was  held 
in  the  parlor  at  noon.  Immediately  afterwards,  the  alumnae 
adjourned  to  the  dining  hall  for  the  alumnae  luncheon;  Mar- 
tha Byrd  Spruill  Porter,  '11,  was  speaker  for  the  occasion. 

Senior  Class  Day  exercises  in  the  auditorium  began  at  four 
o'clock.  After  Jean  Robinson  Roberts,  president  of  the  Senior 
Class,  had  welcomed  visitors  and  Cynthia  McCaw  had  led  in 
the  Senior  Class  Prayer,  the  student  body  sang  "Hail,  Saint 
Mary's."  Rose  Ellen  Wallace  read  the  Class  Roll,  and  Eliza- 
beth Travis  Myatt  and  Ann  Fripp  Jones  read  the  Senior 
Class  History.  Jean  Roberts  announced  that  with  money 
now  in  the  treasury  the  class  is  starting  a  fund  to  be  added 
to  from  year  to  year  and  presented  to  the  school  in  1950  as 
the  class  gift.  Joan  Diehm  Hassler  and  Elizabeth  Bissette 
Dempsey  next  read  the  Senior  Class  Prophecy.  This  was 
followed  by  the  Senior  Class  Poem  by  Eugenia  Perry  Rose. 
Myra  Gladys  Welsh  and  Martha  Best  Yorke  read  the  Last 
Will  and  Testament.  Betsy  Tom  Lawrence  read  the  Senior 
Superlatives,  wdiieh  were  as  follows:  sportsmanship,  Sarah 
Covington;  originality,  Eugenia  Rose;  style,  Martha  Best 
Yorke;  school  spirit,  Cynthia  McCaw;  vivacity,  Joan  Hass- 
ler; wit,  Myra  Welsh;  dependability,  Jean  Roberts;  charm, 
Sara  Mell  Smith;  friendliness,  Elizabeth  Myatt;  versatility, 
Jean  Strickland;  intellect,  Ann  Fripp  Jones. 

Margaret  Mann  Swindell,  president  of  the  Student  Govern- 
ment Association  for  1946-47,  inaugurated  Elinore  Page  Par- 
rish  as  president  for  1947-48. 

Dr.  Stone  awarded  medals  to  the  following  girls  selected 
by  tin-  faculty  "as  best  personifying  the  true  Saint  Mary's 
girl — for  their  loyalty,  honesty,  and  high  devotion  to  the 
school  and  its  interests":  Martha  Conger,  Margaret  Norfleet, 
Elizabeth  Myatt,  Jean  Strickland,  Cynthia  McCaw,  Margaret 
Swindell,  Ann  Fripp  Jones,  and  Myrtle  Alston. 

Miss  Martha  Dabney  Jones,  acting  head  of  the  English 
Department,  presented  the  publications  awards.     These  went 


to  the  following  publications  officers  for  next  year :  Jane 
Gower,  editor  of  the  Belles  ;  Ann  Lucas,  editor  of  the 
Bulletin  ;  Helen  Eppes  and  Armecia  Eure,  editor  and  busi- 
ness manager  respectively  of  the  Stage  Coach  ;  and  to  the 
following  staff  members  for  the  quality  of  their  work  on  stu- 
dent publications  over  a  period  of  two  years :  Jean  Strickland, 
Virginia  Smith,  Martha  Best  Yorke ;  Myra  Welsh,  Caroline 
Camp,  and  Betty  Bowles. 

As  editor  of  the  1946-47  Stage  Coach,  Gene  Rose  read  the 
dedication  of  this  year's  annual  to  Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone. 

After  the  singing  of  "The  Belles  of  Saint  Mary's"  by  the 
Senior  Class,  the  Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding  Hughes  closed  the  pro- 
gram with  a  benediction. 

The  day's  activities  closed  with  a  recital  by  the  Glee  Club 
and  piano  students  in  the  auditorium. 

SUNDAY 

Corporate  Communion  for  the  senior  class  was  celebrated 
Sunday  morning  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  Chapel. 

At  eleven  the  Baccalaureate  Service  was  held ;  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Robert  L.  Crandall,  Rector  of  St.  Peter's  Church,  Char- 
lotte, N.  C,  was  the  preacher. 

The  vesper  service  at  five  o'clock  was  the  annual  alumnae 
memorial  service. 

Immediately  afterwards  visitors  gathered  on  the  front  cam- 
pus to  hear  the  farewell  step  singing  of  the  student  body. 

MONDAY 

Dr.  Francis  R.  B.  Godolphin,  Dean  of  the  College,  Prince- 
ton University,  delivered  the  commencement  address  at  ten- 
thirty  on  Monday  morning  in  the  auditorium,  following  the 
salutatory  by  Elizabeth  Ellen  Taylor  of  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

After  the  address  the  class  valedictory  was  delivered  by 
Ann  Fripp  Jones  of  Summerville,  S.  C. 

In  the  announcement  of  honors,  which  followed,  the  Niles 
Medal  for  the  best  scholastic  average  for  the  year  in  the 
college  department  was  awarded  to  Edith  Winslow  of  Ra- 
leigh; the  Cooper  Medal  for  the  highest  scholastic  average  in 
the  high  school  to  Nancy  Hamel  of  Greensboro ;  the  English 
Comprehensive  Prize  to  Elizabeth  Holt  Peirson  of  Raleigh, 
with  honorable  mention  going  to  Cynthia  McCaw  of  Bristol, 
R.  I.,  and  Mary  Craig  Hunter  of  Vienna,  Va. ;  the  annual 
Raleigh  High  School  Scholarship  to  Margaret  Wood  Storey 
of  the  Needham  Broughton  High  School. 

At  this  time  Dr.  Stone  announced  the  institution  of  the 
office  of  dean  of  students  at  Saint  Mary's.  Miss  Martha 
Dabney  Jones  has  accepted  this  position.  Dr.  Stone  expressed 
his  personal  appreciation  for  the  helpfulness  of  Misses  Flor- 
ence C.  Davis,  Elizabeth  Tucker,  and  Elizabeth  Bason  pre- 
ceding the  appointment  of  the  dean. 

The  presentation  of  diplomas  and  departmental  certificates 
by  Dr.  Stone  climaxed  the  first  part,  of  the  day's  exercises. 

The  final  part  of  the  commencement  program  took  place 
in  the  Chapel.  There  junior  college  diplomas  were  presented 
to  the  members  of  the  senior  class  of  1947  by  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Edwin  A.  Penick,  D.D.  Following  the  chapel  service  and 
formation  of  the  traditional  semicircle  in  front  of  Smedes 
Hall,  the  chief  marshal,  Betsy  Evans,  declared  the  one  hun- 
dred and  fifth  session  of  Saint  Mary's  school  dismissed. 
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Accept  No  Substitutes 

Commencement  address  delivered  by  Francis  R.  B.  Godol- 
phin,  Ph.D.,  Dean  of  the  College,  Princeton  University,  on 
■June  2,  19J,7. 


In  taking  the  title  "Accept  No  Substitutes,"  I  would  like 
to  cruise  with  you  over  a  fairly  wide  area  and  I  hope  not  too 
long  a  time  to  bring  out  what  seem  to  me  certain  very  impor- 
tant issues  in  the  world  we  are  living  in  today.  I  would  like 
to  consider  with  you  three  things  for  which  you  and  I  can 
afford  to  accept  no  substitutes.  These  three  things  are  wis- 
dom, knowledge,  and  faith.  In  this  world  of  today,  it  is  easy 
to  have  substitutes  passed  off  on  us.  I  don't  think  I  need  to 
develop  very  fully  what  I  mean  by  "real  things."  But  I  do 
think  we  should  see  clearly  our  individual  responsibility, 
because  only  in  Christianity  and  democracy  do  I  find  the 
insistence  I  value  upon  the  individual  human  spirit,  which 
seems  to  me  to  make  it  possible  to  accept  wisdom,  knowledge, 
and  faith  and  to  make  them  effective  as  they  have  never  been 
to  my  knowledge  in  history. 

Now  first  to  tell  you  briefly  what  I  mean  by  these  terms. 
I  should  like  to  use  wisdom  to  apply  to  the  humanities  and 
social  sciences,  to  represent  their  contributions  to  what  it  is 
still  of  vital  importance  for  man  to  know  about  himself  and 
his  predecessors  in  the  main  tradition  of  western  civilization. 

The  spurious  substitute  for  wisdom  in  that  area  seems  to 
me  to  be  information.  As  a  teacher  I  have  been  guilty,  and 
f  I  think  that  all  these  teachers  have  been  guilty,  of  occasion- 
ally giving  you  simply  information — when  a  certain  Shake- 
spearean play  was  written,  not  what  it  really  contributed; 
when  a  certain  sonata  was  composed ;  and  any  amount  of 
i   interesting  and  irrelevant  information. 

If  I  understand  rightly,  there  has  been  something  called 
J  human  wisdom  which  goes  back  a  long  time.  As  a  classicist 
I  may  be  forgiven  if  I  emphasize  the  Greco-Roman  achieve- 
ments. The  Greek  tragedians,  Plato,  Aristotle,  and  a  good 
many  other  men  have  written  works  which  are  valuable  to  us 
in  understanding  our  function  and  performing  it.  So  I  shall 
use  the  word  wisdom  for  the  area  of  the  arts,  literature,  and 
so  on,  as  one  ingredient  which  we  must  have  if  we  are  to 
function  in  the  world. 

About  faith  I  think  there  is  nothing  that  really  need  be 
said  except  that  in  a  great  many  instances  empty  forms  have 
been  substituted  for  a  genuine  Christian  faith.  Many  people 
have  wandered  off  into  all  sorts  of  forms  and  isms.  They 
know  that  they  need  something,  but  they  seem  to  feel  that 
anything  that  sounds  fresh  and  new  will  serve  for  faith ; 
whereas  I  think  we  have  pretty  good  evidence  to  show  that 
only  genuine  faith  will  accomplish  what  each  of  us  needs  to 
have  accomplished  in  his  or  her  own  life. 

Now  let  us  turn  our  attention  to  what  I  call  knowledge. 
In  using  this  term  today,  I  am  referring  specifically  to  scien- 
tific knowledge,  for  it  seems  to  me  that  in  the  area  of  scien- 
tific knowledge  more  than  in  any  other  area  we  have  been 
misled. 

All  the  discoveries  of  the  nineteenth  century  led  men  to 
think  that  man  was  getting  control  of  nature  and  his  physical 
environment.  Men  tended  to  put  all  their  hopes  and  trust  on 
reliance  in  the  happy  fact  of  scientific  knowledge  with  the 
rather  naively  conceived  progress  that  went  with  it,  the  hu- 
manitariansm  that  consisted  merely  of  feeling  rather  sorry 
for  someone  else.     They  beleved  that  this  would  lead  them 


into  a  beautiful  golden  age.  Men  were  trying  to  substitute 
that  sort  of  scientific  knowledge,  not  only  for  faith,  but  also 
for  wisdom.  Men  of  all  sorts  were  misled  into  trying  to  find 
a  magic  formula,  a  philosopher's  stone,  in  scientific  knowl- 
edge. 

And  I  think  it  is  perhaps  significant  that  Matthew  Arnold, 
one  of  the  great  figures  of  the  nineteenth  century,  could  feel 
something  happening  there,  could  not  reconcile  his  doubts, 
and  that  he  struggled  to  recapture  something  of  Hellenism, 
something  of  Hebraism.  He  was  really  struggling  to. cling  to 
faith  along  with  the  scientific  knowledge  of  his  day.  But  it 
seemed  to  be  a  hopeless  prospect.  The  old  faith  was  appar- 
ently about  to  be  washed  away  by  what  then  seemed  an  over- 
whelming tide  of  a  new  knowledge,  a  scientific  knowledge, 
which  would  supersede  what  had  passed  for  knowledge  in 
former  ages.  So  in  "Dover  Beach,"  one  of  the  most  moving 
poems  of  an  age  of  despair  disguised  as  hope,  Arnold  wrote: 

"The  sea  of  faith 
Was. once,  too,  at  the  full,  and  round  earth's  shore 
Lay  like  the  folds  of  a  bright  girdle  furl'd ; 
But  now  I  only  hear 
Its  melancholy,  long,  withdrawing  roar, 
Retreating  to  the  breath 
Of  the  night-wind  down  the  vast  edges  drear 
And  naked  shingles  of  the  world." 

Now  Matthew  Arnold  could  'feel  that  ebbing  tide  of  faith. 
He  longed  especially  for  something  that  would  give  man 
faith,  hope,  and  then  confidence ;  but  so  far  as  I  know,  never 
did  he  get  beyond  the  ebbing  faith  of  the  last  stanza  of  that 
poem  : 

"Ah,  love,  let  us  be  true 
To  one  another !  for  the  world,  which  seems 
To  lie  before  us  like  a  land  of  dreams, 
So  various,  so  beautiful,  so  new, 
Hath  really  neither  joy,  nor  love,  nor  light, 
Nor  certitude,  nor  peace,  nor  help  for  pain ; 
And  we  are  here  as  on  a  darkling  plain 
Swept  with  confused  alarms  of  struggle  and  flight, 
Where  ignorant  armies  clash  by  night." 

All  that  was  really  left  was  love,  love  reduced  to  a  single 
tie  in  a  hopeless  and  hostile  world. 

Today  when  our  world  seems  collapsing,  disintegrating  be- 
fore our  eyes,  we  think  of  that  dismal  picture  drawn  by  the 
thoughtful,  sensitive  poet  in  the  nineteenth  century  when  so 
many  people  were  confident  of  growing  into  a  new  pros- 
perity. Certainly  our  history  over  the  last  fifty  years  has 
tended  to  bear  out  Matthew  Arnold's  estimate,  but  I  think  it 
is  possible  now  to  see  something  different  happening.  It  seems 
significant  that  possibly  our  two  greatest  poets  today,  T.  S. 
Eliot  and  W.  H.  Auden,  are  able  to  view  this  world  not 
with  the  dismal  shrinking  of  Matthew  Arnold  but  with  a 
new  vision.  Eliot,  wdio  started  out  twenty-five  years  ago  as 
the  prophet  of  the  "Lost  Generation"  in  The  Waste  Land. 
was  moved  through  Ash  Wednesday  to  the  solid  Christian 
faith  so  positively  affirmed  in  the  later  works.     Eliot  began 
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as  a  continuation  of  Arnold;  but  Eliot  saw  the  realities  of 
our  life  in  terms  largely  impossible  to  Arnold's  day,  and  said, 
"No.  The  Christian  faith  has  a  positive  quality  to  make  life 
worth  living."  Eliot  could  move  from  the  despair  of  The 
Waste  Land  to  the  realistic  and  unromantic  analysis  of  this 
chorus  from  The  Rock.    Notice  the  positive  affirmation : 

"Ours  is  an  age  of  moderate  virtue 
And  of  moderate  vice 
When  men  will  not  lay  down  the  cross 
Because  they  will  never  assume  it. 
Yet  nothing  is  impossible,  nothing, 
To  men  of  faith  and  conviction. 
Let  us  therefore  make  perfect  our  will. 
O  God,. help  us." 

It  seems  to  me  that  with  the  great  poets  today  pointing  the 
way  to  a  new  grasp  of  the  realities  of  an  old  faith,  each  one 
of  us  should  realize  that  if  we  do  our  part  God  will  help  us 
achieve  a  new  synthesis. 

In  our  world  today,  no  address  is  complete  without  some 
mention  of  atomic  energy.  The  only  reason  I  want  to  mention 
it  is  to  call  to  your  attention  the  fact  that  most  of  our  greatest 
scientists  are  saying,  "We  have  scientific  knowledge,  yes,  but 
Ave  realize  that  this  knowledge  is  not  enough.  We  must  have 
something  from  the  areas  of  wisdom  and  faith  to  give  direc- 
tion to  our  scientific  knowledge." 

Along  with  the  way  in  which  these  greatest  men  in  science 
are  admitting  their  limitations,  I  had  a  very  illuminating 
experience  not  long  ago.  An  eminent  psychiatrist  of  my 
acquaintance  told  me  about  himself.  For  the  last  twenty-five 
or  fifty  years,  all  the  psychiatrists  have  been  pretty  confident 
people.  This  psychiatrist  said,  "It  occurred  to  me  one  day 
that  through  all  the  years  of  my  practice  I  had  been  seating 
all  varieties  of  thwarted,  frustrated,  ill-adjusted  human  beings 
across  the  desk  from  me  so  that  I  could  analyze  them  scien- 
tifically and  tell  them  what  was  wrong.  My  confidence,  along 
with  that  of  many  of  my  fellow  psychiatrists,  was  simply  the 
confidence  of  the  pure  scientist.  Sure,  we  knew  the  answers 
to  nature.  Suddenly  I  realized  that  if  anybody  ever  had  a 
superiority  complex,  I  had.  So  I  sat  myself  on  the  other 
side  of  my  desk  and  decided  to  tear  myself  apart.  I  used 
the  image  that  psychiatrists  are  given  to  using — that  when 
a  person  cracks  up,  he  has  forgotten  how  to  swim  and  the 
psychiatrist  teaches  him  to  swim  again.  Sure,  we  taught 
them  how  to  swim  again,  but  where?  I  had  been  able  to 
teach  a  technique,  but  where  did  I  want  my  patients  to  go?" 
The  result  was  that  this  scientist  marched  himself  back  into 
the  church.  He  had  been  telling  everybody  where  to  go,  but 
be  did  not  have  any  goal  of  belief  and  faith  himself.  Maybe 
there  is  something  in  psychiatry  after  all,  since  this  man 
could  sit  at  his  desk  and  say  to  himself,  "What  you  need  is 
Christian  faith."  Well,  that  is  what  he  had  said,  and  so  far 
as  I  could  see,  be  bad  said  it  with  very  telling  effect. 

And  be  is  not  alone.  I  would  submit,  therefore,  that  the 
despair  which  is  conventional  in  references  to  atomic  energy 
today  becomes  groundless  when  scientists,  psychiatrists,  poets 
— all  begin  to  rise  to  a  faith  beyond  pure  science.  Although 
scientific  knowledge  is  good,  without  wisdom  and  faith  it  may 
lead  us  to  destruction.  But  when  we  realize  that  there  is 
enduring  value  in  the  human  wisdom  of  our  great  tradition, 
that  Christian  faith  is  irreplaceable  in  our  lives,  then  we  may 
begin  to  move  toward  something  which  we  have  never  found 
before. 

1   would  like  to  take  a  quick  glance  at  several  important 


periods  in  history  to  indicate  wdiat  I  believe  to  be  the  great 
potentialities  of  our  day. 

First,  take  two  pairs  of  intelligent  Christians  from  the  early 
Middle  Ages.  Ausonius,  the  pious  Christian,  well  educated 
and  gifted,  when  faced  with  the  harsh  realities  of  the  bar- 
barian invasions,  could  only  seek  escape  in  poems  of  charming 
triviality.  Sidonius  Apollinaris,  the  last  of  the  gentleman 
bishops  of  the  Roman  age,  could  only  lament,  "How  can  you 
write  six-foot  hexameters  correctly  when  you're  got  seven-foot 
barbarians  looking  over  your  shoulder?"  Prudentius  and 
Fortunatus  were  not  so  well  educated,  but  they  combined 
their  learning  with  their  faith  to  produce  a  new  form  of 
poetry,  the  Christian  hymn.  Instead  of  writing  the  trite  odes 
and  lyrics  of  the  experts,  they  wrote  hymns  which  give  posi- 
tive expression  to  the  Christian  faith  and  have  been  a  part 
of  Christian  worship  for  the  past  fourteen  centuries.  They 
used  what  they  had,  and  used  it  positively. 

There  I  think  you  have  the  sort  of  problem  that  faces  us. 
What  are  we  going  to  do  about  it?  Which  way  are  we  going 
to  turn  ?  In  the  Greco-Roman  world,  most  thinkers  did  not 
approach  as  closely  as  the  Hebrews  to  our  conception  of  God. 
There  was  a  great  deal  of  wisdom,  but  very  little  faith.  There 
was  not  much  scientific  knowledge.  The  Middle  Ages  were 
certainly  great  ages  of  faith.  Some  of  the  wisdom  of  antiquity 
was  preserved,  not  much.  Certainly  less  scientific  knowledge 
was  current  than  in  the  classical  period.  In  the  Renaissance 
we  still  find  a  strong  strain  of  religious  faith,  but  humanistic 
wisdom  was  sought  as  the  magic  formula  for  human  happi- 
ness. The  nineteenth  century  threw  out  old-fashioned  human- 
istic wisdom  and  Christian  faith,  hoping  and  believing  that 
in  scientific  knowledge  man  would  find  a  cure  for  all  human 
ills  and  sorrows. 

Mankind  has  tried  a  great  many  things,  and  none  of  them 
have  worked  very  well.  Now  we  have  the  first  chance  for  a 
new  synthesis,  for  we  have  recognized  both  the  worth  and  the 
limitations  of  human  wisdom,  scientific  knowledge,  and  re- 
ligious faith.  That  we  today  live  in  a  Christian  society  and 
a  democracy,  where  there  is  a  real  belief  in  the  importance 
and  value  of  the  individual,  may  give  us  the  strength  and 
opportunity  to  carry  on  the  terribly  difficult  and  desperately 
important  struggle  for  a  new  and  complex  synthesis.  We  have 
an  atmosphere  in  wdiich  we  can  pull  together  wisdom,  knowl- 
edge, and  faith.  We  can  in  our  own  individual  lives  have  an 
influence  which  will  be  important.  And  if  I  am  right  in 
saying  that  we  are  perhaps  the  first  generation  to  have  a 
chance  for  this  triple  synthesis,  perhaps  it  becomes  as  impor- 
tant as  I  think  it  does  that  we  accept  no  substitutes,  that  each 
of  us  in  his  or  her  own  way  should  try  to  get  the  real  thing, 
and  not  simply  an  attractive  or  superficial  substitute.  Now 
this  is  a  hard  world  in  which  we  are  living  today.  There  is 
no  doubt  about  it.  But  national  and  international  action  is 
the  composite  of  individual  human  action.  Each  of  us  must 
accept  the  responsibility  which  accompanies  his  ability  and 
privilege. 

1  would  like  to  offer  to  you  as  a  motto  one  frequently  found 
on  the  walls  of  a  sergeant  major's  office  in  the  Marine  Corps : 
"The  impossible  we  do  at  once.  Miracles  take  a  little  longer." 
It  is  only  if  we  as  individuals  accept  this  challenge,  that  we 
can  expect  the  impossible  or  the  miracles. 

Now  with  tlie  equipment  you  have,  with  the  lines  that  are 
laid  before  you,  you  can  know  that  this  is  no  time  to  heed 
counsels  of  escape  or  despair;  you  can  rather  go  forth  realiz- 
ing that,  this  is  in  a  very  great  sense  a  time  for  hope  and  for 
action. 


Juke  1947 


Salutatory 


Valedictory 


On  behalf  of  the  Graduating  Class  of  1947  it  is  my  pleasure 
and  privilege  to  welcome  you  to  the  One  Hundred  and  Fifth 
Commencement  of  Saint  Mary's  School.  Technically,  the 
achievement  we  celebrate  today  is  our  own.  Actually,  it  is 
yours  as  well  as  ours ;  for  without  the  love  and  understanding 
of  our  parents,  the  guidance  of  our  teachers,  and  the  loyalty 
of  our  friends,  we  should  not  have  enjoyed  the  good  times  or 
appropriated  the  varied  values  that  our  two  years  at  Saint 
Mary's  have  given  us. 

But  for  you,  we  should  not  have  gained  a  broadened  knowl- 
edge in  varied  fields  of  learning.  But  for  you,  we  should  not 
have  acquired  the  maturer  judgment  and  sense  of  values  that 
1  come  from  college  life.  But  for  you,  Ave  should  not  have 
gathered  treasured  memories  of  the  hours  of  worship  we  have 
spent  together  in  the  Chapel. 

And  so,  not  in  order  that  you  may  be  spectators  at  our 
graduation,  but  that  you  may  partake  with  us  of  the  pride 
and  happiness  of  our  joint  achievement,  we  bid  you  welcome. 
Elizabeth  Ellen  Taylor,  '47 


There  are  not  many  ways  of  saying  good-by,  and  even 
these  few  amount  in  the  end  to  the  same  thing.  Therefore, 
for  the  members  of  this  graduating  class  I  shall  say  it  the 
simplest  way.  Just  good-by.  Good-by  to  the  students,  to  the 
faculty,  to  the  staff,  and  to  our  beloved  campus. 

But  there's  one  good-by  we'll  never  say,  for  there's  no 
separation  from  the  Saint  Mary's  within  each  of  us. 

Today  Saint  Mary's,  dignified  mother,  sends  forth  sixty- 
seven  more  daughters,  and  with  each  she  sends  herself.  All 
that  Saint  Mary's  signifies  has  gradually  become  a  part  of  us 
during  our  stay  here.  Now,  as  we  leave,  we're  humbly  thank- 
ful that  we  too  have  received  of  her  spirit. 

Yes,  we  must  say  good-by  to  all  of  you.  But  we  cannot 
say  good-by  to  Saint  Mary's,  for  we're  taking  her  with  us. 

Ann  Fripp  Jones,  '47 


Spiritual  Capital 

Baccalaureate  sermon  delivered  by  the  Rev.  Robert  L.  Crav- 
dall.  Rector  of  St.  Peter's  Church,  Charlotte,  on  June  1,  19^7. 


"We  then  that  are  strong  ought  to  bear  the  infirmities  of 
the  weak,  and  not  to  please  ourselves.  Let  everyone  of  us 
please  his  neighbor  for  his  good  to  edification.  For  even 
Christ  pleased  not  himself;  but,  as  it  is  written,  The  re- 
proaches of  them  that  reproached  thee  fell  on  me.  For  what- 
soever things  were  written  aforetime  were  written  for  our 
learning,  that  we  through  patience  and  comfort  of  the  scrip- 
tures nvght  have  hope."  The  fifteenth  chapter  of  St.  Paul's 
Epistle  to  the  Romans  beginning  at  the  first  verse. 

While  St.  Paul  had  been  in  the  city  of  Corinth  and  in  the 
other  cities  and  towns  in  which  he  had  busied  himself,  a  very 
practical  problem  confronted  the  Christians  in  Jerusalem. 
I  think  we  are  prone  to  forget  that  in  that  day  and  time  the 
problem  of  being  a  Christian  was  rather  a  crucial  one.  Per- 
sons who  became  Christians  were  ostracized  from  their  com- 
munities. Servants  were  discharged,  by  their  masters;  em- 
ployees were  discharged  by  their  employers.  Christianity  was 
thought  of  as  a  subversive  movement.  No  merchant  would 
think  of  trusting  his  goods  to  a  man  who  was  attached  to 
such  a  movement.  For  Christians  the  whole  pattern  of  liv- 
ing was  disrupted;  there  was  a  general  dislocation  of  their 
way  of  life,  and  they  suffered.  So  this  is  what  St.  Paul  did. 
In  every  village,  town,  and  city  that  he  visited  he  organized 
clothing  drives.  He  got  together  the  faithful  in  these  areas 
and  said,  "We  must  bear  the  infirmities  of  our  fellow  Chris- 
tians." They  gathered  money,  food,  and  clothing  for  dis- 
placed persons,  and  sent  it  back  in  order  that  their  way  might 
be  made  easier. 

We,  too,  have  participated  in  clothing  drives.  We,  too, 
feel  that  we  have  a  responsibility — to  mitigate  the  sufferings 
of  people  in  Europe  and  Asia.  I  think  America  has  meas- 
ured up  to  the  challenge.  We  have  gone  up  into  our  attics  and 
searched  out  our  woolens  that  are  moth-eaten,  and  our  dresses 
that  are  now  too  short.     I  don't  want  to  criticize;  I  don't 


mean  to  be  bitter  about  it.  St.  Paul  realized  deeply  that  the 
sending  of  food,  clothing,  and  such  material  things  was  not 
enough ;  and  that  is  why  he  said,  "Now  the  God  of  patience 
and  consolation  grant  you  to  he  likeminded  one  toward  an- 
other, according  to  Christ  Jesus,  that  ye  may  with  one  mind 
and  one  mouth  glorify  God,  even  the  Father  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ."  It  is  not  enough  for  us  to  send  just  our  excess 
clothing  to  Europe.  St.  Paul,  writing  from  Corinth,  urged 
the  Christians  in  Rome  to  live  by  the  tenets  of  the  faith,  to 
be  strong  and  diligent  in  witnessing  to  the  faith,  and  in  doing 
so  to  give  courage  to  the  downtrodden.  And  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  the  courage,  the  hope,  and  the  faith  which  they  could 
send  back  would  mean  far,  far  more  than  the  food  and  the 
clothing  and  the  money. 

I  have  here  a  letter  from  a  German  medical  student  to  an 
American  professor  who  had  been  doing  work  of  a  relief 
nature  on  the  continent  of  Europe  last  summer.  The  medical 
student  and  the  professor  had  become  friends.  I  want  to  read 
you  part  of  that  letter : 

"Our  eyes  know  that  life  is  worthy  to  be  lived.  Why? 
Because  we  hope  to  see  better  times  ?  No !  The  future  for 
all  the  boys  and  girls  belonging  to  this  new  movement  is  as 
black  as  for  the  others.  But  we  put  ourselves  upon  the  only 
ground  that  is  laid  :  Christ.  The  aims  of  this  youth  are  not 
at  all  political  ones;  our  care  is  the  revival  of  religion.  We 
begin  with  the  inner  life  that  will  of  course  then  have  its 
efficacy  upon  the  outward  situation,  for  we  are  looking  for  the 
connection  between  religion  and  life. 

"This  is  our  very  task.  Knowing  this  task,  we  are  able  to 
go  forward  in  rebuilding  our  country  and  renovating  our 
souls  and  minds.  And  what  may  you  do  for  us  in  furthering 
this  process  ?  You  may  give  us  hope.  For  that  is  the  thing 
we  cannot  give  ourselves. 

"You  see;  youth  can  suffer,  youth  can  endure,  youth  can 
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stand  all  pains,  youth  can  be  deprived  of  all  material  goods 
and  yet  be  happy,  if  youth  is  not  hopeless !  We  shan't  he 
hopeless  with  your  help." 

Isn't  that  amazing !  And  of  course,  it  raises  certain  search- 
ing questions  about  our  spiritual  economy — not  our  material 
economy,  but  our  spiritual  economy.  If  the  need  were  just 
for  machinery,  raw  materials,  coal,  and  such  things,  I  feel 
that  we  have  enough  of  them,  that  if  we  go  into  our  resources 
we  could  provide  what  is  needed  in  a  material  way.  But  the 
question  for  us  is  this :  Do  we  have  any  surplus  of  hope  and 
faith  to  spare  ?  What  are  our  spiritual  assets  ?  That  is  what 
this  German  youth  is  interested  in.  There  is  a  difference 
between  mere  survival  and  creative  living.  We  cannot  pro- 
vide for  creative  living  with  iron  and  steel.  For  creative 
living  you  must  have  spiritual  capital  which  you  can  invest 
and  then  watch  the  dividends  come  in.  I  wonder  whether 
we  have  any  spiritual  capital  to  export  to  the  areas  that  need 
it  most. 

When  I  was  a  naval  chaplain  on  an  aircraft  carrier,  it  was 
one  of  my  duties  to  give  two  broadcasts  daily  to  3,200  officers 
and  enlisted  men  on  the  ship.  We  had  facilities  for  receiving 
short-wave  broadcasts  from  the  States  of  events  that  occurred 
back  home.  They  kept  us  pretty  well  informed.  We  got 
football  scores,  news  from  Main  Street  and  from  Washington, 
and  market  reports.  We  even  had  a  chance  to  do  a  little 
betting  on  the  World  Series.  And  I  would  take  these  news 
items  and  condense  them  into  a  short  broadcast  to  relieve 
the  monotony  of  life  at  sea.  And  so  it  happened  that  one 
February  morning  in  1945  as  we  were  steaming  north  to 
Okinawa,  a  bastion  which  proved  to  be  one  of  the  final  step- 
ping stones  to  victory,  my  yeoman  brought  me  a  sheaf  of  news 
that  had  been  received  that  night  by  a  radioman  over  short 
wave;  and  the  leading  item  concerned  a  meeting  of  President 
Roosevelt,  Prime  Minister  Churchill,  and  Marshal  Stalin  in 
a  place  called  Yalta,  where  they  sat  about  a  conference  table 
to  plot  the  strategy  of  the  final  overthrow  of  the  enemy  in 
Europe  and  even  to  lay  some  foundations  for  the  peace  they 
hoped  to  achieve  at  the  end.  And  it  occurred  to  me  to  think 
of  the  irony  of  history  that  we  should  get  a  news  item  in  1945 
far  in  the  Pacific  that  the  heads  of  three  great  nations  at  war 
should  gather  on  the  Crimean  Peninsula,  where  Yalta  is 
located.  I  remembered  that  in  1S54  the  Crimean  Peninsula 
had  been  drenched  in  the  blood  of  war,  and  it  occurred  to  me 
to  wonder  why  it  is  that  in  less  than  a  hundred  years  that 


remote  outpost  of  Europe  and  Asia  should  again  make  head- 
lines in  the  news.  What  a  tragedy,  I  thought,  that  as  these 
streams  of  history  converge  in  the  Pacific,  here  is  another 
example  of  the  inability  of  man  properly  to  organize  his  life ! 
And  then  I  remembered  something  else,  that  out  of  the  filth 
and  stench  and  suffering  of  the  Crimean  War  came  an  ideal, 
a  rather  glorious  ideal.  For,  you  remember,  it  was  in  the 
Crimean  War  that  Florence  Nightingale,  born  in  Italy  of 
British  parents,  learning  much  of  hospital  administration  in 
Egypt,  took  advantage  of  the  opportunity  to  render  self- 
sacrificing  service  to  mankind ;  and  as  a  result  of  her  ideal, 
there  was  established  the  noble  profession  of  nursing,  in 
which  so  many  women  have  meant  so  much  to  the  world. 

You  and  I  have  our  opportunity  out  of  the  chaos  and  the 
confusion  that  surrounds  us  to  see  an  ideal  and  to  strive 
toward  it,  and  to  create  in  our  own  lives  that  which  St.  Paul 
urged  upon  his  fellow  Christians  in  his  day — "joy  and  peace 
in  believing."  It  won't  be  easy.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  will 
be  extremely  difficult,  because  we  have  no  great  Federal  Re- 
serve of  faith  and  hope  to  which  we  can  go  to  get  a  loan. 
There  is  no  way  that  we  can  go  and  borrow  on  credit  enough 
to  tide  us  over  these  rough  times.  No,  my  friends ;  it  must 
come  from  within  us.  We  must  be  our  own  spiritual  bankers. 
We  have  got  to  make  our  own  savings  account  of  faith  and 
hope:  We  can  do  it.  It  has  been  done  for  nineteen  centuries, 
and  it  has  been  done  in  perhaps  even  more  confusing  times 
than  ours,  but  it  takes  self-sacrifice. 

Europe  cries,  "Send  us  bread,  clothing,  machines  to  rebuild 
our  economy."  Souls  cry  out,  "Send  us  hope,  send  us  faith; 
for  without  them  we  are  hopeless,  and  we  cannot  go  on  and 
live." 

That  is  our  challenge;  that  is  our  opportunity. 

I  am  not  pessimistic.  I  believe  that  we  have  enough  people 
who  are  wise  enough  to  realize  that  if  we  are  ever  going  to 
have  peace  and  happiness,  they  must  result  from  action  of 
spiritual  values.  If  we  place  our  hope  in  scientific  knowl- 
edge, material  abundance,  and  technical  skill,  then  we  are 
doomed  already.  But  if  we  place  our  hope  and  our  faith  in 
spiritual  values — justice  and  truth  and  honesty  and  courage, 
then  we  are  not  doomed ;  then  we  have  the  opportunity  of 
emerging  victorious  and  making  our  ideals  come  to  pass.  And 
when  that  happens — then  will  the  God  of  Hope  fill  us  with  all 
joy  and  peace  in  believing,  that  Ave  may  abound  in  hope, 
through  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 


SENIOR  CLASS  PRAYER 
By  Cynthia  McCaw,  '47 

Dear  Lord,  we  beseech  Thee  to  grant  us  Thy  help  and 
guidance  now  as  we  leave  our  school.  Take  us  in  the  vigor  of 
our  youth  and  lead  us  into  the  ways  of  service.  Make  us 
thankful  for  Thy  blessings  of  knowledge  and  comradeship, 
and  bless  us  with  purity,  strength,  and  health  so  that  we  may 
serve  Thee  better  in  our  future  lives.  Keep  within  us  that 
abundance  of  Thy  love  which  we  have  learned  to  cherish 
here,  and  let  us  continually  glorify  Thee  in  our  works  and 
in  our  lives.  Grant  us  Thy  grace,  dear  God,  that  we  may  be 
worthy  contributors  to  a  better  world,  and  above  all,  make  us 
worthy  to  bear  Thy  name  and  the  name  of  Saint  Mary's,  our 
Alma  Mater. 

May  the  manifold  blessings  of  the  Holy  Trinity  be  upon 
us  and  our  beloved  school  this  day  and  always. 


SENIOR  CLASS  POEM 
As  We  Leave 
By  Gene  Rose,  '47 
That  which  gives  of  the  things  of  the  spirit 
Receives  back  its  gift  in  double  portion. 
Thus,  the  old  oaks  and  gnarled  wisteria, 
The   weather-mellowed  bricks,  tradition  proud 
That  each  successive  June  look  down 
While  tassel-capped  and  gray-gowned  youth 
File  past,  high  hopeful,  sure  of  conquest, 
Partake  of  their  jubilant  spirit  of  triumph. 
Thus  ever  queenly,  young  and  gracious, 
Saint  Mary's  wears  her  century  lightly. 
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The  Key  To  The  Abundant  Life 

The  farewell   of   the    Rt.   Bee.   Edwin,  A.   Penick,   D.D., 
President  of  the  Board  of  Trustees,  to  the  Class  of  191fl. 


As  it  becomes  my  privilege  year  after  year  to  present  these 
well-earned  diplomas  to  the  members  of  the  graduating  class 
and  to  congratulate  them  upon  their  attainment  and  to  wish 
them  success  in  new  fields  of  endeavor,  I  find  myself  wonder- 
ing all  over  again  what  it  is  that  we  want  the  daughters  of 
Saint  Mary's  to  possess  above  everything  else  in  the  world. 
If  I  should  address  that  question  to  the  assemblage  here,  to 
parents  and  patrons,  I  suspect  that  I  should  receive  a  be- 
wildering variety  of  answers ;  and  I  think  it  might  save  time 
and  confusion  if  I  address  the  question  to  myself.  What  is 
our  ambition  for  the  daughters  of  Saint  Mary's  ?  It  is  quite 
simply  that  you  utilize  the  knowledge  that  you  have  acquired. 

Knowledge  is  said  to  be  power,  but  that  is  not  true.  Knowl- 
edge is  not  power  until  it  is  used.  I  think  of  an  analogy  from 
Bunyan's  classical  story.  It  seems  that  Pilgrim  once  found 
himself  a  prisoner  in  a  deep  dungeon  in  a  dark  castle.  From 
time  to  time  he  was  beaten  by  the  Giant  Despair.  His  prob- 
lem was  how  to  escape.     And  all  the  time  he  was  wondering 


how  he  might  be  free,  he  had  the  key  to  the  castle  in  his  own 
pocket.  Now  I  hope  none  of  you  will  draw  the  wrong  impres- 
sion from  this  little  analogy,  because  Saint  Mary's  is  not  a 
deep  dungeon,  and  it  is  not  a  dark  castle.  So  far  as  I  know, 
the  place  is  not  infested  with  giants.  No,  it  is  the  key  we 
are  thinking  about. 

A  key  opens  things.  It  is  a  liberalizing  influence.  It  is  a 
liberating  thing.  Most  unhappy  people  are  shut-ins,  mental 
shut-ins,  and  their  captivity  is  self-imposed.  The  fault  is  not 
in  our  stars,  but  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  captives. 

And  so,  beloved  members  of  the  class  of  1947,  this  is  our 
ambition  for  you ;  this  is,  and  will  continue  to  be,  our  affec- 
tionate prayer  for  you :  that  you  simply  take  all  the  things 
that  you  have  learned  here  at  Saint  Mary's — wonderfully 
summarized  for  you  this  morning  as  knowledge,  wisdom, 
faith — and  that  you  use  these  things  as  a  key  to  open  new 
and  ever-widening  doors  that  lead  to  a  new  and  happy  and 
successful  and  ever-abundant  life. 


Candidates  For  Graduation 


The  Class  of  1947 

College  Department 

Elizabeth  Frances  Adkerson Lynchburg,  Va. 

Serena  Ashburn Norfolk,  Va. 

Frances  Yarborough  Bickett Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Katherine  Shannon  Blake Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Ann  Blundon Charleston,  W.  Va. 

Virginia  Hamilton  Bonnet Swarthmore,  Pa. 

Helen  Wuliger  Boyle Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Lysander  Childs Columbia,  S.  C. 

Katherine  Saunders  Clark Lynchburg,  Va. 

Martha  Leah  Conger Edenton,  N.  C. 

Ida  Katherine  Constable Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Ann  Cooper Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Sarah  Elizabeth  Covington Bennettsville,  S.  C. 

Margaret  Elizabeth  Cummings Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Bissette  Dempsey "Wilson,  N.  C. 

Jane  Miller  Dickey Oxford,  Pa. 

Mary  Anna  Dunbar Laurinburg,  N.  C. 

Nancy  Baseom  Ford Washington,  N.  C. 

Jean  Miller  Gatlin Bayboro,  N.  C. 

Sylvia   Elizabeth  Green Williamston,  N.  C. 

Joan  Diehm  Hassler Thomasville,  N.  0. 

.Alice  Neyle  Henderson Walterboro,  S.  C. 

Martha  Sarah  Hinkle Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Fannie  Mae  Hudson Shelby,  N.  C. 

Mary  Craig  Hunter Vienna,  Va. 

Anne  Alves  Huske Fayetteville,  N.  C. 

Ann  McKay  Jennings Americus,  Ga. 

Ann  Fripp  Jones Summerville,  S.  C. 

Laura  Elizabeth  Kiser Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Ann  Fulton  Lanier Danville  Va. 

Violet  Virginia  LaRue Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Betsy  Tom  Lawrence Raleigh,  N.  C. 


Dorothy  Katharine  Leak Wadesboro,  N.  C. 

Caroline  Jane  Lewis Charleston,  S.  C. 

Lillian  Virginia  Lumpkin Americus,  Ga. 

Mary  Jane  Mason Freehold,  N.  J. 

Elizabeth  Travis  Myatt Goldsboro,  N.  C. 

Cynthia  McCaw Bristol,  R.  I. 

Janie  Frances  Nance Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Margaret  Gary  Norfleet Jackson,  N.  C. 

Margaret  Lee  Payne Hampton,  Va. 

Elizabeth  Holt  Peirson Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Nancy  Ross  Pendleton Elizabeth  City,  N.  C. 

Ida  Paulett  Pifer Winchester,  Va. 

Peggy  Ann  Powell Clinton,  N.  C. 

Willie  Marjorie  Riddick Scotland  Neck,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  French  Roberts Culpepei',  Va. 

Jean  Robinson  Roberts Durham,  N.  C. 

Eugenia  Perry  Rose Henderson,  N.  C. 

Betty  Lou  Rowland Willow  Springs,  N.  C. 

Alice  Elizabeth  Siler Waynesville,  N.  0. 

Elizabeth  Sprague  Silver : Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Sara  Mell  Smith Birmingham,  Ala. 

Mary  Nelson   Smithwick '..Louisburg,  N.  C. 

Jean  Strickland  Wilson,  N.  O. 

Margaret  Mann  Swindell Washington,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Ellen  Taylor Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Sarah  Jouett  Taylor Eustis,  Fla. 

Jane  Dickerson  Thomas Lynchburg,  Va. 

Mary  Leah  Thome Farmville,  N.  C. 

Henrietta  Williams  Thorp Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. 

Rose  Ellen  Wallace Chase  City,  Va. 

Marguerite  Way  Waynesville,  N.  C. 

Myra  Gladys  Welsh Kannapolis,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Mildred  Wetterau Birmingham,  Ala. 

Virginia  Swain  Woodley Creswell,  N.  0. 

Martha  Best  Yorke Concord,  N.  C. 


Saint  Maky's  School    j 


CANDIDATES  FOR  HIGH  SCHOOL  DIPLOMA 

Session  1946-47 

Edith  Fawcett  Allison Statesville,  N.  C. 

Myrtle  White  Alston Henderson,  N.  C. 

Patricia  Ashley  Ambrose Hickory,  N.  C. 

Margaret   Elizabeth  Anderson Cheraw,  S.  C. 

Betsy  Anne  Barbour Fuquay  Springs,  N.  C. 

Betty  Page  Beal Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth   Carter   Pinehurst,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Howard  Clarke Manning,  S.  C. 

Ann   Mitchell  Coley Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Frances  Eountree  Collett Morganton,  N.  C. 

Nancy  Bururn  Cumming Augusta,  Ga. 

Josephine  Rymer  Cusick Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Betty  Glass  Debnam Raleigh,  1ST.  C. 

Emily  Aline  deLoach Lancaster,  S.  C. 

Etta  Craig  Dick Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Jean  Dickerson  Lakeland,  Fla. 

Frances  Wood  Drane Monroe,  1ST.  C. 

Nancy  Lee  Duckett Raleigh,  N  C. 

Martina  Carr  Fillmore Tarboro,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Martin  Foreman Elizabeth  City,  N.  C. 

Noel  Lillian  Gibbs Engelhard,  N.  C. 

Glenn  Abbott  Harden Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Anne  Dewey  Heartt Raleigh,  N.  0. 

Myra  Edna  Jarosz Graham,  N.  C. 

Susan  Elizabeth  Jenkins Goldsboro,  N.  C. 

Clara  Justice  Marion,  N.  C. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Kittrell Pinetops,  N.  C. 

Rosa  Parsons  Little Wadesboro,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Miller  Mardre Windsor,  1ST.  C. 

Cordelia  Ruffin  Michie Norfolk,  Va. 

Katharine  Templeton  Moseley Kinston,  N.  C. 

Iris  Holt  McEwen Burlington,  N.  C. 

Barbara  Ellen  McLaughlin Orlando,  Fla. 

Anne  Skinner  McMullan Edenton,  N.  C. 

Frances  Ann  Nowell Ahoskie,  N.  C. 

Laura  McNeill  Page  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Martha  Barbara  Pope Dunn,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Coke  Shepard Edenton,  N.  C. 

Caroline  Blair  Snyder Ft.  Myers,  Fla. 

Susan  Evans  Taylor Morganton,  N.  C. 

Anne  Langdon  Townsend Marshall,  Va. 

Eleanor  Blackwell  Tucker Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Emily   Harrison  Weathers Orlando,  Fla. 

Ann  Pender  Wicker        Tarboro,  N.  C. 

Katherine  Tudor  Willcox       Norfolk,  Va. 

Martha  Stuart  Wilson   Cambridge,  Mass. 

Frances  Benbury  Wood   Edenton,  N.  C. 

Sally  Ann  Zeiger  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Members  of  the  Junior  Class  who  have  completed  entrance 
requirements  and  received  High  School  Diplomas: 

Anita  Nease  Buck Jacksonville  Beach,  Fla. 

Barbara  Iris  Corpening  Granite  Falls,  N.  C. 

Betsy  Ann  Evans  Enfield,  N.  C. 

Luck   Coleman   Flanders Swainsboro,  Ga. 

Priscilla  Alden  Ford  Washington,  N.  C. 

Nancy  Lee  Hannah  Greenville,  N.  C. 

Margaret  Hughes  Powers Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Jerry  Ann  Quinn    Burlington,  N.  C. 

Emily   Sue   Stowers  Bluefield,  W.  Va. 


Peggy  Jane  Swinson Wilson,  N.  C. 

Sarah  Frances  Waddell South  Boston,  Va. 

Ruby  Leigh  Williams Roanoke  Rapids,  N.  C. 


CANDIDATES  FOR  CERTIFICATE  AWARDS 

Session  1946-47 

The  Art  Department 

Certificate  in  Commercial  Art 

Alice  Neyle  Henderson Walterboro,  S.  0. 

Mary  Craig  Hunter , Vienna,  Va. 

Ann   Fripp   Jones Summerville,  S.  C. 

Mary  Newsom"  Pierce Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Elizabeth  Ellen  Taylor Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Molly  Ann  Williams Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. 

Virginia   Swain  Woodley ' Creswell,  N.  C. 

Certificate  in  Fine  Arts 

Ann  Fulton  Lanier Danville,  Va. 

Ann  Purcell  Lucas New  York,  N.  Y. 

Cynthia  McCaw  Bristol,  R.  I. 

Eugenia   Perry  Rose Henderson,  N.  C. 

Peggy  Jane  Swinson Wilson,  N.  C. 

Logan  Collier  Vaught Winston-Salem,  N.  0. 

The  Commercial  Department 

Certificate  in  Commercial  Course 

Elizabeth  Louise  Byrd Raleigh,  N.  0. 

Mildred  Briggs   Chamberlain Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Margaret  Thomas  Troutman Aberdeen,  N.  C. 

Nancy  Banks  Young Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Certificate  in  Stenography 

Margaret  Stuart  Caldwell Concord,  N.  C. 

Doris  Poole  Green Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Hobby Concord,  N.  C. 

Jane  Lowe  Concord,  N.  C. 

Lona  Jones  Reames Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Georgia  James  Stathacos Raleigh,  N.  C. 

The  Expression  Department 

Certificate  in  Speech,  Theatre  Arts  and  Literary 
Interpretation 

Violet  Virginia  LaRue Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Certificate  in  Speech  and  Theatre  Arts 

Fannie  Mae  Hudson Shelby,  N.  C. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Kittrell Pinetops,  N.  C. 

Betty  Lou  Rowland Willow  Springs,  N.  C. 

Ann  Pender  Wicker Tarboro,  N.  C. 

The  Music  Department 

Certificate  in  Organ 

Margaret  Lee  Payne Hampton,  Va. 

Jean  Strickland  Wilson,  N.  C. 

Marilyn  Whetstone Upper  Nyack,  N.  Y. 

Certificate  in  Piano 

Mary  Nelson  Smithwick Louisburg,  N.  C. 
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Student  Officers  for  the  School  Year  1947-1948 


PAGE  PARRISH  of  Richmond,  Va.,  was  elected  to  succeed 
Peggy  Swindell  of  Washington,  N.  C,  as  president  of  the 
Student  Government  Association  for  1947-1948.  Page  gradu- 
ated last  year  from  Saint  Catherine's  School  in  Richmond, 
where  she  was  president  of  the  senior  class.  During  her  first 
year  at  Saint  Mary's  she  has  been  secretary  of  her  class,  a 
member  of  the  Circle,  and  a  member  of  the  Woman's  Aux- 
iliary. 

JUNE  FLEENOR  of  Charlotte  will  succeed  Margaret 
Norfleet  of  Jackson  as  Chairman  of  the  Hall  Council.  June 
is  a  member  of  the  Choir. 

LUCK  FLANDERS  of  Swainsboro,  Ga.,  was  elected  to 
succeed  Elizabeth  Myatt  of  Goldsboro  as  vice-president  of  the 
Student  Government  Association.  Luck  graduated  from  the 
high  school  department  of  Saint  Mary's  last  year  and  has 
taken  an  active  part  in  student  life  this  year  as  president  of 
the  junior  class,  student  chairman  of  the  Legislative  Body, 
and  member  of  the  Circle  and  the  Y.  W.  C.  A. 

HELEN  EPPES  of  Henderson  succeeds  Gene  Rose  of 
Henderson  as  editor  of  the  Stage  Coach.  Helen  was  gradu- 
ated from  the  high  school  department  here  last  year  and  has 
been  outstanding  this  year  as  treasurer  of  the  junior  class, 
vice-president  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary,  member  of  the 
Circle  and  of  the  Publications  Staff. 

JANE  GOWER  of  Greenville,  S.  G,  will  be  editor  of  the 
Belles,  succeeding  Ann  Fripp  Jones  of  Summerville,  S.  C. 
This  year  Jane  has  been  a  hall  representative,  a  member  of 
the  Publications  Staff  and  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary. 

ANN  LUCAS  of  New  York,  N.  Y.,  succeeds  Martha  Con- 
ger of  Edenton  as  editor  of  the  Bulletin.  Ann  was  graduated 
from  the  high  school  department  here  last  year.  Taking  an 
active  part  in  school  activities,  this  year  she  has  been  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Glee  Club,  the  Choir,  the  Woman's  Auxiliary,  the 
Altar  Guild,  and  the  Bulletin  Staff. 

SARAH  BARBEE  of  Raleigh  has  been  elected  secretary 
of  the  Hall  Council  to  succeed  .  Helen  Boyle  of  Charlotte. 
Sarah  was  graduated  from  the  high  school  department  here 
last  year.  She  is  a  member  of  the  Granddaughters'  Club  and 
was  on  the  first  string  of  the  volleyball  team  this  year. 

SARAH  WALSTON  of  Wilson  will  succeed  Jean  Roberts 
of  Durham  as  president  of  the  senior  class  for  1947-1948. 
This  year  Sarah  has  been  junior  Honor  Council  representa- 
tive. 

ELIZABETH  BURNS  of  Fayetteville  and  ANN  WILL- 
INGHAM  of  Marietta,  Ga.,  have  been  elected  senior  members 
of  the  Honor  Council  for  1947-1948.  They  succeed  Elizabeth 
Roberts  of  Culpeper,  Va.,  and  Betsy  Blundon  of  Charleston, 
W.  Va,  This  year  Elizabeth  has  been  a  hall  representative, 
a  member  of  the  Glee  Club,  the  Political  Science  Club,  and 
the  Granddaughters'  Club.  Ann  has  been  a  member  of  the 
Woman's  Auxiliary,  a  Mu  cheer  leader,  and  a  member  of  the 
Circle. 

BETSY  ANN  EVANS  of  Enfield  will  succeed  Jean 
Strickland  of  Wilson  as  chief  marshal  for  1947-1948.  Betsy 
Ann  was  graduated  from  the  high  school  department  here, 
and  this  year  has  been  a  member  of  the  business  taff  of  the 
Stage  Coach,  the  Glee  Club,  the  Y  .W.  C.  A.,  the  Dramatic 
Club,  and  the  May  Court.  She  was  recently  elected  Posture 
Queen.     ANN  AMONETTE  of  Lynchburg,  Va. ;  NANCY 


HANNAH  of  Greenville;  PEGGY  MISENHEIMER  of 
Concord  ;  NANCY  HOLLAND  of  Franklin,  Va. ;  and  LILA 
SPILMAN  of  Statesville  have  been  elected  as  the  other  five 
marshals. 

GENE  HINES  of  Greenwood,  S.  C,  is  chief  dance  mar- 
shal for  next  year.  She  has  been  a  dance  marshal  for  the 
last  two  years,  and  this  year  has  been  a  member  of  the 
Granddaughters'  Club,  the  Swimming  Club,  and  the  Letter 
Club  as  Manager  of  the  basketball  team.  Gene  succeeds  Betsy 
Dempsey  of  Wilson.  The  other  senior  dance  marshals  for  next 
year  are  NELLIE  TRUSLOW  of  Chestertown,  Md., 
CONVERE  JONES  of  Charlotte;  and  CORNEILLE  RY- 
LANDER  of  Americus,  Ga. 

ROSE  POTTER  of  Winston-Salem  will  succeed  Joan 
Hassler  of  Thomasville  as  chairman  of  Assembly  Programs. 
Rose,  a  Mu,  received  a  star  in  Softball  and  was  on  the  basket- 
ball team. 

LENOIR  WILLIAMS  of  Faison  was  elected  president  of 
the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  Lenoir,  who  succeeds  Sara  Mell  Smith 
of  Birmingham,  Ala.,  has  been  active  as  business  manager 
of  the  Dramatic  Club,  member  of  the  Granddaughters'  Club 
and  Publications  Staff,  and  as  secretary-treasurer  of  the 
Saint.  Mary's  chapter  of  the  Sigma  Pi  Alpha  language  fra- 
ternity. Other  officers  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  are  Helen  Brun- 
dage  of  Tryon,  vice-president,  and  Barbara  Pope  of  Dunn, 
secretary-treasurer. 

HELEN  EPPES  of  Henderson  is  president  of  the  Wom- 
an's Auxiliary  for  next  year.  Other  officers  are  Betsy  Shep- 
ard  of  Edenton,  secretary,  and  Anne  Townsend  of  Marshall, 
Va.,  treasurer. 

MUSETTE  BROWN  of  Scotland  Neck,  a  Sigma,  and 
MARY  LOU  PRATT  of  Sumter,  S.  G,  a  Mu,  were  elected 
presidents  of  their  respective  athletic  societies.  This  year, 
Musette  has  been  a  member  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  the  Grand- 
daughters' Club,  and  the  Letter  Club  for  softball  and  basket- 
ball. Mary  Lou  has  been  a  dance  marshal,  member  of  the 
swimming  club,  member  of  the  Athletic  Council,  and  presi- 
dent of  the  Letter  Club.  They  succeed  Betty  Ann  Cooper  of 
Greensboro,  Sigma,  and  Sylvia  Green  of  Williamston,  Mu. 

LUCK  FLANDERS  of  Swainsboro,  Ga.,  and  LENOIR 
WILLIAMS  of  Faison  are  the  crucifers  for  next  year.  They 
succeed  Martha  Hinkle  of  Winston-Salem  and  Elizabeth 
Myatt  of  Goldsboro.  The  acolytes  are  Mary  Elizabeth  Peir- 
son  of  Enfield,  Mary  Pierce  of  Greensboro,  Preston  Wescoat 
of  Moorestown,  N.  J.,  and  Helen  Eppes  of  Henderson. 

ARMECIA  EURE  of  Raleigh  will  succeed  Adelaide  Line- 
ban  of  Raleigh  as  business  manager  of  the  Stage  Coach. 

ANNE  WILLINGHAM  of  Marietta,  Ga.,  will  succeed 
Martha  Conger  of  Edenton  as  president  of  the  Circle.  Mar- 
tha handed  the  torch  to  Anne  in  the  traditional  ceremony  on 
the  back  campus  on  Saturday,  May  31.  HELEN  EPPES 
of  Henderson  will  succeed  Elizabeth  Myatt  of  Goldsboro  as 
secretary  of  the  Circle. 

VIRGINIA  SMITH  of  Ridley  Park,  Pa.,  succeeds  Mary 
Lou  Pratt  of  Sumter,  S.  G,  as  president  of  the  Letter  Club. 
Virginia  is  a  member  of  the  French  Club,  the  Honor  Council, 
and  the  Publications  Staff.  She  was  president  of  the  Letter 
Club  in  1944-1945. 

(Continued  on  P.  10,  Col.  2) 


Saint  Maky's  School 


Senior  Class  History 

By  Elizabeth  Myatt  arid  Ann  Eripp  Jones,  '47 


Graduating  ?  Why  we  just  got  here !  Surely  it  hasn't  been 
two  years  already !  We  all  remember  the  old  girl-new  girl 
party  as  if  it  were  last  night ;  that  was  when  we  first  discov- 
ered Joan  Hassler  and  her  imitations.  It  was  the  Sigma-Mu 
party  a  little  later  that  introduced  us  to  "Midnight  and 
Eclipse" — minus  black-face,  Jean  Strickland  and  "Liddy  Bet" 
Myatt. 

There  were  120  of  us  last  year,  a  large  junior  class.  Early 
in  the  fall  we  picked  our  officers:  Martha  Conger,  president; 
Jean  Strickland,  vice-president;  Margaret  Norfleet,  secretary; 
"Liddy  Bet"  Myatt,  treasurer. 

Soon  after  the  Raleigh  merchants'  welcoming  party,  a  gala 
circus,  we  achieved  our  first  notable  success  as  a  group.  Com- 
plete from  apple-bobbing  to  a  terrifying  Horror  House,  our 
Halloween  party  typified  the  traditional  Halloween  spirit. 

A  memorable  event  of  the  year,  though  far  from  a  happy 
one,  was  the  announcement  of  Mrs.  Cruikshank's  resignation. 
Exams  followed ;  and  the  survivors  rejoiced  at  having  sur- 
vived, for  The  Imaginary  Invalid,  that  riotous  comedy,  was 
shortly  afterwards  presented  by  Miss  Davis  and  the  Dramatic 
Club. 

Then  with  elections  in  March,  we  saw  our  class  leaders  rise 
to  become  student  body  leaders.  We  were  proud  of  Peggy, 
"Liddy  Bet,"  and  Margaret — and  of  Jean  Roberts,  whom  we 
picked  to  lead  us  through  our  senior  year. 

After  the  selection  of  hall  presidents  to  continue  the  still 
new  system  of  having  seniors  in  charge  of  each  hall,  we  got 
down  to  hard  work  on  our  big  project  of  the  year — the 
Junior-Senior  dance.  "A  Sinner  Kissed  an  Angel"  was  our 
theme,  and  angels  and  devils  galore  capered  about  the  gym. 
Working  on  decorations  was  half  the  satisfaction,  though  we 
modestly  admit  the  dance  itself  was  quite  successful. 

Several  intervening  weeks  melted  away,  during  which  the 
Mu  Association  was  awarded  the  Athletic  Plaque,  and  then 
it  was  exam  week!  About  this  time  we  got  the  word  on  our 
new  president,  and  soon  Dr.  Stone  was  here  for  graduation. 
Watching  the  seniors  as  they  got  their  diplomas,  we  felt  that 
our  day  would  never  come,  the  year  would  never  pass,  it 
would  never  be  our  turn  to  graduate! 

Was  it  possible  that  three  months  could  pass  so  quickly? 
Hardly  had  we  settled  at  home  for  the  summer  before  the  old 
trunk  had  to  be  pulled  out  again. 

On  September  13  the  hall  presidents  for  '46-'47,  loaded 
down  with  suitcases,  hat  boxes,  lamps,  and  stuffed  animals, 
straggled  into  Sniedes  Hall  a  day  before  the  official  opening 
of  school  in  order  to  make  plans  for  orientation.  Peggy, 
"Beau,"  "Liddy  Bet,"  and  Margaret,  who  had  returned  even 
a  day  earlier,  were  on  hand  to  greet  the  other  girls.  On 
September  17  amidst  talk  of  sunburns,  summer  houseparties, 
and  the  remodeled  campus,  the  class  of  '47  were  reunited  for 
their  last  year  at  Saint  Mary's,  a  year  filled  with  many 
activities. 

The  efficiency  of  our  president,  Jean  Roberts,  was  imme- 
diately evident  at  the  old  giid-new  girl  party  on  the  first 
Saturday  night  after  the  opening  of  school.  With  Jean 
heading  the  receiving  line,  everything  went  smoothly.  After 
the   party  we   were  still   talking  about  Marty,   Tumpie,  and 


Ann  Jennings'  dance.  The  first  few  weeks  of  school  went 
fast  and  furiously  with  class  elections,  committee  meetings, 
and  big  plans  for  the  year  ahead.  We  elected  Nancy  O'Keeffe 
as  vice-president,  Rose  Wallace,  secretary,  and  Virginia 
Woodley,  treasurer. 

Beowulf  and  Chaucer  occupied  most  of  our  time  until 
Christmas  and  the  Senior  Prom  rolled  around.  "  'Twas  the 
Night  Before  Christmas"  was  the  theme  of  the  dance,  and 
under  the  artistic  hand  of  Gene  Rose,  the  gym  was  soon  filled 
with  reindeer,  Santa  Clauses,  and  Christinas  stockings.  All 
traces  of  red  paint,  aching  limbs,  and  mashed  thumbs  miracu- 
lously disappeared  in  the  gaiety  of  a  successful  dance.  But 
senior  Christmas  activities  were  not  over.  The  Sunday  before 
Christmas  vacation,  we  presented  the  annual  Christmas 
pageant  under  the  helpful  direction  of  Miss  Davis.  None  of 
us  will  forget  Cynthia  as  the  Virgin  Mary,  and  "Weddy's" 
inspired  portrayal  of  Gabriel.  The  day  on  which  Christmas 
vacation  began,  the  seniors,  complete  with  earmuffs  and 
candles,  were  up  at  six  o'clock  to  heighten  the  holiday  spirit 
with  Christmas  carols. 

After  Christmas,  time  passed  quickly.  We  operated  the 
Little  Store  during  recess  periods,  and  also  sold  doughnuts  on 
Sunday  nights.  Through  research  papers  and  Shakespeare, 
class  projects  went  on. 

By  the  time  spring  vacation  had  come  and  gone,  we  were 
talking  about  cotton  dresses,  the  sunporch,  and  the  strange 
feeling  that  we  would  soon  be  leaving  Saint  Mary's.  In  April 
every  day  was  filled  with  activity.  Bishop  and  Mrs.  Penick 
entertained  us  at  a  delightful  buffet  supper.  May  Day  prac- 
tices began,  and  when  the  cast  was  selected,  the  senior  class 
was  well  represented.  We  were  all  proud  of  Sande  as  our 
Queen  of  the  May.  We  had  a  wonderful  time  at  the  senior 
picnic  given  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hughes  out  at  Pullen  Park. 
Blue  jeans,  hot  dogs,  and  "cokes"  were  the  order  of  the  day. 

With  the  excitement  of  our  last  Junior-Senior  dance  at 
Saint  Mary's,  our  senior  year  drew  to  a  close.  The  theme 
of  the  dance,  "Life  in  the  Old  South,"  was  beautifully  car- 
ried out.  Juniors  and  seniors  frolicked  among  magnolia  trees 
in  the  atmosphere  of  a  southern  plantation. 

Exams  were  then  upon  us  once  more.  There  was  the  flurry 
of  practicing  for  Commencement,  writing  farewell  songs,  and 
making  plans  for  summer  reunions. 

The  class  of  '47  now  says,  "Good-by  and  thank  you,  Saint 
Mary's."    It  has  been  a  memorable  two  years. 


STUDENT  OFFICERS  FOR  THE  SCHOOL  YEAR  1!)47-1!)48 

(Continued  from  P.  9,  Col.  2) 

JEAN  CRAFT  JENKINS  of  Hartwell,  Ga.,  is  next  year's 
president  of  the  Doctors'  Daughters  Club.  Succeeding  Mar- 
garet Lee  Payne  of  Newport  News,  Va.,  Jean  is  a  member 
of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  PEGGY  MISENHEIMER  of  Concord 
and  LUCTNDA  EDWARDS  of  Washington,  N.  G,  are  vice- 
president  and  treasurer,  respectively. 

NANCY  CUMMING  of  Augusta,  Ga.,  has  been  elected 
president  of  Orchesis.  This  year  she  has  been  a  dance  mar- 
shal, a  member  of  the  Dramatic  Club,  and  a  circle  leader  in 
the  Woman's  Auxiliary. 
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The  Last  Will  and  Testament  of  the  Senior  Class  of  1  947 


On  this  the  last  day  of  May,  1947,  we,  the  Senior  Class  of 
Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College,  being  of  sound  body 
and  mind,  do  solemnly  bequeath  the  following  articles,  which 
we  leave  behind  us  with  mingled  emotions. 

AETICLE  I 

Item  I.  The  students  of  English  32  bequeath  to  Miss 
Jones  everything  that  has  been  written  in  the  English  lan- 
guage since  Beowulf. 

Item  II.  To  the  rising  senior  class  we  leave  the  privi- 
leges, the  good  times,  and  the  wonderful  friendships  we  have 
known,  together  with  a  grain  of  salt,  which,  we  hope,  will 
make  those  lengthy  assignments  "easier  to  take." 

Item  III.  To  Allie  Bell,  our  class  adviser,  we  leave  our 
gratitude  for  her  advice  and  help,  which  have  added  so  much 
to  our  senior  year. 

ARTICLE  II 

Betty  Adkerson  leaves  her  cute  looks  and  matching  person- 
ality to  be  divided  among  next  year's  class. 

"Beau"  Welsh  and  Peggy  Swindell  leave  the  bathroom  on 
West  Wing  to  Miss  Harmon  in  the  hope  that  next  year  the 
girls  on  her  hall  will  wash  out  the  bath  tub. 

"Jackie"  White  leaves  all  the  glasses  in  the  doors  of  Holt. 

"Woolie"  Boyle  leaves  her  obedience  to  "Bones"  Jones  in 
the  hope  that  she  will  be  able  to  use  it  next  year. 

Lillian  Lumpkin  leaves  her  knowledge  of  the  ways  of  the 
world  to  "Ebo"  Nelson. 

Betsy  Blundon  leaves  her  Honor  Council  notes  to  next 
year's  sensation  seekers. 

Anne  Huske  leaves  Saint  Mary's,  tripping  on  her  high 
heels. 

Betsy  Dcmpsey  leaves  her  starvation  diets  to  Betty  Bowles. 

"Ginger"  Corpening  leaves  the  peroxide  bottle  to  Sara 
Waddell  and  Jean  Dickerson. 

Rose  Wallace  leaves  Mr.  Morgan  to  the  Atomic  Age. 

Jane  Dickey  leaves  her  Yankee  accent  to  "Sadie"  Walston. 

Jean  Roberts  leaves  her  conscientiousness  to  "Lizzie"  Han- 
cock. 

Ida'  Constable  leaves  her  rapid  chatter  to  anyone  who  can 
keep  up  with  it  without  having  a  nervous  breakdown. 

Marty  Hinkle  leaves  the  phone  booth  in  Holt  for  the  first 
time  since  September  15,  1946. 

Jane  Thomas  leaves  her  vitamin  pills  to  "Stump." 

Ann  Jennings  leaves  her  KA  pin  to  Luck  Flanders. 

Jeanette  Boaz  and  Betty  Beasley  leave  their  unique  inter- 
pretation of  school  rules  to  Marilyn  Whetstone. 

"Maggie"  Hudson  leaves  Ervin  to  Mrs.  McLeod. 

"Tumpie"  Hudson  leaves  her  dancing  ability  for  future 
May  Day  dances. 

Mary  Nelson  Smithwick  and  Barbara  Pope  leave  the  tennis 
courts  to  "Anagram." 


Betsy  Wetterau  leaves  her  big  eyes  to  Adelaide  Linehan. 

Nancy  Pendleton  leaves  the  horses  at  Meredith  to  Buddy 
Pierce. 

Alice  Henderson  leaves  her  artistic  ability  to  Salvador  Dali. 

Betty  Ann  Cooper  leaves  her  "sophisticated"  good  looks  to 
next  year's  "sophisticated"  lady. 

Mary  Leah  Thorne  leaves  her  "juke-talk"  to  Myrtle  Alston. 

Nancy  Ford  leaves  all  the  answers  to  "Prissy." 

Jane  Lowe  leaves  her  continually  worried  state  of  mind  to 
Corneille  Rylander. 

Martha  Best  Yorke  leaves  Saint  Mary's  for  the  first  time 
since  January  15,  1947. 

"Liddy  Bet"  leaves  her  record  of  never  having  smoked  a 
cigarette  to  Mr.  Broughton. 

Mell  Smith  leaves  her  curly  hair  to  Cordelia  Miehie. 

Henrietta  Thorp  leaves  all  the  men  for  miles  around  to 
Ann  McCallum. 

Ginny  Woodley  leaves  for  the  altar. 

Martha  Conger  leaves  her  seat  on  the  Chapel  Hill  bus  to 
Betsy  Evans. 

"Midgie"  Riddick  leaves  her  thimble  to  Aurelia  Fulton. 

"Chubby"  Covington  leaves  her  South  Carolina  jitterbug- 
ging  to  Frances  Ishell. 

Sylvia  Green  leaves  her  vivacity  to  Sally  Ann  Zeiger. 

Betsy  Siler  leaves  her  baby  talk  to  Mary  Jo  Whisnant. 

Joan  Hassler  leaves  her  imitations  of  the  faculty  to  Nancy 
Riddleberger. 

Gene  Rose  leaves  her  ability  to  get  out  of  tight  spots  to 
Ann  Wicker. 

Ann  Lanier  leaves  her  curiosity  to  Lib  Burns. 

Betsy  Tom  Lawrence  leaves  Miss  Morrison's  classes  to 
Nancy  Holland. 

Sande  Childs  leaves  her  beauty  to  next  year's  May  Queen. 

Margaret  Lee  Payne  leaves  her  pictures  of  Nelson  to  be 
expressed  to  her  in  a  steamer  trunk. 

Fripp  Jones  leaves  her  Charleston  accent  to  Virginia 
Smith. 

Libba  Roberts  leaves  her  dignity  to  "Skeelie"  Wilkins. 

Cynthia  McCaw  leaves  her  school  spirit  to  Nellie  Truslow. 

"Sis"  Silver  leaves  her  little  girl  look  of  wide-eyed  inno- 
cence to  Caroline  Camp. 

"Crow"  Clark  leaves  her  debutante  slouch  to  "Butch" 
Pratt. 

Harriott  Barnwell  leaves  for  the  Sigma  Nu  house  as  usual. 

"Birdie"  Caldwell  leaves  her  ability  to  sum  up  situations 
and  confuse  everybody  in  general  to  Rose  Potter. 

In  testimony  whereof  we  have  hereunto  set  our  hands  and 
seal  on  this  thirty-first  day  of  May  in  the  year  one  thousand 
nine  hundred  and  forty-seven. 

Signed 

"Beau"  Welsh 
Martha  Best  Yorke 
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Senior  Class  Prophecy 

54-40  or  Fight--or  67-Graduated,  We  Fought! 

By  Joan  Hassler  and  Betsy  Dempsey,  '47 


Saint  Maky's  School 


This  is  it — the  big  day  we  have  heen  waiting  for  since 
June  2,  1947.  Here  we  are  (by  we,  we  mean  "Demp"  and 
"Hedda  H."  Hassler)  in  Kansas  City,  Mo.,  where  we  are 
holding  our  big  class  reunion.  Eight  years  have  elapsed  since 
we  left  Saint  Mary's  and  began  to  lead  healthy,  normal, 
happy  lives. 

Everyone  flew  in  (by  plane)  about  4  a.m.,  that  is.  What 
a  procession  we  had  from  the  airport !  Senator  Jean  Strick- 
land of  Mabel,  Nebraska,  headed  the  parade  down  Main 
Street  in  an  open-top  car  driven  by  Ida  Katherine  Constable, 
who  greeted  the  throngs  on  both  sides  of  the  boulevard  with 
her  cheery,  "Glad  to  see  you;  be  good,  and  come  to  see  me 
sometime."  Stopping  at  the  square  for  a  brief  hacienda,  the 
crowd  piled  out  of  the  vehicles  and  enjoyed  immensely  the 
performance  of  the  "Kansas  City  Four,"  composed  of  Peggy 
Swindell,  Jane  Thomas,  and  Ann  Lanier  in  a  soft-shoe  rou- 
tine, accompanied  by  Lil  Lumpkin  and  her  "tragic"  violin. 
On  we  moved. 

What  a  greeting  Kansas  City  gave  us !  White  banners 
could  be  seen  everywhere  bearing  the  slogan :  "Is  this  trip 
necessary  ?" 

Upon  our  arrival  at  the  hotel  we  found  our  good  friend 
Mary  Leah  Thorne,  who  was,  much  to  our  surprise,  managing 
the  hotel.  She  was  still  dashing  madly  about,  pausing  only 
long  enough  to  give  us  the.  key  to  the  entire  hotel.  Chief  bell- 
hop Myra  Welsh,  looking  pert  in  her  little  blue  uniform  with 
silver  buttons  and  flared  skirt,  showed  us  to  our  various  suites 
on  all  twenty-three  floors. 

We  assembled  in  the  Chartreuse  Room  where  we  were 
served  the  miraculous  mineral  water,  "Spirits  of  Lassiter's 
Mill,"  by  Sis  Silver,  Trina  Blake  and  Margaret  Cummings. 
The  party  then  began  to  commence. 

Following  this,  we  witnessed  an  informal  three-ring  circus. 
In  one  corner  Rose  Wallace,  Katherine  Clark  and  Betsy 
Blundon  went  into  their  hilarious  "Howdy  Lukey!"  In  th° 
spotlight  in  the  center  of  the  floor,  Martha  Best  Yorke  and 
Chubby  Covington  executed  graceful  ballet  leaps  which  ulti- 
mately ended  with  Martha  Best  hanging  from  the  chandelier 
screaming,  "Well,  rilly;  I  hate  it!"  In  the  left-hand  corner 
the  latest  boxing  techniques  were  demonstrated  by  Anne 
Huske  and  Fripp  Jones,  who  are  both  certificate  students  of 
Betsy  Tom  Lawrence's  "You  started  it,  I'll  finish  it"  School 
of  Boxing. 

Dinner  was  served  in  the  famed  Brawl  Room.  The  before- 
dinner  square-table  discussion,  presided  over  by  lawyers  Dot 
Leak  and  Frances  Bickett,  was  interrupted  when  dietitian 
Margaret  Norfieet  rushed  into  the  room  and  announced  to  the 
group  Hint  in  a  knife-throwing  contest  in  the  kitchen,  cook 
Wooley  Boyle  had  missed  her  aim  and  had  wounded  the  toe 
of  co-cook  Betty  Ann  Cooper.  Nurses  Mary  Jane  Mason  and 
Jean  Gatlin  rushed  to  the  rescue. 

Cultured  conversations  were  heard  here  and  there.  Spanish 
professors  Ann  Jennings,  Mary  Craig  Hunter,  Serena  Ash- 
biirn,  and  Janie  Nance  were  heard  discussing  research  papers 
they  were  having  their  classes  write — in  Spanish,  In  be  sure. 
Alice  Henderson,  our  nationally  known  illustrator,  was  paint- 


ing portraits  while  discussing  the  latest  New  York  news  with 
Broadway's  brightest  dramatic  star,  Violet  LaRue  and  cover 
girl,  Sande  Childs.  Dr.  Gene  Rose  was  explaining  to  Eliza- 
beth Kiser  and  Mary  Anna  Dunbar  the  Fifth  Dimension, 
which  she  had  just  discovered  while  eating  shrimp  cocktail. 
Millionairess  Jane  Dickey,  who  made  her  fortune  in  the 
bubble  gum  industry,  discussed  economic  conditions  with 
housewives  Betty  Lou  Rowland,  Peggy  Powell,  Lib  Taylor, 
Nancy  Ford,  and  the  United  States  Ambassador  to  the  Virgiu 
Islands,  Dinny  Bonnet. 

Tables  were  pushed  aside  for  the  after-dinner  festivities. 
Jane  Lewis  played  "Ain't  Nobody  Here  But  Us  Chickens"  on 
the  piano,  while  Mell  Smith  and  Betsy  Wetterau  did  the 
Birmingham  Hop,  followed  by  the  Smedes  Fling  done  by 
Marty  Hinkle  and  Tumpie  Hudson,  accompanied  on  the  bag- 
pipes by  Paulette  Pifer.  Following  the  applause,  Liddy  Bet 
Myatt  stepped  forth  and  coyly  gave  us  a  demonstration  of  her 
amazing  ability  to  fag  up  and  blow  gigantic  smoke  rings 
while  thrusting  flaming  torches  down  her  throat.  When  the 
smoke  cleared,  Jean  and  Libba  Roberts,  managers  of  the  suc- 
cessful Bar-None  Ranch  for  rambunctious,  riotous,  raring 
rodeos  appeared.  They  had  brought  along  chief  bull  fighter 
Mary  Nelson  Smithwick,  who  raised  excitement  with  her 
stirring  stories  of  calmness  while  fighting  the  bull. 

Pinky  Pendleton,  who  missed  the  plane,  came  in  late  bring- 
ing a  message  from  Betty  Adkerson  and  Sibbie  Green,  co- 
house  mothers  of  the  Zete's  at  Chapel  College,  saying  that 
because  of  the  finals  on  the  hill  they  would  be  unable  to  join 
us  but  sent  best  wishes  to  all. 

Our  twenty-four-hour  reunion  was  drawing  to  a  close,  and 
many  plans  for  the  future  were  heard.  Judy  Taylor,  aqua- 
plane queen  of  Cyprus  Gardens,  Florida,  told  us  all  of  her 
sensational  plans  to  break  all  records,  and  her  neck,  by  water- 
skiing  without  skis.  Housewives  Cindy  McCaw,  Margaret 
Lee  Payne.  Willie  Marjorie  Riddick,  Virginia  Woodley,  and 
Weddy  Thorp  "ohed"  and  "ahed"  over  their  children  to  child 
specialist,  Dr.  Betty  Peirson,  and  invited  everyone  to  see 
them.  Betsy  Siler  and  Pody  Way,  who  run  the  Mountain 
Laurel  Hotel  in  scenic  Waynesville,  North  Carolina,  invited 
Martha  Conger  up  for  a  rest  from  her  over-strenuous  work  as 
Protector  of  Wildlife  in  Edenton,  North  Carolina. 

With  only  an  hour  left  till  flying  time,  we  all  prepared  to 
depart  for  the  train  station.  We  weren't  sad — there  were  no 
tears  in  our  eyes  as  we  said  "Farewell."  We  left,  saying  to 
one  another,  "Never  say  good-bye.  See  you  in  Kansas  City, 
Mo." 


WOODLAND  PICTURE 

By  Betty  Bowles,  '48 

Tall  artists  of  the  summer  wood, 
The  trees  make  patterns  on  the  sky; 
Great  oaks  link  arms  in  brotherhood, 
While,  light  and  free,  their  careless  leaves 
Form  lazy  sprays  that  dip  and  sway 
In  rhythm  to  a  playful  breeze. 
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Why?* 

By  Jane  Guess 


Not.  long  ago  a  Saint  Mary's  girl  asked  me  a  question 
r  which  I  suspect  has  been  in  the  minds  of  many :  "Why  do  I 
have  to  learn  the  polka  if  I  plan  to  get  married  and  keep 
house?"  This  same  question  might  be  asked  about  many 
of  the  activities  offered  in  the  physical  education  program. 
Why  team  sports?  Why  individual  sports?  Why  swimming? 
Why  posture  instruction?  Why  dancing?  This  is  why: 
each  of  these  activities  has  a  definite  contribution  to  make  to 
the  physical  and  social  development  of  the  individual.  The 
extent  of  that  contribution  depends  largely  upon  the  student. 

In  hocke,y,  basketball,  volleyball,  and  Softball  the  Saint 
Mary's  girl  develops  co-operation,  aggressiveness,  leadership, 
sportsmanship,  and  other  desirable  social  characteristics.  She 
is  part  of  a  unit  whose  effective  functioning  is  in  some  degree 
her  responsibility.  In  archery,  tennis,  badminton,  riding, 
and  golf  she  is  cultivating  skills  which  will  be  of  value  in  her 
future  recreational  activities.  In  swimming,  not  only  is  she 
learning  a  recreational  skill,  but  she  may  be  learning  to  save 
her  life  or  the  lives  of  others. 

In  posture  class  she  is  learning  how  to  improve  her  ap- 
pearance and  her  health.  Whether  it  is  the  "Poise  and  Pos- 
ture Class"  or  the  "Poison  Posture  Class"  (as  one  puzzled 
father  thought  his  daughter  called  it)  depends  upon  her 
mental  attitude. 

In  dancing  she  reaps  many  benefits.     Not  only  does  she 
;    become    better   co-ordinated,    more   flexible,    and    more   self- 
confident,  but  she  develops  a  sense  of  rhythm,  a  feeling  for 
movement   in  space,   a   knowledge  of  step  patterns,   and  an 
appreciation  of  music.     Most  important  of  all,  however,  she 
i    has  an  opportunity  for  self-expressioi).     In  creative  dancing 
at  Saint  Mary's  the  emphasis  is  not  only  on  how  much  she 
can   absorb,  but  on   how  much  she   can  contribute;   and   her 
•    contribution,  no  matter  how  small,  gives  her  real  satisfaction. 


The  culmination  of  such  creative  effort  this  year  was  May 
Day.  Under  the  leadership  of  Orchesis,  the  student  dance 
club,  over  one  hundred  girls  contributed  to  the  success  of  the 
program.  There  were  many  problems  to  be  solved.  The 
pageant  and  costume  committees  originated  a  pageant  of  the 
seasons  which  utilized  the  costumes  on  hand.  The  soloists 
created  their  own  choreography,  and  the  group  dancers  helped 
plan  the  seasonal  dances.  Each  group  had  a  specific  mood 
to  establish  and  certain  techniques  to  master. 

Students  representing  Earth's  Flora  worked  out  a  humor- 
ous tumbling  dance  to  difficult  modern  music.  The  Blue 
Skies  group  struggled  to  gain  the  precision  of  definite  arm 
and  body  positions  in  sustained  movement.  The  Autumn 
Leaves  created  an  interesting  floor  pattern  and  established 
a  mood  of  gaiety  and  abandon.  The  Snowflakes,  the  only 
group  of  first-year  students,  learned  to  handle  themselves  in 
space  without  colliding,  and  created  a  variety  of  movement 
patterns  to  suggest  snow  crystals.  The  girls  in  the  Spring 
Storm  willingly  exhausted  themselves  twice  a  week  mastering 
the  strenuous  advanced  techniques  and  fast  tempo  of  the 
storm  dance.  The  Rainbow  dancers  solved  the  problem  of 
weaving  a  canopy  of  ribbons  over  the  queen  and  her  court 
by  originating  a  one-sided  may  pole  dance.  All  of  this 
activity  was  united  by  Queen  Nature  and  her  court  as  a  part 
of  the  narrative  sequence  against  a  background  of  classical 
and  modern  music.  The  final  program  was  an  artistic  crea- 
tion in  which  each  girl  felt  the  pride  of  achievement. 

Such  satisfaction,  together  with  the  opportunity  to  acquire 
a  strong,  flexible,  well-coordinated  body,  skills  for  present  and 
future  recreational  activities,  and  desirable  social  character- 
istics, furnishes  the  answer  to  many  a  "Why?" 


*This  is  the  third  in  a  series  of  articles  by  members  of  the 
faculty  about  different  aspects  of  life  at  Saint  Mary's.  Mrs.  Guess 
is  head  of  the  Physical  Education  Department. 


A  Fantasy  of  Nature 


Program   of  the  May  Da 
73-J7,  under  the  direction  of 

Earth's  Flora  frolic  gaily  while  awaiting  the  arrival  of 
Queen  Nature.  Suddenly  there  is  a  pause  in  the  revelry,  and 
Zephyr  appears  to  herald  the^  entrance  of  their  Queen.  Her 
Majesty  approaches  attended  by  the  Azure  of  Sea  and  Sky. 
One  by  one  the  Seasons  pass  in  review  before  her. 

The  Daughters  of  Summer  arrive  and  offer  the  fiery  Sun 
and  Blue  Skies  as  a  tribute  to  their  Queen. 

The  Daughters  of  Autumn  enter  with  their  offering  of 
Flame  and  many-hued  Leaves. 

Winter's  Daughters,  cool  and  aloof,  enter  with  Frost  and 
Snow,  who  touch  the  earth  with  silver  fingers. 

Suddenly  Frost  and  Snow  flee  before  Spring,  and  gentle 
Verdure  awakens  Earth's  Flora.  But  now  a  Spring  storm 
arises.  Its  raging  fury  flattens  to  earth  the  tender  Flora. 
When  the  Storm  has  spent  itself,  the  Daughters  of  Spring- 
fling  into  the  heavens  the  lovely  promise  of  a  Rainbow. 


V  pageant  presented  on  May  5, 
Mrs.  William  ('.  Guess. 

CHARACTERS 

Queen  Nature Elizabeth  Childs 

Zephyr Jean  Craft  Jenkins 

,  r  0  ,  Q1  I  Anne  Amonette 

Azure  of  Sea  and  Sky \„  ,    .     ,,- 

I  Sylvia  JNewson 

T-.       ,  .  r  q  (Gene  Hines 

.Daughters  of  Summer /„       .  _,, 

(Henrietta   Ihorp 

The  Sun Sarah  Martha  Hiukle 

,-,        ,  .  c  A    .  (Armecia  Eure 

Daughters  01  Autumn <.,,        _r      ,    ,,  _,     ,      , 

I  Mary  Marshall  Ragland 

Flame Fannie  Mae  Hudson 

t-,       ,.  ,.  1TT-   ,  (Elizabeth  Myatt 

Daughters  of  Winter ;T^    .      .         ■ ' 

(Kathenne  Blake 

Frost  Josephine  Cooper 

T>        ,  .  t  c  (Betsy  Ann  Evans 

Laughters  of  Spring   <T._   ■'      ., 

6  '       6  )Lila  Spilman 

Verdure Nancy  Gumming 
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Saint  Maky's  School 


"Horses  Don't  Bet  On  People'' 


By  Betty  Peirson,  '47 


Sally  turned  on  the  radio  and  dropped  into  her  favorite 
easy  chair  to  listen  to  the  broadcast  of  the  Updown  Steeple- 
chase. As  she  contentedly  settled  herself,  head  propped  on 
one  arm  of  the  chair  and  legs  dangling  over  the  other,  the 
strains  of  the  current  song,  "Horses  Don't  Bet  on  People," 
drifted  into  the  sleepy,  after-dinner  atmosphere  of  the  den. 
Then  the  announcer  was  saying:  "This  afternoon,  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  instead  of  the  broadcast  of  the  Updown  Steeple- 
chase, originally  scheduled,  Mobile  Oil's  Flying  Red  Horse 
brings  you  the  Homo-Sapiens  Handicap,  a  unique  attraction 
sponsored  by  the  Racers  of  America.  The  proceeds  of  this 
event  will  be  used  to  establish  a  home  for  aged  horses.  The 
grandstands  are  packed  with  horses  from  all  over  the  country; 
you  can  hear  the  noise  of  their  eager  pawing  and  whinnying. 
We  have  an  imposing  list  of  entries  for  this  great  race.  But 
first  a  word  from  one  of  our  sponsors. 

"For  a  superb  performance  insist  on  Mobile  Oil,  the  finest 
gas  money  can  buy.  Just  drive  in  at  the  sign  of  the  Flying 
Red  Horse,  and  fill  'er  up." 

"Now,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  the  men  are  at  the  starting 
gate.  Number  1  is  Mr.  Harry  M.  Brown,  entered  by  Brown- 
gate  Stables,  a  twenty-five-year-old,  well  known  to  the  racing 
world.  Number  2  is  Mr.  Silas  Jones,  entered  by  Blue  Light, 
a  recent  winner  at  the  Lurchdown  Show.  Mr.  Jones  stands 
an  imposing  thirteen  hands.  Number  3  is  Mr.  J.  B.  Priggen, 
a  redhead,  entered  by  Black  Lightning.  Next,  we  have  Num- 
ber 4,  Mr.  A.  J.  Backwater  of  Backwater  Stables,  a  thirty- 
year-old  who  has  been  one  of  the  year's  big  money  winners. 


Number  5  is  Mr.  Andrew  Crueller,  a  popular  newcomer 
entered  by  Runaway  Rambler ;  and  last,  Number  6,  is  Mr. 
H.  A.  Haw  of  Haw-Haw-Stables,  an  old-timer  who  is  still 
going  strong  despite  his  baldness. 

"They're  just  about  ready — Mr.  Haw  seems  to  be  having 
a  little  trouble  with  his  shoestring — Now  they're  ready — 
There's  the  gun — They're  off !  This  is  going  to  be  a  close  race, 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  a  very  evenly  matched  field.  Mr. 
Brown  is  taking  the  field — Now  they're  approaching  the  turn 
— Mr.  Jones  on  the  inside,  striding  hard — The  noise  of  this 
herd  of  spectators  is  deafening ;  sounds  like  a  stampede — Now 
they're  coming  into  the  back  stretch — The  horses  are  scream- 
ing in  wild  excitement — Mr.  Priggen  is  pulling  into  the 
lead — Now  it's  Priggen  and  Brown,  neck  and  neck — And  the 
race  is  over !  Here  it  is,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  Mr.  J.  B. 
Priggen,  Number  3,  entered  by  Black  Lightning,  won  by  a 
forelock.  Second  was  Mr.  Harry  M.  Brown ;  third,  Mr.  H.  A. 
Haw;  fourth,  Mr.  A.  J.  Backwater;  fifth,  Mr.  Andrew  Cruel- 
ler ;  and  sixth,  Mr.  Silas  Jones. 

"Now,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  before  we  leave  you,  a  word 
from  our  other  sponsor,  the  Neigh-Hi  Hay  Baling  Company." 

"For  the  best  in  hay,  it  will  always  pay  to  get  Neigh-Hi. 
Black  Lightning,  whose  entry  won  today's  race,  says  'Neigh- 
Hi  Hay  is  the  best  ever — used  it  myself  for  six  years.'  " 

Once  more  the  strains  of  "Horses  Don't  Bet  on  People" 
drifted  across  the  room. 

"Or  do  they?"  mused  Sajly  sleepily. 


Belated  War  Victim 

By  Jo  Anne  Dakhen,  '48 


Could  he  keep  life  in  bis  slowly  weakening  body  just  a  few 
minutes  longer — just  until  Betty  got  back  to  him? 

This  turn  things  were  taking  wasn't  a  surprise  to  Bill.  He 
had  known  for  a  long  time  now  that  it  was  coming.  But  poor 
Betty,  she  thought  he  was  only  sick  from  a  slight  cold.  The 
joy  of  having  him  back  home  after  three  years  of  separation 
had  blinded  her  to  the  torture  and  pain  his  mind  and  body 
had  suffered  since  he  had  returned  from  the  hell  in  the 
Pacific. 

Now,  again  this  sensation  of  exhaustion  was  sliding  over 
his  mind.  Oh,  God,  no!  Couldn't  he  at  least,  die  in  peace 
here  in  his  own  bed  without  having  to  go  back  over  the  sweat 
and  fear  that  had  captured  his  body  in  the  Pilot  House  of 
the  "flat  tup"  he  bad  navigated  during  the  war?  But  no,  he 
was  getting  again  the  old  feeling  that  had  hit  him  after  the 
day-in-and-day-out  routine  of  finding  ways  to  "save  the  ship." 
Was  it  thirty — or  was  it  forty,  or  fifty,  or  sixty  days?  Dur- 
ing all  that  time  he  hadn't  taken  off  his  clothes  or  eaten  a 
decent  meal.  The  planes  kept  diving;  the  whining  sound  was 
banging  against  bis  weary  bead.  He  felt  that  he  could  stand 
it  no  longer.  In  his  mind  a  scream  came  from  his  lips,  but 
only  in  bis  mind,  for  he  was  now  too  weak  to  utter  a  sound. 

The  bed  clothes  hung  half  on  the  floor.  His  pajamas  and 
the  sheets,  where  they  touched  him,  were  soggy  with  perspira- 


tion. His  eyes  slowly  opened.  He  was  back  in  his  room 
again.    Home,  home — dying  at  home  wouldn't  be  too  bad. 

Nevertheless,  he  wanted  Betty  with  him.  They  had  had 
such  fun  since  he  had  been  home.  In  his  physical  examina- 
tion before  his  discharge,  the  Navy  doctors  had  found  nothing 
wrong.  That  was  good,  for  it  meant  that  he  needn't  alarm 
Betty.  She  mustn't  worry.  He  had  kept  from  her  those 
horrible  returns  he  made  in  his  mind  to  the  battles  he  had 
experienced,  and  his  knowledge  since  he  had  come  down  from 
that  Pilot  House  after  those  sixty  days  that  earth  would  not 
be  his  home  much  longer. 

Now  he  felt  that  an  invisible  force  was  slowly  pulling  him 
away.  His  eyes  refused  to  put  the  old  familiar  furnishings 
of  his  room  in  the  right  places.  They  were  playing  tricks  on 
him.  He  couldn't  leave  until  he  saw  Betty  again !  Oh,  God, 
why  didn't  she  hurry?  But  he  was  being  pulled  harder, 
harder,  harder. 

A  tune,  merry  and  idiotic,  floated  up  in  soprano  tones  to 
the  sick  room.  Bill  was  vaguely  conscious  of  light  footfalls 
on  the  stair.  But  be  did  not  hear  the  click  of  the  latch;  he 
did  not  hear  Betty's  quick  step  as  she  crossed  the  room,  still 
singing;  and  he  did  not  hear  her  shrill  scream  as  she  threw 
herself  across  his  bed. 
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Seek  and  Ye  Shall  Find 

By  Betsy  Wettekau,  '47 

Kennedy  had  seen  her  again  tonight,  coming  in  the  far 
entrance  of  the  building.  It  was  the  same  girl ;  there  was  no 
doubt  in  his  mind.  Now  as  the  overture  of  Parsifal  began, 
the  man  sat  in  his  seat  near  the  orchestra  and  thought  about 
the  girl. 

The  Metropolitan  Opera  House  was  well  filled,  but  Kennedy 
took  no  notice.  He  could  not  stop  thinking  about  the  girl. 
He  had  seen  her  nine  times,  he  remembered. 

The  first  time,  he  recalled,  had  been  four  weeks  before  at 
a  New  York  Philharmonic  Concert.  He  had  remembered  her, 
not  because  he  had  sat  beside  her,  but  because  she  had  seemed 
so  strange.  Only  after  he  had  seen  her  the  fourth  time  had 
he  been  able  to  figure  out  what  there  was  about  her  that  he 
could  not  forget.  He  remembered  how  she  had  concentrated 
on  the  music.  She  had  leaned  forward  in  her  seat,  noticing 
nothing  extraneous,  only  hearing  the  music. 

But  her  intense  absorption  in  the  program  had  not  been  all 
that  had  attracted  him.  He  had  finally  discovered  what  the 
charm  was.  The  girl  was  searching  for  something,  something 
she  expected  to  find  in  the  music  of  the  great  masters. 

Each  of  the  nine  times,  he  had  seen  her  at  a  formal  concert 
or  an  operatic  performance.  She  was  always  alone.  Kennedy 
could  remember  everything  about  her.  He  realized  now  that 
he  wanted  to  remember  her.  The  music  became  a  background 
while  he  gave  himself  up  completely  to  the  girl.  Although 
he  had  never  once  even  brushed  her  in  walking,  he  felt  he 
knew  every  detail  about  her.  Her  hair  was  long  and  blonde. 
He  remembered  the  way  it  had  swayed  when  she  left,  a  violin 
concert  one  night.  Her  eyes  were  blue — bright,  searching  blue. 
He  recalled  how  they  had  almost  glistened  that  first  night 
when  he  sat  beside  her.  Kennedy  no  longer  heard  the  music 
nor  saw  the  actors  upon  the  great  stage.  He  was  wondering 
where  the  girl  was  sitting  in  the  vast  house  tonight.  He  won- 
dered whether  her  eyes  still  had  that  desperate,  searching  look. 
He  wondered  whether,  when  she  would  be  leaving  after  the 
concert,  her  eyes  would  be  dull  and  resigned,  seeing  nothing. 
What,  he  kept  asking  himself,  is  she  hunting  for  ?  He  knew 
he  could  never  get  these  questions  off  his  mind  until  he  could 
understand  her.     He  had  to  know  about  the  strange  girl. 

Suddenly  he  realized  that  the  curtain  had  just  fallen  on  the 
first  act.  Recovering  from  his  surprise,  he  rose  hurriedly 
and  went  out  to  the  lobby.  Although  he  knew  she  never  left 
her  seat  during  intermission,  he  looked  for  her  tonight.  He 
paused  to  light  a  cigarette  and  to  speak  to  a  friend.  But  he 
moved  away  soon,  hunting  for  the  girl.  He  felt  that  he  had 
to  see  her  tonight.  He  had  to  ask  her  what  it  was.  He  had 
to  know  what  she  was  searching  for. 

The  second  act  warning  was  given.  People  began  to  hurry 
back  to  their  seats.  Kennedy  ground  out  his  cigarette,  but  he 
could  not  decide  to  return  to  the  music.  He  stood  in  the 
empty  foyer  wondering  what  had  happened  to  him.  Why 
had  he  not  gone  back  in  with  everyone  else  ? 

Then  suddenly  he  knew.  He  felt  her  presence.  He  looked 
up  and  saw  her  walking  slowly  down  the  marble  steps  coming 
from  the  balconies.  They  were  the  only  two  people  in  the 
silent  foyer.  In  the  darkened  house  beyond  the  heavy  doors, 
the  introduction  to  the  second  act  of  the  opera  had  begun. 
Kennedy  opened  his  mouth  and  breathed  in.     He  stared  at 


Generosity 


By  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

Closing  the  gilt-lettered  door  and  swinging  a  cane,  Lamont 
Winthrop  walked  through  his  outer  officer  where  scores  of 
secretaries  and  clerks  deferentially  bowed.  He  might  have 
completed  his  exit,  had  not  a  young  man  stopped  him  at  the 
threshold. 

"Please,  sir — a  moment — " 

"Yes  ?" 

"Mr.  Winthrop,  I'm  from  the  Down  Town  Association  for 
Assistance  of  Underprivileged  Children,  and — well — you're 
known — " 

Lamont  Winthrop  glanced  about  the  crowded  office.  "Why, 
young  man,  I'd  be  pleased  to  contribute.   Now,  how  much — ?" 

"Why,  sir,  a  hundred — " 

"Nonsense !  Lamont  Winthrop  drew  out  an  initialed  check- 
book and  a  gold  fountain  pen.  "Here,  my  boy.  Five  hundred 
do?  I  know  how  hard  it  is  to  get  funds  for  a  worthy  cause!" 
His  voice  filled  the  office. 

The  young  man  reached  for  the  check  and  bowed  out  of  the 
door.  Lamont  Winthrop  surveyed  the  office,  then  followed 
the  young  man.  He  waved  away  his  chauffeur  on  a  sudden 
decision  to  walk  to  his  apartment,  turned  into  his  favorite 
side  street,  and  strode  down  the  sidewalk. 

Halting  footsteps  began  to  sound  behind  him,  but  Lamont 
Winthrop  did  not  look  back.  Turning  the  corner,  he  saw  a 
thin  child  with  hopeful  eyes.  The  child  approached  him, 
stretching  out  a  hand  to  touch  his  sleeve. 

"Please,  mister,  ma  she's  sick,  and  pa  he  ain't  hisself.  I 
was  thinkin'  maybe  you'd  gimme  a  little  money — maybe  you 
wouldn't  miss  a  quarter — " 

"Get  away,  you  obnoxious,  dirty  urchin!" 

Lamont  Winthrop  lashed  out  with  his  cane,  bringing  forth 
cries  from  a  hoarse  young  throat.  He  turned  away  and 
stalked  down  the  sidewalk,  still  followed  by  the  footsteps  and 
cries  of  "Please,  sir — "  He  stopped  as  the  hand  clutched  his 
trouser  leg.  Glancing  about  the  deserted  street,  Lamont  Win- 
throp lashed  out  once  more  with  his  cane,  and  the  sobbing 
mass  of  bones  and  rags  disappeared  down  an  alley. 

He  brushed  at  his  coat,  settled  his  fedora,  and  continued 
down  the  street,  jingling  a  mixture  of  gold  fountain  pen, 
initialed  checkbook,  and  coins  in  his  pocket.  He  breathed 
deeply  as  he  left  the  side  street  and  walked  up  the  steps  of 
his  apartment  house. 


(Continued  from  Col.  1) 

the  girl,  watching  her  move  down  the  last  few  steps.  Then 
he  walked  over  to  her. 

"You've  found  it."  He  made  the  simple  statement.  lie 
had  put  himself  directly  in  her  path  and  halted  her  steps. 
He  waited  tensely. 

She  looked  at  him  quietly,  simply.    "Yes,  I've  found  it." 

She  paused,  observed  him  questioningly.  Then  she  moved 
away  toward  the  exit.     Kennedy  fell  in  step  beside  her. 

"Tell  me  what  you've  found,"  he  begged  softly. 

"Myself." 


15 


Saint  Mary's  School 


The  Lost  Lane-End 

"Remembering    speechlessly    we    seek    the    great   forgotten 
language,  the  lost  lane-end  into  heaven." — Wolfe. 

By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 


All  winter  long  Lanny  avoided  going  to  the  glen.  She  was 
afraid  that  the  stark  ugliness  of  the  season  would  somehow 
touch  this  hit  of  beauty  which  she  had  found  and  mar  its 
loveliness  for  her.  She  was  afraid  of  winter.  She  could  never 
see  the  trees  beneath  her  window  or  her  neighbors'  yards  or 
any  of  the  familiar  surroundings  of  nature  without  remem- 
bering them  as  thej'  were  in  winter,  naked  and  ashamed.  So, 
when  on  one  of  her  wild  rambles  through  the  Connecticut 
countryside  she  had  come  upon  the  glen,  she  had  sworn  never 
to  see  it  in  the  winter  but  always  to  remember  it  in  the  living 
greenness  of  summer. 

To  her,  the  tall  trees  edging  a  circle  of  grass,  the  clear 
New  England  stream — were  a  flawless  simile  of  beauty.  She 
was  an  imaginative  child,  finding  her  greatest  happiness  in 
the  fanciful  dreams  she  built — dreams  more  real  to  her  than 
life.  The  glen  was  too  beautiful  to  be  real ;  it  intermingled 
with  her  dreams  becoming  more  a  fantasy  itself.  It  was  here 
she  came  to  dream.  Here,  in  the  quiet  woods,  her  awkward 
gait  became  graceful,  her  colorless  hair  seemed  shining  gold. 
It  was  here  that  she  was  rich,  and  beautiful,  and  loved. 

Because  the  glen  was  the  only  tangible  connection  with  the 
dreams  that  made  her  happy,  Lanny  came  to  love  it  with  a 
fierce  jealousy.  It  was  her  only  secret,  a  secret  she  guarded 
deep  within  her. 

Lanny  joyfully  welcomed  the  summer  of  the  second  year. 
All  winter  she  had  been  forced  to  tame  her  spirit  and  con- 
form to  the  regulations  of  school  life.  She  hated  it.  She 
hated  the  necessary  "rubbers"  and  scarves,  the  hard-backed 
chairs,  powdery  chalk,  tasteless  lunches  of  sandwich,  pickle, 
cookies,  and  vacuum-bottled  milk.  Above  all,  she  hated  her 
schoolmates,  snickering  together  over  their  petty  secrets.  And 
because  they  didn't  understand  Lanny,  they  held  apart  from 
her.  She  had  endured  it  all  with  a  martyrdom  known  only 
to  herself.  But  in  the  summer,  when  she  was  free  again,  she 
had  run  with  wild  happiness  down  the  country  road,  through 
the  woods,  and  to  her  glen. 

This  summer  it  seemed  more  beautiful  than  Lanny  had 
ever  remembered  it.  Its  loveliness  flooded  over  her,  filling 
her  with  a  sense  of  guilt  for  not  sharing  its  beauty. 

Her  conscience  argued  with  her,  "No  one  else  would  think 
it  beautiful." 

"Why  not?"  she  argued  back.  "It  is,  isn't  it?  I'm  not 
just  imagining  it,  am  I?" 

Tin-  thought  filled  her  with  panic.  Before,  the  glen  had 
been  a  tangible  thing.  Now  it  seemed  like  a  half-shattered 
dream. 

"I'll  show  it  to  someone,"  she  thought.  "They'll  tell  me  if 
it's  real  or  not." 

So  she  decided  to  share  her  secret  with  the  one  person  she 
loved. 

"Daddy." 

"Umm — yes,  dear?" 

"Daddy,  conic  to  walk  with  me."    Her  voice  was  eager  now. 


He  looked  up,  astonished  at  this  strange  request.  "Heav- 
ens, why?" 

"I  want  to  show  you  something !" 

"Well,  what  is  it?" 

"My  glen,"  she  said  with  reverence. 

"Your  glen?     You  mean  some  woods  or  something?" 

"Yes,  yes."     She  tugged  at  his  sleeve. 

Her  father  was  not  a  nature-loving  man.  He  blinked  and 
settled  further  in  his  chair. 

"Well,  perhaps  some  other  time,  dear.     I'm — busy." 

Her  hand  dropped  slowly  in  disappointment.  As  desper- 
ately as  she  had  kept  her  secret,  she  now  desperately  felt  the 
need  of  sharing  it.  Her  father's  refusal  was  plain.  She 
turned  to  her  mother,  and  then  held  back.  No,  she  would  not 
understand  or  think  it  beautiful,  either.  She  thought  of  her 
sisters  and  friends — and  shuddered.  She  returned  to  the  glen 
alone,  and  flinging  herself  on  the  grass,  she  cried. 

Late  that  same  summer,  Lanny's  family  moved  away.  She 
left  the  glen  sadly,  but  somehow  the  excitement  of  the  change 
dimmed  the  importance  of  the  leave-taking.  She  eagerly 
explored  and  accepted  the  new  town;  and  strangely  enough, 
the  new  town  accepted  her. 

She  discovered  a  large  pond  in  a  public  park  where  the 
tame  ducks  were  a  new  and  intriguing  toy.  She  went  every 
day  to  feed  them  and  to  coo  lovingly  at  the  impassive  birds 
that  kept  just  beyond  the  reach  of  her  eager  hands.  One  day 
when  she  was  watching  them  she  heard  a  soft  voice  behind  her. 

"I  like  them,  too." 

She  looked  up  to  find  a  pixy  face  and  a  slight,  girlish 
figure.     She  had  found  a  friend. 

It  was  wonderful,  thought  Lanny,  to  know  that  someone 
else  had  mouse-brown  hair  and  skinny  legs.  She  felt  a  deep 
sense  of  companionship. 

It  was  not.  long  before  she  found  happiness  creeping  up  all 
around  her.  Her  spontaneous  eagerness  had  caught  up  every- 
thing near  her  like  a  giant  magnet  and  had  bound  it  up  with 
her  in  close  comradeship.  She,  was  rich  with  love  and  happi- 
ness. 

She  realized  with  a  start  that  she  had  now  everything  she 
had  ever  wanted.  The  dreams  she  had  dreamed  in  her  glen 
were  now  here  to  touch  and  play  with.  The  poignant  mem- 
ory of  the  glen  came  back.  Suddenly  she  wanted  desperately 
to  see  it  again.  She  felt  a  strange  necessity  of  seeing  whether 
the  beauty  that  had  once  made  her  happy  was  real  or  whether 
it  had  just  been  part  of  her  dreams. 

When  her  chance  came  to  visit  her  former  home,  it  was 
summer  again.  Lanny  walked  with  hesitant  anticipation 
down  the  country  road  to  the  place  where  the  path  began. 
At  first,  she  thought  that  she  had  walked  too  far,  but  when 
she  retraced  her  steps,  she  still  could  not  find  the  opening 
where  the  path  had  been.  She  stood  still,  bewildered,  and 
stared.  She  stood  there  a  long  time.  Then  slowly  she  turned 
and  walked  back  down  the  road,  away  from  the  lost  lane-end 
of  her  make-believe  heaven,  back  home  into  the  real  one. 
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fiim,i  ALUMNAE 


By  Alice  Bell,  Alumnae  Secretary 


Alumnae  Meeting  and  Luncheon 


The  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  held  its  annual 
General  Alumnae  Meeting  at  12:00  on  Saturday,  May  31, 
in  Smedes  parlor. 

The  meeting  was  tailed  to  order  by  the  president,  Mrs. 
Betsy  London  Cordon,  and  opening  prayers  were  read  by 
the  Rev.  I.  Harding  Hughes. 

Mrs.  Charles  Pierce  of  Greensboro  welcomed  the  Class 
of  1947  into  the  Alumnae  Association,  and  Jean  Roberts 
of  Durham,  president  of  the  class,  responded.  Miss  Rob- 
erts told  the  alumnae  that  the  seniors  had  voted  to  estab- 
lish a  class  fund  similar  to  those  set  up  by  the  three  pre- 
ceding classes.  At  the  end  of  three  years  the  class  will 
have  a  reunion  and  present  a  gift  to  Saint  Mary's  with 
the  money  collected. 

The  minutes  of  the  last  meeting  were  read  by  Miss 
Alice  Bell,  alumnae  secretary,  and  annual  reports  of  work 
done  during  the  year  were  read  by  Miss  Bell  and  Mrs.  W. 
A.  Withers,  treasurer. 

Mrs.  James  Webb  of  Hillsboro  was  asked  by  Mrs.  Cor- 
don to  give  a  report  from  the  Alumnae  Council  of  nomi- 
nations for  President  of  the  Alumnae  Association  and  for 
two  members  of  the  Council.  The  report  of  the  Council 
was  accepted  unanimously,  and  new  officers  elected  were 
Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  of  Henderson,  President  of  the 
Alumnae  Association  for  a  term  of  two  years;  Miss  Betsy 
Montgomery  of  Raleigh  and  Mrs.  Thomas  Turner  of 
Greensboro,  Council  members  for  terms  of  three  years. 

Mrs'.  Grover  Dillon,  president  of  the  Raleigh  Alumnae 
Chapter,  reported  that  the  Raleigh  Chapter  was  under- 
taking the  project  of  purchasing  and  installing  Williams- 
burg-type  lamps  for  the  front  walk.  Mrs.  Thomas  Turner, 
past  president  of  the  Greensboro  Chapter,  turned  over  a 
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check  for  $30.00  to  the  Association  to  be  added  to  the 
amount  needed  on  the  Entrance  Gateway  and  Wall  project 
of  the  Alumnae  Association.  The  Greensboro  Chapter 
met  in  January  and  again  in  April,  at  which  time  the 
members  organized  a  benefit  bridge  and  made  the  amount 
turned  over  to  the  Association. 

Mrs.  William  D.  Carleton,  secretary  of  the  Richmond, 
Va.,  Alumnae  Chapter,  told  the  alumnae  about  the  lunch- 
eon meeting  held  in  April.  The  Richmond  Chapter  voted 
to  have  two  meetings  a  year,  one  in  the  fall  and  one  in 
the  spring.  Mrs.  Lunsford  Long,  president  of  the  War- 
renton  Chapter,  reported  on  their  meeting  in  February. 
Other  chapter  reports  were  given  by  Mrs.  Allison  Cooper, 
Henderson  Chapter,  Mrs.  Brantley  A.  Weathers,  Orlando, 
Pla.,  Chapter,  and  Miss  Rebe  Shields,  Scotland  Neck 
Chapter. 

Mrs.  William  Person  of  Raleigh,  Chairman  of  the  En- 
trance and  Wall  Committee,  told  the  alumnae  that  the 
entrance  had  not  been  started  because  of  the  scarcity  of 
materials  and  labor,  but  said  that  the  contractor  had 
promised  her  that  work  would  be  started  very  soon.  She 
thanked  the  alumnae  for  their  generous  contributions  to 
the  entrance,  and  said  that  she  hoped  we  would  soon  be 
able  to  start  work  on  a  wall  too.  A  leather-bound  book 
will  be  kept  in  the  library  giving  the  names  of  contribu- 
tors and  in  whose  honor  or  memory  the  gift  was  made. 

Mr.  Charles  A.  Tucker,  of  Warrenton,  Chairman  of  the 
Landscape  Committee,  thanked  the  alumnae  for  their  con- 
tribution of  box  bushes  in  front  of  the  Chapel.  The 
alumnae  chapters  in  Raleigh,  Warrenton,  Scotland  Neck, 
Goldsboro,  Richmond,  Greensboro,  and  Henderson  have 
given  box  bushes  thus  far. 

Miss  Easdale  Shaw  of  Charlotte  and  Rockingham, 
Chairman  of  the  Smedes  Memorial  Fund,  reported  that  a 
bronze  tablet  in  honor  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Aldert  Smedes  and 
Dr.  Bennett  Smedes  will  be  erected  soon  on  the  outside 
wall  of  Smedes  Hall,  near  the  front  door.  The  inscrip- 
tion to  go  on  the  tablet  was  written  by  Bishop  Edwin  A. 
Penick. 

Mrs.  Louis  Sutton  of  Raleigh,  a  member  of  the  Alumnae 
Council,  read  the  list  of  gifts  given  Saint  Mary's  since 
September,  and  urged  the  alumnae  to  remember  the  school 
in  their  wills. 

Mrs.  Cordon  announced  that  the  Kate  McKimmon-Mary 
Iredell  Scholarship  had  been  awarded  to  Miss  Dorothy 
Oakey  of  Hertford.  The  alumnae  loving  cup,  which  goes 
to  the  chapter  having  the  largest  percentage  of  active 
members,  was  won  again  by  the  Scotland  Neck  Chapter, 
with  Henderson  claiming  second-high  honors. 

There  being  no  further  business,  the  meeting  was  ad- 
journed and  alumnae  went  to  the  school  dining  hall, 
where  thev  were  guests  of  the  School  at  a  luncheon. 


17 


Saint  Mart's  School 


Grace  was  asked  by  Bishop  Edwin  A.  Penick  and  the 
alumnae,  led  by  members  of  the  Senior  Class,  joined  in 
singing  "Saint  Mary's  wherever  thy  daughters  may  be." 

Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone  welcomed  the  alumnae  and.  said 
that  he  wanted  to  see  them  back  each  year  for  the  meeting 
and  luncheon,  as  well  as  at  other  times. 

The  speaker,  Martha  Byrd  Spruill  Porter,  was  intro- 
duced by  Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire  of  Raleigh.  The  title  of 
Mrs.  Porter's  speech  was  "What  Things  to  Hoard." 

Following  the  speech,  Mrs.  Cordon  recognized  the  alum- 
nae having  class  reunions.  Approximately  200  alumnae 
attended  the  meeting  and  luncheon. 


REPORT  OF  THE  ALUMNAE  SECRETARY  FOR 
THE  YEAR  1946-47 

Enthusiastic  and  active  alumnae  have  made  this  year 
a  very  successful  one  in  the  Alumnae  Office.  It  has  been 
particularly  gratifying  to  me  as  the  new  alumnae  secre- 
tary to  have  been  given  the  loyal  support  that  I  have 
received  all  this  year  from  Saint  Mary's  girls,  regardless 
of  how  long  they  have  been  away  from  the  School. 

In  October  and  in  January  letters  were  sent  out  to  some 
2,000  or  more  alumnae  in  an  effort  to  increase  the  active 
membership  of  the  Alumnae  Association.  The  response 
has  been  very  enthusiastic,  and  today  we  have  more  active 
members  of  the  Association  than  ever  before.  Since  the 
last  general  meeting,  the  Alumnae  Office  has  received 
$975.00  in  memberships.  This  shows  an  increase  of  $60.00 
over  last  year,  which  was  the  highest  number  to  that  date. 

Chapter  meetings  this  year  have  been  held  in  Raleigh. 
Charlotte,  Greensboro,  Henderson,  Warrenton,  Scotland 
Neck,  Richmond,  Va.,  and  Orlando,  Fla.  All  of  the  chap- 
ters have  had  very  good  attendance  and  interesting  meet- 
ings. Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  president  of  the  School,  and 
Mrs.  Betsy  London  Cordon,  president  of  the  Alumnae 
Association,  have  attended  most  of  the  meetings  with  me. 
Members  of  alumnae  chapters  have  paid  $333.00  in  dues, 
and  this  amount  has  been  turned  over  to  Mrs.  W.  A. 
Withers,  treasurer. 

The  Granddaughters'  Club  this  year  has  had  a  member- 
ship of  over  70  girls.  They  helped  serve  at  the  annual 
school  reception  and  the  Raleigh  Chapter  meeting,  and 
sold  Address  Books  before  Christmas.  $35.50  was  cleared 
after  expenses  through  the  sale  of  these  books,  and  the 
club  is  giving  10  card  tables  to  the  recreation  room. 
Officers  of  the  Granddaughters'  Club  for  the  past  year 
have  been  Lila  Spilman  of  Statesville,  president ;  Anne 
Huske  of  Fayetteville,  vice-president;  and  Sara  Mell 
Smith  of  Birmingham,  Ala.,  secretary-treasurer.  Mem- 
bers of  the  club  are  acting  as  pages  today,  and  many  of 
them  are  at  the  meeting. 

On  April  1  the  Alumnae  Office  was  notified  from  Jones, 
McDuffee,  and  Stratton  Corporation  in  Boston  that  171/; 
dozen  Saint  Mary's  Wedgewood  plates,  14  dozen  blue  and 
31/;  dozen  rose,  had  arrived  from  England.  Since  then 
seven  dozen  plates  have  been  sold,  bringing  into  the  office 
a  total  of  $171.00.  The  price  has  been  raised  due  to  in- 
creased costs,  and  we  now  sell  the  plates  for  $2.50  apiece, 
$13.00  for  six,  and  $25.00  a  dozen. 

The  Alumnae  Council  met  on  Saturday,  May  3,  just 
before  the  May  Day  exercises.  Six  members  of  the  Coun- 
cil  were  present,  and  they  discussed  plans  for  alumnae 


activities  at  commencement.  The  Council  voted  to  ask 
Mrs.  William  Branch  Porter  of  Richmond,  Va.,  to  speak 
at  the  alumnae  luncheon,  and  also  voted  on  nominations 
for  president  of  the  Alumnae  Association  and  two  new 
Council  members. 

Again  this  year  the  Alumnae  Office  has  handled  school 
publicity,  and  has  had  the  finest  possible  co-operation 
from  The  Raleigh  Times  and  The  News  and  Observer, 
both  of  which  have  alumnae  working  on  their  society 
desks. 

On  behalf  of  the  alumnae  1  wish  to  thank  Mrs.  Betsy 
London  Cordon  for  the  interest,  enthusiasm,  and  co-opera- 
tion she  has  given  us  as  president  of  the  Alumnae  Asso- 
ciation, the  chapter  presidents  who  have  worked  so  well 
with  us  this  year,  and  the  individual  alumnae  everywhere 
who  have  helped  bring  Saint  Mary's  closer  to  the  lives  of 
her  daughters.  Particularly,  also,  1  would  like  to  thank 
the  Raleigh  alumnae  who  have  helped  with  calling  lists 
during  the  year. 

With  the  record  of  a  new  high  reached  in  membership 
during  the  past  year,  let's  resolve  to  work  harder  than 
ever  to  make  Saint  Mary's  a  living  memory  in  the  heart 
of  every  Saint  Mary's  girl. 

Alice  P.  Bell,  '42, 
Alumnae  Secretary. 


ALUMXAE  ASSOCIATION 

Report  of  Cash  Receipts  and  Disbursements 
1940-47  Session 

Report  of  Treasurer — Mrs.  W.  A.  Withers 

Cash  on  Hand.  June  1.  Ifl46 $    620.0.1 

Receipts : 

Chapter  Hues  KI4(i-47 $    333.00 

Interest  on   Scholarship 56.25 

Refund,  Southern  Bell  Tel.  Co 5.65         394.(10 

Total    .$1,014.03 

1  disbursements : 

Telephone   If      PS.12 

Scholarship  to  Saint  Mary's 56.25  77.00 

Balance  on  Hand.  June  1,  1047  $    937.87     $"  937.87 

Report  of  Secretary — Miss  Alice  Bell 

Cash  on  Hand.  June  1,  1946 $    799.S5 

Dues  Received  $  626.00 

Subscriptions  to  the  Bulletin..  349.00 

Subscriptions  to  the  Belles 6.00 

Sale  of  Commemorative  Plates..  171.00 

Sale  of  Life  at  Saint  Mary's 2.50 

Telephone    Refund   2.69       1,157.19 

Total    $1,957.04 

Disbursements  : 

Chapter   Hues  to   Treasurer $  333.00 

Bulletin— to  School  349.00 

Belles— to   School   6.00 

Repair  and  Engraving  of  Alum- 
nae   Cup    10.30 

Express  on  Commemorative 

Plates    7.36 

Flowers  11.46 

Cast  of  Gateway  Picture 59.25 

Office  Expenses  43.15          S19.52 

Cash  fin  hand.  June  1,  1947....  $1,137.52     $1,137.85 

Total  Cash  on  Hand — Secretary  and  Treasurer .$2,075.72 

$2,075.72  includes  following  amount  specifically  allocated: 

Smedes  Memorial   Fund $    187.25 

Pallor    Fund 24.00 

$    211.25 
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WHAT  THINGS  TO  HOARD 

By  Martha  Byrd  Spruill  Porter,  '11 

Bishop  Penick,  Dr.  Stone,  Madam  President,  Members  of 
the  Faculty,  and  Fellow  Alumnae : 

It  is  very  heart-warming-  to  be  here  among  old  friends 
and  new  friends,  among  old  memories  and  high  hopes 
for  the  future  of  our  beloved  Saint  Mary's.  And  if  I 
seem  to  be  rolling  over  my  tongue  with  more  than  a  little 
of  unctuous  pride  the  words  "fellow  alumnae,"  as  who 
wouldn't?,  it  is  because  Mr.  Noah  Webster  has  eased  me 
into  this  fellowship  of  dignity  and  erudition  by  defining 
alumnae  as  any  pupil — not  necessarily  graduate,  mind 
you — any  pupil  of  an  institution  of  learning.  Now  that 
is  very  generous  of  Mr.  Webster,  because  in  my  day  at 
Saint  Mary's,  I  was  one  among  many  who  "specialized," 
which  was  a  polite  and  gentle  word  for  doing  just  about 
what  came  naturally,  barely  keeping  one's  head  above 
water,  treading  water  so  to  speak,  to  win  at  long  last  and 
by  the  skin  of  one's  teeth  not  a  diploma  but  a  certificate 
in  a  given  subject. 

Those  of  us  who  specialized,  for  instance,  in  Miss 
Thomas'  English  class  knew  that  we  could  count  on  the 
fact  that  some  fine  day  Miss  Thomas  would  reach  the 
limit  of  her  ability  to  bear  the  sight  of  us,  our  half-baked 
poems,  our  over-done  short  stories,  our  long-winded  "con- 
tinued-in-the-nexts,"  and  give  us  certificates  to  get  rid 
of  us !  Maybe  we  were  "majoring"  in  English,  who  can 
tell?  But  we  couldn't  have  been  less  like  majors  if  we 
had  tried.  Now  you  up-to-the-minute  girls,  who  wear 
your  high-falutin'  scholastic,  honors  as  casually  and  as 
blithely  as  you  do  your  scarlet  nail  lacquer  and  your 
white  orchids,  needn't  look  down  your  noses  at  us.  Re- 
member the  old  jingle :  The  butterfly  has  wings  of  gold, 
The  firefly  wings  of  flame ;  The  chigger  has  no  wings  at 
all,  But  he  gets  there  just  the  same.  A  little  touch  of 
Saint  Mary's  takes  us  a  long  way,  and  even  without  a 
diploma  we  get  there  just  the  same. 

Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling  said,  "The  only  revenge  maturity 
has  on  youth  for  the  sin  of  being  young  is  to  preach  to 
it,"  and  though  there  are  mighty  few  people  left  living 
today  as  old  as  I  am,  I  have  no  inclination  to  preach  or  to 
lecture ;  and  I  suggest  that  we,  those  of  us  who  are  al- 
ready "old  Saint  Mary's  girls,"  and  those  of  you  who  will 
after  next  Monday  commence  to  be  old  Saint  Mary's 
girls,  think  aloud  together  for  a  few  minutes  about  the 
dilemma  that  faces  all  women  everywhere. 

It  seems  to  me  that  our  dilemma  is  that  we  are  biting 
off  more  than  we  can  chew.  There  simply  aren't  enough 
hours  in  a  day,  or  human  strength  and  energy  in  any 
one  of  us,  to  do  it  all!  All  right,  then  the  time  has  come 
to  weed  out  and  discard  the  trivialities  and  inconsequen- 
tials  that  waste  our  time  and  clutter  our  lives  and  shatter 
our  nerves,  and  free  ourselves  to  choose  what  things  to 
hoard. 

We  are  faced  by  a  topsy-turvy,  hurly-burly,  helter- 
skelter,  changing,  challenging,  and  demanding  world,  the 
like  of  which  no  one  has  ever  seen  before,  in  which  we, 
with  baffled  understanding,  go  out  like  Abraham,  not 
knowing  whither  we  go.  Maybe  we  aren't  modern  in  the 
least,  maybe  we  would  enjoy  being  clinging  vines;  but 
the  times  are  out  of  joint,  and  there  is  no  familiar,  estab- 
lished precedent  for  meeting  the   emergencies  that  pop 


Martha    Byrd    Spruill    Porter,    '11 

out  at  us  any  hour  of  every  day.  Whether  we  like  it  or 
not,  the  mauve  decade  has  gone  glimmering.  Mr.  Alex- 
ander Pope's  old  adage  for  good  taste,  "Be  not  the  first 
by  whom  the  new  is  tried,"  is  replaced  by  Mrs.  Blanche 
Manor's  streamlined  version :  "The  successful  person 
grabs  the  new  as  soon  as  it  is  better  than  the  old." 

Every  day  of  our  lives  we  find  ourselves  in  what  is  com- 
monly known  as  jams,  tight  places,  "spots,"  with  which 
we  must  cope,  efficiently  and  ably  if  possible,  but  cope  we 
must,  come  hell  or  high  water ! 

When  the  radio's  out  of  commission,  do  we  call  in  an 
electrician?  No.  Mama  gives  it.  a  couple  of  blows  and 
it  goes!  If  the  lawn  mower  gets  stuck  and  won't  run, 
does  an  expert  say  what's  to  be  done?  Not  so.  If  it 
sticks,  Mama  kicks  it  to  fix  it !  And  the  thing  about 
Mama's  mechanical  quirk  is  it  really  does  work. 

Yes,  we  are  mechanics,  cooks,  gardeners,  house-maids, 
nurses,  laundresses,  carpenters,  plumbers,  seamstresses, 
barbers,  chauffeurs,  financiers,  budgeteers,  and  anything 
else  that  comes  along  demanding  to  be  done.  We  are 
expected,  even  required,  to  know  and  to  do  all  of  those 
thousands  of  things  that  our  grandmothers  knew  and 
were  and  did  before  us ;  but  as  important  as  all  these 
things  are,  they  are  only  the  beginning,  the  outer  rim, 
of  a  modern  woman's  potentialities  and  obligations  these 
days. 

We  are  irresponsible  children  playing  on  the  brink  of 
an  active  volcano  if,  because  of  a  rapidly  changing  world's 
growing  insecurity  and  unrest,  we  let  down  our  defenses 
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and  yield  ourselves  up  to  the  general  confusion,  if  we  fail 
to  face  squarely  the  fact  that  life  is  a  constant  challenge 
to  choose  between  the  worthless  and  basic  importances, 
if  we  fail  to  recognize  that  now  is  the  time  for  hoarding 
and  holding  in  our  hearts  the  worth-while  things — human 
dignity  and  integrity,  loyalty,  joy  and  laughter,  courage 
and  determination,  the  inspiration  of  great  music,  art, 
and  literature. 

Let  us  think  of  such  things  as  historical  and  philosophi- 
cal perspective,  of  artistic  and  literary  values,  not  as  lux- 
uries which  we  can  ill  afford,  but  as  fundamental  neces- 
sities. Let  us  preserve  what  the  human  race  has  already 
achieved  culturally,  and  strive  with  all  our  might  and 
main,  painfully  and  slowly  if  we  must,  to  build  on  that 
foundation  for  the  good  of  our  own  souls  and  for  the  sake 
of  coming  generations. 

Before  coming  to  speak  to  you,  I  asked  our  beloved 
Bishop  St.  George  Tucker,  whose  friendship  is  a  daily 
inspiration  to  my  husband  and  myself,  what  I  should  say 
to  you.  He  said,  "I  think  it  is  impossible  to  stress  too 
much  the  importance  of  the  simple  virtues,  the  seemingly 
little  things  in  our  daily  lives — good  manners  and  polite- 
ness in  a  pushing,  shoving  generation ;  human  warmth 
and  sympathy  in  an  age  of  indifference;  truthfulness  and 
honesty,  loyalty  and  consideration,  sincerity  and  earnest- 
ness, gentleness,  accuracy,  and  reliability — because  doing' 
and  being  these  things  is  what  Christianity  is." 

Beset  as  we  are  by  the  hands  of  the  clock,  hedged  about 
by  opportunities  and  importunities  that  tax  and  strain 
our  ingenuity,  our  patience,  our  courage,  our  stamina,  and 
our  religion,  too,  we  can't  just  throw  up  our  hands  and 
give  up  the  fight,  saying,  "This  is  too  much ;  life  is  too 
difficult,  or  too  tremendous,  or  too  exciting,  or  too  drab, 
or  too  tragic,  or  too  demanding,  or  too  any  one  of  the 
thousand  things  that  life  certainly  is."  We  as  Saint 
Mary's  girls  inherit  along  with  the  high  privilege  of  being 
Saint  Mary's  girls  the  higher  responsibility  of  being 
worthy  ones.  We  will  be  going  back  on  our  "raising"  if 
we  aren't.  My  husband  insists  one  can  tell  a  Saint  Mary's 
girl  as  far  as  he  can  see  her — and  he  isn't  positive  whether 
she  is  like  that  because  she  is  a  Saint  Mary's  girl  or  a 
Saint  Mary's  girl  because  she  is  like  that.  But,  in  either 
case,  a  Saint  Mary's  girl  is  something  to  be!  Now,  a  hall- 
mark as  unmistakable  as  that  calls  for  a  very  special 
type  of  loyalty,  doesn't  it  ?  Then  let  us  accept  the  chal- 
lenge of  life's  immensity  and  boldly  proclaim  our  faith 
that  by  the  self-discipline  that  comes  from  within  and 
gives  our  lives  precision  we  will  bridge  the  difference 
between  what  life  seems  and  what  it  can  be. 

And  now  in  a  ten-minute  talk,  having  quoted  the  Bible, 
Webster's  dictionary.  Bishop  Tucker,  Miss  Katie  McKim- 
muii,  Mr.  William  Shakespeare,  Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling, 
Mr.  Alexander  Pope,  Blanche  Manor,  and  my  husband — 
which  is  not  too  bad  for  one  who  is  only  a  pupil,  not  a 
graduate — I  venture  to  add  »  couplet  of  my  own: 

Her  life  is  shot  with  dark  who  does  not  know 
What  things  to  hoard,  what  things  she  must  let  go. 


Martha  Dabney  Jones,  '26 

MARTHA  DABNEY  JONES,  '26,  NAMED  DEAN 
AT  SAINT  MARY'S 

By  Sally  Digges 

The  announcement  of  the  appointment  of  Martha  Dab- 
ney Jones,  '26,  as  the  first  dean  of  Saint  Mary's  was  made 
at  commencement  by  Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  president. 
For  many  years  Miss  Florence  C.  Davis,  in  addition  to 
her  work  in  speech  and  theatre  arts,  which  she  will  con- 
tinue, has  faithfully  performed  many  of  a  dean's  duties, 
but  until  now  no  official  use  of  the  title  has  been  made 
at  Saint  Mary's. 

Miss  Jones,  the  daughter  of  the  Reverend  Dr.  E.  Ruffin 
Jones,  rector  of  Saint  Andrew's  Church  in  Norfolk,  Vir- 
ginia, is  an  alumna  of  Saint  Mary's,  a  graduate  of  Sweet 
Briar  College,  and  holds  her  M.A.  degree  from  the  Uni- 
versity of  North  Carolina,  where  she  has  done  an  addi- 
tional full  year  of  graduate  work.  For  two  years  she  did 
church  work  in  Oregon,  returning  East  to  teach  at  the 
Hannah  More  Academy,  from  which  she  came  to  Saint 
Mary's  in  1937  as  a  member  of  the  English  faculty.  At 
that  time  she  said,  "I  feel  that  I  am  coming  home."  Im- 
mediately both  students  and  faculty  felt  her  strong  influ- 
ence not  only  in  the  outstanding  quality  of  her  teaching, 
but  in  her  sympathetic  interest  in  the  girls  as  individuals 
and  in  the  school  as  a  whole. 

In  1943  she  was  granted  a  leave  of  absence  for  the  dura- 
tion of  the  war  to  join  the  WAC  as  an  enlisted  woman. 
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She  was  sent  abroad  in  the  spring  of  1944,  reaching  Nor- 
mandy shortly  after  D-Day.  For  a  year  she  was  in  Paris, 
where  she  helped  the  American  Army  find  employees 
among  the  civilian  population.  Very  recently  she  re- 
ceived the  Croix  de  Guerre  "pour  services  exceptionnels 
rendus  au  cours  des  operations  de  la  liberation  de  la 
France." 

In  addition  to  her  efficiency,  sound  judgment,  tolerance, 
and  justice,  Miss  Jones  has  other  qualities  which  make 
her  a  woman  unusually  suitable  for  leadership.  Her 
interests  are  broad.  She  has  great  personal  charm — and 
a  sense  of  humor. 


1945  CLASS  FUND 

The  news  for  the  Bulletin,  as  far  as  our  fund  goes,  is 
bad.  We  have  $72.00,  only  one-fourth  of  what  Ave  should 
have  for  this  year.  I'm  planning  to  conduct  a  hair-raising 
campaign  to  get  the  rest  immediately  after  graduation. 

Those  who  have  paid  their  fund  contributions  for  this 
year  are : 

Frances  Avera  Jane  Peete 

Susan  Caldwell  Martha  Stoney 

Ruth  Hayes  Florence  Tyler 

Sidney  Jones  Maria  Gregory 

p'eggy  Moran  -Roberta  Bryant 

Martha  Parker  Anna  Margaret  Moomaw 

Anna  Margaret  Moomaw 
Permanent  Treasurer,  Class  of  '45. 


1946  CLASS  FUND 

I  am  mighty  proud  of  our  '46  class  for  the  way  in  which 
they  have  "so  willingly"  paid  their  class  dues.  Thank 
you  all  so  much !  Thirty  girls  have  paid  dues  thus  far, 
and  here  is  a  list  of  their  names : 

Helen  Barnes  Mary  Spottswood  Baskervill 

Jane   Campbell  Helene  Carpenter  Blackwell 

Mildred  Chappell  Poncie  Dawson 


Nina  Mae  DeBerry 
Lulu  Hall  Vance 
Martha  Van  Patten 
Amie  Watkins 
Kathryn  Fulton 
Hetty  Goodwyu 
Christine  Gray 
Mary  Glen  Slater 
Hetty  Smith 
Emma  Katie  Guion 
Harriet  Guxdey 
Edith  Hamilton 


Beverly  Hancock 
Lib  Price  Hines 
Charlotte  Hoffmann 
Mary  Helen  James 
Sara  B.  Lee 
Ann  Lewis 
Dabney  Little 
Margo  Martin 
Beverly  Morrison 
Mary  Moulton 
Mary  Pinckney 
Loula  Rogers 


Out  of  a  class  of  50,  I  think  that's  quite  an  accomplish- 
ment. 

However,  I  do  wish  you  others  would  get  to  work  and 
send  me  your  $4.00.  We'd  love  to  have  a  100  per  cent 
record  for  the  year  1946-47.  Won't  you  please  hurry  and 
send  your  contribution  to  me?  I'll  be  glad  to  accept  it 
at  any  time  (the  sooner  the  better).  My  home  address 
is  1229  Second  St.,  S.W.,  Roanoke,  Va.  Come  on,  you 
slow  pokes,  help  us  out ! 

Kathryn  Fulton, 
Permanent  Treasurer,  Class  of  '46. 


1947  CLASS  FUND 

Following  in  the  footsteps  of  (he  three  preceding 
classes,  the  Class  of  '47  voted  to  establish  a  class  fund. 
Permanent  officers  of  the  class  will  be  Joan  Hassler  of 
Thomasville,  secretary,  and  Rose  Wallace  of  Chase  City, 
Va.,  treasurer. 

The  members  of  the  class  voted  to  pay  $4.00  dues  for 
the  next  three  years  to  their  treasurer.  Two  dollars  of 
this  amount  will  be  turned  over  to  the  alumnae  office  to 
pay  for  membership  dues  and  the  Bulletin;  and  the  other 
two  dollars  will  be  kept  by  the  treasurer.  At  their  re- 
union in  1950  the  class  will  vote  on  its  gift  and  present 
the  monev  to  the  school. 


Alumnae  Chapters 


RICHMOND,  VA. 

The  regular  spring  luncheon  meeting  of  the  Richmond 
Alumnae  Chapter  was  held  at  the  Franklin  Terrace  Tea 
Room  on  Saturday,  April  26.  Mrs.  Travis  William  Poole, 
president  of  the  chapter,  presided.  Guests  at  the  meeting 
were  Mrs.  Betsy  London  Cordon,  president  of  the  Alum- 
nae Association,  and  Miss  Alice  Hell,  alumnae  secretary. 

Following  the  luncheon  a  short  business  meeting  was 
held.  The  alumnae  present  voted  to  have  two  regular 
meetings  a  year,  one  in  the  fall  and  one  in  the  spring,  and 
also  voted  to  give  a  box  bush  to  Saint  Mary's. 

Mrs.  Cordon  and  Miss  Bell  talked  to  the  alumnae  about 
the  recent  improvements  in  the  grounds  of  the  school 
and  urged  everyone  to  attend  the  alumnae  functions  at 
commencement. 

The  present  officers  will  serve  for  another  year.  They 
are :  Helen  Montgomery  Poole,  president ;  Mildred  Chap- 
pell, vice-president;  Anne  Dickerson  Carleton,  secretary; 
and  Virginia  Noell  Riddle,  treasurer. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present  at  the  meeting : 


Mrs.  Travis  W.  Poole  (Helen  Montgomery,  '39),  Mildred 
Chappell,  '46,  Mrs.  George  Gilliam,  Jr.  (Beverly  Vann, 
'37),  Mrs.  Jackson  M.  Sneed  (Emily  Burgwyn,  '25),  Mrs. 
John  M.  Weber  (Olivia  Mobley,  '26),  Elizabeth  Thomas, 
'29,  Mrs.  Grice  McMullan  (Elizabeth  Wood,  '25),  Evelyn 
H.  Jackson,  '10,  Ellen  French  McCann,  '44,  Virginia  Hart, 
'44,  Mrs.  Leland  L.  Miller  (Emma  Bouknight,  '14),  Mrs. 
James  W.  Dodd  (Frances  Walker,  '14),  Mrs.  George  Scott 
Barnard,  Jr.  (Martha  Dorothy  Diggs,  '38),  Mrs.  Richard 
J.  Jones,  Jr.  (Helen  Royster,  '41),  Mrs,  James  M.  Cole- 
man, Jr.  (Mary  Barrow,  '36),  Mrs.  Cassins  M.  Chichester 
(Virginia  Page,  '18),  Mrs.  James  Read  Branch  (Helen 
Noell,  '38),  Mrs.  George  L.  White,  Jr.  (Elizabeth  Young, 
'37),  Muriel  C.  Robinson,  '43  (Bus.),  Leila  A.  Morrison, 
'41,  Dorothy  L.  Barrett,  '42,  Mrs.  William  I).  Carleton 
(Anne  Dickerson,  '36),  Mrs.  Aubrey  L.  Williams  (Sallie 
C.  Savage,  '15),  and  Mary  L.  Hardin.  '41. 

Anne  Dickerson  Carleton, 

Secretary. 


21 


Saint  Mary's  School 


HENDERSON 

The  Henderson  Alumnae  Chapter  met  at  the  home  of 
Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis  on  Wednesday  afternoon,  May  21. 
Guests  at  the  meeting  were  Mrs.  Betsy  London  Cordon, 
president  of  the  Alumnae  Association,  Mrs.  William  Per- 
son, and  the  alumnae  secretary. 

Mrs.  A.  G.  Borden,  Jr.,  president  of  the  chapter,  read 
a  letter  received  from  Mr.  Charles  A.  Tucker  telling 
about  the  box  bushes  in  front  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Chapel 
that  were  being  given  by  alumnae  chapters.  The  mem- 
bers present  voted  to  give  one  of  the  box  bushes. 

Xew  officers  were  elected.  Serving  for  the  next  year 
will  be:  Mrs.  John  Davis,  '43,  president ;  Miss  Maria  Legg, 
'44,  secretary ;  and  Miss  Ethel  Crowder,  '28,  treasurer. 

Mrs.  Cordon  and  Miss  Alice  Bell  discussed  the  plans 
for  Commencement  and  urged  the  Henderson  Alumnae 
to  attend.  Mrs.  Person  told  about  the  work  of  the  En- 
trance and  Wall  Committee. 

Alumnae  present  at  the  meeting  were :  Mrs.  R.  G.  S. 
Davis  (Mary  Shuford,  '10),  Mrs.  R,  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.  (Mary 
Richardson,  '38),  Mrs.  A.  G.  Borden.  Jr.  (Elizabeth 
Toepleman,  '41),  Mrs.  Isham  Bagley  (Ann  Stevenson, 
'35),  Mrs.  James  Allison  Cooper  (Frances  Cheatham,  '17), 
Mrs.  C.  H.  Eppes  (Helen  Peoples,  '15),  Claudia  Hunter, 
'02,  Mrs.  Robert  Johnson  (Pauline  MeXeny,  '43),  Maria 
Legg,  '44,  Billie  Rose,  '39,  and  Mrs.  H.  P.  White  (Lucile 
Brady,  '11). 

Following  the  business  meeting  the  alumuae  and  guests 
enjoyed  an  informal  tea. 


SCOTLAND  NECK 

The  Scotland  Neck  Alumnae  Chapter  met  on  Wednes- 
day, May  14,  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Richard  House,  Jr., 
president.  The  group  talked  about  the  work  being  done 
on  the  campus  of  Saint  Mary's,  and  enjoyed  a  social  hour. 

New  officers  were  elected,  and  Miss  Nannie  Lamb,  '14, 
was  named  president.  Mrs.  Richard  House,  '40,  was 
elected  secretary. 

GREENSBORO 

The  Greensboro  Alumnae  Chapter  gave  a  dessert  bene- 
fit bridge  party  during  April  at  the  home  of  Julia  Clark, 
president.  Fifteen  tables  were  in  play,  and  the  club  made 
$30.00,  which  was  presented  to  the  Alumnae  Association 
at  the  General  Meeting  on  May  31  by  Mrs.  Thomas  Tur- 
ner, past  chapter  president  and  newly  elected  member 
of  the  Alumnae  Council. 

Members  in  charge  of  arranging  tables  were :  Julia 
Clark,  '43,  Walker  Dillard,  '43,  Mary  Lynn  Lewis,  '44, 
Corinne  Grimsley,  '45  (H.S.),  Betty  Nutt,  '44  (H.S.), 
Margaret  Stone,  '43,  Mrs.  Thomas  Turner  (Mary  Eliza- 
beth Nolan,  '21),  Mrs.  Stark  S.  Dillard  (Alice  Walker, 
'21),  Mrs.  John  McNeill  Smith  (Louise  Jordan,  '39),  Mrs. 
William  L.  Beerman,  Jr.  (Elizabeth  Thorne,  '42,  H.S.), 
Mrs.  M.  E.  Halford  (Mollie  MacGill,  '26),  Mrs.  Walter 
L.  Holt,  Mrs.  Alex  Stanford  (Jennie  Trotter,  '27),  Mrs. 
Burke  McConnell  (Doris  Chamblee,  '31),  and  Mrs.  Forest 
Kelly  (Barbara  Henderson,  '31). 


Class  News 


1879 


Ella  Tew  Lindsay  (Mrs.  W.  E.)  is  living  at  520  Glen- 
dalyn  St..  Spartanburg,  S.  C.  She  writes:  "I  was  so  glad 
to  get  the  last  two  issues  of  the  Bulletin.  I  enjoy  them 
greatly  as  they  keep  me  in  touch  with  my  beloved  Saint 
Mary's.  1  especially  enjoy  news  of  the  alumnae.  1  am 
thi'  oldest  living  graduate  of  Saint  Mary's  as  our  class, 
1879,  was  the  first  to  receive  diplomas,  and  my  four  fel- 
low classmates,  Lucy  Battle  Cobb,  Eliza  Smedes  Knox, 
Josephine  Myers  Jones,  and  Kate  Cheshire  are  all  gone. 
I  am  enclosing  my  loyalty  money  for  the  Alumnae  Asso- 
ciation." 

1897 

Nan  G  Clark  is  living  in  Tarboro.  She  writes:  "1  was 
the  only  boarder  at  Saint  Mary's  to  graduate  in  the  Class 
of  1897;  all  the  others  were  from  Raleigh." 

Theodora  Marshall  Cameron  (Mrs.  Duncan  II.)  is  living 
at  815  Alameda  Blvd.,  Coronado,  Cal. 

1907 

Louise  Hill  Bower  (Mrs.  John  ('.)  is  living  in  Lexing- 
ton, X.  C. 

Rosa  Heath  Long  (Mrs.  W.  Lunsford)  of  Warrenton, 
X.  C,  visited  Saint  Mary's  in  April.  She  is  president  of 
tin'  Warrenton  Alumnae  Chapter,  ami  was  present  at  the 
alumnae  meeting  and  luncheon  mi  May  31. 


1912 


Elizabeth  Hughes  is  living  at  216  Fleming  St.,  Hender- 
sonville,  X.  C.  She  still  has  a  kindergarten  and  says  that 
"it's  lots  of  fun  and  work." 

1915 

Peneie  Warren  is  now  living  at  410  Fairfax  Ave.,  Nor- 
folk 7,  Va. 

1917 

Nellie  Cooper  Rose  Conger  (Mrs.  Joseph  H.)  is  living 
at  105  W.  King  St.,  Edenton.  Her  daughter,  Martha,  will 
graduate  from  Saint  Mary's  in  June,  and  her  son,  Joe,  Jr., 
was  married  on  April  12  to  Ruth  Bond,  '42,  of  Tarboro. 

Rubie  Thorn  Hudson  (Mrs.  Harry)  is  living  at  107 
Grover  St.,  Shelby.  She  writes :  "I'm  still  teaching,  and 
am  now  principal  of  the  Graham  School  in  Shelby.  My 
daughter,  Fannie  Mae,  is  hoping  to  be  graduated  from 
Saint  Mary's  in  June.  I'll  be  right  there  for  the  reunion 
of  the  Class  of  1917." 

Golda  Judd  Walker  (Mrs.  H.  G.)  is  living  at  902  W. 
South  St.,  Raleigh.  She  writes :  "I  have  four  children. 
The  three  oldest  girls  are  married,  and  there  are  three 
grandchildren.  Our  son  was  in  the  Air  Corps,  and  is  now 
a  student  at  State  College.  I'm  the  Senior  General  Clerk 
in  Dr.  G.  M.  Cooper's  Preventive  Medical  Department  at 
the  X.  C.  State  Board  of  Health." 
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Ethel  ('.  Yates  is  living  at  Court  Inn,  Camden,  S.   C. 

She  manages  a  privately  owned  club  at  the  headwaters 

of  the  Hudson  River  in  the  Adirondacks  during  the  sum- 

'    mer,  and  runs  the  Court  Inn  in  Camden  during  the  winter. 

The  address  for  Alice  C.  Latham  Joslin  (Mrs.  Philip 
W.)  is  Main  Street,  Oxford,  Massachusetts.  She  has  one 
son,  Samuel  Latham  Joslin,  aged  12. 

The  address  for  Elmira  Jenkins  is  417  Roanoke  Ave., 
Roanoke  Rapids,  N.  C. 

Georgia  Poster  Fawcett  is  living  in  Savannah,  Ga.  Her 
address  there  is  Nathanael  Green  Villa,  Community 
Building. 

1919 

Selma  Fishel  Johnston  (Mrs.  Paul  A.)  is  living  in  Lit- 
tleton, N.  C. 

1920 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Katherine   Batts   Salley    (Mrs. 
;    W.  C.  Salley),  1600  W.  49th  St.,  Norfolk  8,  Virginia. 
Dear  Twenty-five  of  Twenty: 

I  have  been  reading  all  the  Class  Letters  to  date  and  I 
find  the  old  ones  much  more  interesting  than  those  of  late 
years.    I  fear  I'm  slipping. 

I  went  over  all  of  them  to  give  you  the  information 
here  enclosed.  Millieent  suggested  it  in  her  sassy  let- 
ter— the  first.  She  wanted  a  life  history  of  each,  but  for 
various  reasons  it  is  not  feasible.  If  someone  whose  hus- 
band has  a  mimeographing  machine  would  inveigle  his 
;  secretary  into  cutting  the  stencil  and  running  off  the 
i  letter,  we  would  have  longer  and  better  class  letters.  I 
could  cut  the  stencil  myself,  but  it  might  suffer  in  transit. 
i  I  have  tried  this  afternoon  to  find  a  machine  I  could  use, 
,  but  no  soap!  (Milly  is  fine  and  sends  lots  of  love.  She 
goes  to  Saint  Mary's  now  and  then  and  comments  suc- 
'    cinctly.) 

Sara  wrote  in  March,  as  she  says,  "while  I've  got  you 
and  the  <  'lass  Letter  on  my  mind.  "It's  about  the  same 
old  story  with  me — haven't  done  anything  startling. 
Charles,  Jr.,  got  home  from  the  Navy  last  May  and  is 
going  to  Clemson  as  a  day  student.  Cherry  is  finishing 
high  school.  I've  enjoyed  the  concerts  at  Clemson  this 
winter." 

Eugenia  wrote  at  Christmas  and  also  a  card  the  other 
day.  She  goes  to  Savannah  for  the  winter,  but  they  are 
back  in  Bangor  early  this  year.  Her  boys  are  young 
enough  to  keep  her  busy. 

Pauline  has  had  a  very  full  year.  "My  oldest  daughter 
graduated  from  Wittenberg  College  last  June,  was  mar- 
ried in  August,  and  is  now  teaching  in  Springfield  while 
her  husband  (president  of  the  Senior  Class)  finishes  his 
work.  My  son  was  married  in  October  to  a  member  of 
our  church  (two  church  weddings),  my  youngest  daugh- 
ter will  graduate  from  high  school  in  June,  my  father 
.  died,  our  church  burned  its  mortgage  and  will  celebrate 
its  75th  year  in  a  three-day  ceremony  in  June." 

Last  May  came  an  announcement  of  Bettie  London 
Wooten's  marriage — May  11.  In  her  recent  letter,  Lucy 
London  adds,  ".  .  .  and  is  living  in  Greenville,  S.  C.  I 
spent  a  week-end  there  in  January,  and  besides  enjoying 
the  attention  Bettie  and  Bill  gave  me  I  had  a  grand  time 


with  Susanne  Pegues.  Tommy,  Jr.,  is  16,  and  Lucy  Lynn 
is  eight.  Life  is  never  even  quiet,  much  less  dull,  here. 
Guess  who  is  my  neighbor?  Bay  Cruikshank.  Her  daugh- 
ter, Clair,  and  my  Lucy  play  together.  Remember  how 
we  used  to  nurse  her?     And  now  she  nurses  for  me." 

Jane  Toy  writes,  "The  chief  event  of  the  year  for  us 
was  John's  discharge  from  the  Navy  last  July.  He 
entered  Harvard  in  September  and  has  had  a  good  year 
there:  he  finds  the  work  quite  hard,  but  has  qualified  as 
a  candidate  for  honors.  Toy  went  away  to  school  last 
fall,  too — a  school  near  Newton,  Pa.  It's  just  25  miles 
from  here.  I  was  sorry  it  couldn't,  be  Saint  Mary's,  but 
the  family  has  been  represented  there  by  Calvert's  daugh- 
ter, Beth.  ...  1  was  in  Chapel  Hill  for  a  short  time  last 
summer  and  am  going  down  in  May  to  help  Mother  make 
plans  for  moving.  She  is  remarkably  well  .  .  .  and  has 
at  last  accepted  an  offer  for  her  house  and  will  be  moving 
around  Jul}-  1.  A  new  bus  station  has  been  built  across 
the  street,  and  business  is  rapidly  taking  over  the  neigh- 
borhood. You  would  hardly  recognize  Chapel  Hill  for 
the  quiet  little  village  we  used  to  know  and  love.  ...  A 
visit  last  September  from  Mary  and  Charles  McNitt  and 
Mildred.  Charles  has  old  friends  here  who  are  friends 
of  ours.  We  all  had  dinner  together.  Mary  and  Mildred 
were  lovely  as  ever,  and  I  think  I  can  safely  say  that 
Charles  is  a  candidate  for  the  position  of  'Handsomest 
Husband'  of  the  Class  of  1920.     And  awfully  nice,  too!" 

Catherine  Miller  Thomas  says,  "1  get.  up  to  Saint 
Mary's  fairly  often  now  that  Catherine  is  there.  Mary 
is  in  Richmond  working.  Teddy  is  going  to  Atlantic 
Christian  College  this  year  so  lie  can  be  at  home.  T 
haven't  seen  any  of  the  Class  of  '20  lately,  but  1  did  see 
Susan  Smith  Chapman  and  Bonie  Bowne  Wall  in  Hen- 
derson at  the  Auxiliary  meeting.  Susan  seems  quite  well 
and  had  such  a  lovely  speaking  voice  over  the  loud 
speaker." 

Moke  sent  a  copy  of  the  Slaughter  family  Christmas 
letter,  which  told  me  about  the  family  summer  vacation. 
Moke  had  a  trip  to  Massachusetts,  and  they  all  went  gal- 
avanting  off  to  Michigan.  (Butch  is  a  graduate  of  the 
University  of  Michigan.)  Ned  is  at  Woodberry  Forest. 
Mary,  12,  is  changing  from  the  little-girl  to  the  bobby-sox 
age.  Athletics  are  still  her  dish.  Alexander,  now  9,  is 
very  tall  for  his  age  and  somewhat  on  the  thin  and  wiry 
side.  In  her  letter  last  week  Moke  added  that  Nina  vis- 
ited her  last  fall.  "She  and  I  spent  a  whole  day  together 
■while  Dick  attended  to  business.  I  was  in  New  York  at 
the  time  her  Julia  was  born,  and  now  Julia  is  a  sopho- 
more at  Smith  College  and  this  is  the  first  time  I've  seen 
Nina  since.     We  did  have  the  best  time." 

I  had  a  card  from  Rene  at  Christinas,  but  she  didn't 
say  much.  Moke's  cousin,  Rev.  Moultrie  Guerry  (my 
rector)  saw  her  last  summer,  and  everybody  says  how 
wonderful  she  is  and  what  brilliant  and  attractive  daugh- 
ters she  has ! 

I  had  cards  from  Nancy  and  Catharine  Boyd  too  (at 
Christmas),  but  now  I  can't  find  them.  Marianne  (C's 
oldest)  is  also  in  New  York,  but  where  Nancy's  Sanimi? 
is,  for  the  life  of  me,  I  can't  remember. 

As  Jane  said,  Mary  Yellott  was  in  the  East  in  the  late 
summer.  George  is  at  Episcopal  High,  Mary  Virginia  at 
Stephens   College   in   Columbia,   Mo.,   and   Mildred   is   in 
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New  York  working.  Mary  wrote  at  Christmas,  "My  life 
here  centers  around  my  job  as  President  of  the  Reno 
Cancer  Examination  Center.  Plum  in  the  pudding  was 
a  recent  trip  to  Biloxi,  Miss.,  to  the  Cancer  Convention 
there.  I  was  a  delegate,  and  Charles  went  along  'just  for 
the  ride.'  It  was  fun.  and  we  loved  New  Orleans — my 
first  trip  there.  ...  I  saw  Sublett  in  Scarsdale  in  Sep- 
tember. She  said  that  Jack  (a  Captain)  was  in  Okinawa, 
and  she  was  planning  to  join  him  there."  (Sublett  wrote 
me  just  before  she  left,  but  I  don't  remember  its  being 
Okinawa.) 

If  any  of  you  come  to  the  Jamestown  Pageant,  be  sure 
to  let  me  know.  We  are  locating  here  permanently,  we 
think.  Callier  is  perfectly  happy  practicing  medicine 
and  likes  his  colleagues.  George  goes  to  high  school  next 
year.    He's  like  nobody  I  know. 

I  am  sending  a  list  of  the  children  (when  they  were 
born)  as  Millicent  asked,  to  those  who  have  written  and 
possibly  a  few  others.  I  am  copying  them  myself ;  so 
won't  do  all  twenty-five.  However,  if  anyone  wants  One, 
just  drop  me  a  card. 

Love  and  best  wishes  to  each  and  every  one — and  let's 
get  together  in  1950. 

Katherinc  Batts  Salley. 

1921 
Dorothy  Kirkland  Philips  (Mrs.  H.  K.)  is  living  at  151 
Hawthorne  Ave.,  Glen  Ridge.  X.  J. 

1922 

Eugene  Marion  Wise  Ritzert  (Mrs.  John)  is  living  in 
Lincolnton,  and  is  General  Field  Representative  in  North 
Carolina  for  the  Southeastern  Area  of  the  American  Red 
Cross. 

Hilda  Grace  Turrentine  Lamb  (Mrs.  James  MacRae) 
is  living  at  910  W.  Edwards  Ave.,  Kinston.  She  writes : 
"I  became  a  mother  and  a  grandmother  last  year.  1  have 
a  son  fourteen  months  old  and  a  grandson  ten  months 
old.  Their  names  are  James  MacRae  Lamb,  Jr.,  and  Wil- 
liam T.  Mitchell." 

Julia  Winston  Ashworth  Smith  (Mrs.  Raymond  D.)  is 
living  at  1  Fountain  Square,  Larchmont,  New  York.  She 
writes :  "I  am  happily  married  to  Raymond  D.  Smith  from 
Greensboro,  N.  C,  who  is  with  the  Vick  Chemical  Co.  in 
New  York  City.  We  have  three  children — Raymond,  Jr., 
14,  Julie,  12,  and  a  four-year-old  redhead,  Betsy  (named 
for  Betsy  Bellou  Hutcheson,  '23).  I'd  love  to  see  any 
Saint  Mary's  girls,  known  or  unknown,  when  they  are  in 
New  York." 

Eva  Lee  Glass  Appleby  is  living  at  1085  Park  Ave, 
New  York  28,  N.  Y. 

1923 

The  Class  of  '23  extends  sympathy  to  Evelyn  Way. 
whose  mother  died  on  April  1  in  Oxford,  Miss.  Mrs.  Way 
was  the  widow  of  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Warren  W.  Way, 
formerly  rector  of  Saint  -Mary's.  The  funeral  was  held 
on  Good  Friday  afternoon  at  Tryon,  N.  C.  Sympathy  is 
also  extended  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Warren  Way,  Jr.,  of  Char- 
lotte. Mrs.  Way  is  the  former  Ann  Lawrence,  '26,  of 
Raleigh. 


1925  ' 
Emily  Burgwyn  Sneed  (Mrs.  Jackson  M.)  was  present 
at  the  Richmond  Alumnae  Chapter  meeting  and  agreed 
to  act  as  secretary  for  the  class  of  1925.  She  is  teaching 
at  St.  Christopher's  School  in  Richmond,  and  her  address 
is  33  West  Lock  Lane,  Apt.  4,  Richmond  21,  Va.  She 
writes :  "In  three  years  we  will  celebrate  our  25th  anni- 
versary, and  our  class  should  make  definite  plans  for  a 
big  reunion  at  Saint  Mary's  in  1950." 

1926 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Cleave  Shore  Dodd  (Mrs.  Sim), 
312  North  Torrey  Avenue,  Ocala,  Fla. 
Dear  Class  of  '26 : 

Margaret  Bullitt  Cardwell  (Mrs.  Guy  A.)  writes:  "No, 
C-Shore,  no  special  news  here.  The  children  grow  up  and 
I  do  housework  and  cooking,  besides  sewing  and  garden- 
ing a  bit.  Guy  is  going  to  teach  in  the  second  summer 
school  at  Chapel  Hill ;  so  we'll  all  be  there  for  about  five 
weeks  at  the  end  of  the  summer,  but  I'm  afraid  there  is 
no  chance  of  my  getting  to  commencement  at  Saint 
Mary's."  Her  address  is  still  Burnt  Mills,  Silver  Springs, 
Maryland. 

Ruth  Loaring  Clark,  Kent  School,  Denver,  Col.,  says, 
"I  know  no  news !  I'm  teaching  French  and  enjoying  it. 
Hope  to  spend  a  lazy  summer  in  Tennessee." 

Dottie  Daugherty  Rankin  (Mrs.  J.  B.)  has  moved.  Her 
new  address  is  Box  1254,  Yuma,  Arizona.  Her  husband 
is  Lt.  Col.  James  Bates  Rankin. 

Martha  Dabney  Jones  writes  from  Saint  Mary's  that 
she  talked  to  Sylbert  Pendleton  recently,  but 'that  neither 
had  any  news  to  pass  along. 

Katherine  Hosmer  has  moved  to  Basking  Ridge,  New 
Jersey.  Kay  writes :  "I've  just  bought  an  old,  old,  but 
modernized  house  in  this  quaint  village  and  am  in  the 
throes  of  moving.  It  is  the  same  school  district,  and  my 
job  is  the  same.  Capt.  Allis  Hussey  (faculty  1930-32) 
visited  me  on  furlough  in  February." 

Musette  Kitchin  Dunn  (Mrs.  Sam  Arrington)  of  En- 
field, N.  ('.,  says,  "I  have  two  daughters,  Musette,  nine 
years  old.  and  Marietta,  who  is  five." 

Mary  Robena  Nicholson,  of  Salisbury,  N.  C,  writes:  "I 
still  have  the  same  name  and  same  address.  I  don't  know 
any  news,  but  one  day  I'm  going  to  get  to  Florida  and 
stop  by  for  a  chat  with  you." 

I  am  still  trying  to  get  all  the  Class  of  1926  to  write 
twice  a  year;  so  if  you  did  not  make  it  this  time,  please 
don't  fail  me  next  time.  My  address  is  still  312  North 
Torrey  Ave..  Ocala,  Fla.  Frances  Greene  Robertson  (Mrs. 
Chester)  has  moved  to  Ocala  and  has  one  daughter,  Helen 
Marie.  Sybil  Lytic,  of  Weirsdale,  married  an  Ocala  boy, 
Sam  L.  Pyles,  and  they  are  now  living  in  Wildwood,  Fla. 
These  are  the  only  two  S.M.S.  girls  it  has  been  my  pleas- 
ure to  see  lately.  I  have  just  returned  from  our  Diocesan 
Convention  and  have  been  re-elected  to  act  as  Diocesan 
Church  Periodical  Club  Director  for  South  Florida — my 
seventh  term.     This  is  all  for  this  time. 

All  of  the  Class  of  1926,  please  write  me. 

Sincerely, 

Cleve  Shore  Dodd. 

*     #     # 

Grace  Eeaman  Van  Leer  (Mrs.  Anthony  Wayne)  is 
living  at  415  Highland  Drive,  Kenwood,  Chevy  Chase  15, 
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Maryland.     She  and  her  daughter,  Elizabeth  Wayne,  age 
four,  visited  Saint  Mary's  in  April. 

1927 

Sallie  Satterthwaite  Parker  (Mrs.  A.  Robert)  is  living 
in  Macclesfield,  N.  C,  and  is  teaching  at  the  Crisp  School 
in  Macclesfield. 

Alice  Acton  Shirley  (Mrs.  L.  M.)  is  living  at  2515  Clark 
Avenue,  Raleigh. 

Louise  Joyner  Pulley  (Mrs.  Prank  E.)  is  living  at  2110 
Grove  Avenue,  Richmond,  Va.,  but  after  July  1  her  ad- 
dress will  be  c/o  Cadet  Chapel,  United  States  Military 
Academy,  "West  Point,  New  York.  For  the  past  two  years 
her  husband  has  been  Rector  of  the  Church  of  the  Holy 
Comforter  in  Richmond,  but  he  was  recently  appointed 
Cadet  Chaplain  at  the  Military  Academy. 

Sally  Maud  Lancaster  Donnel  (Mrs.  W.  L.)  is  living  at 
5509  9th  St.,  N.W.,  Washington,  D.  C.  She  writes:  "Am 
playing  nursemaid  to  my  40  pounds  of  atomic  energy — 
Would  like  to  be  at  Saint  Mary's  for 
but  am  planning  a  little  vacation  in 
the  Poconos  with  my  family  at  that  time." 

Edna  Harris  Dixon  (Mrs.  John  D.)  is  living  at  200  W. 
Church  St.,  Parmville,  N.  C.  She  has  a  son,  Johnnie,  aged 
seven,  and  a  daughter,  Edna  Faust  11  (Su-Su),  aged  two. 

Erma  Williams'  address  is  Box  318,  Kenansville,  N.  C. 
She  writes :  "1  taught  English  in  N.  C.  and  W.  Va.  high 
schools  from  1933  to  '42.  Have  worked  in  the  Waccamaw 
Bank  and  Trust  Co.  here  since  June,  1942,  and  am  now 
Assistant  Cashier." 

Margaret  Burckmyer's  address  is  Box  513,  Beaufort, 
S.  C.  She  had  been  working  at  the  U.  S.  Naval  Hospital, 
Parris  Island,  S.  C,  since  October,  1942. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Mathis  Dunbar  (Mrs.  A.  O.)  is  living 
in  Ellenton,  S.  C.  She  is  busy  teaching  school  and  taking 
care  of  her  two  children. 

Virginia  Evans  Puller  (Mrs.  Lewis  Burwell)  is  living 
at  1501  Jefferson  Ave.,  New  Orleans,  La.  She  writes : 
"My  husband  is  a  colonel  in  the  Marine  Corps,  and  we 
are  finding  New  Orleans  a  most  interesting  and  cordial 
city.  We  have  three  children — Virginia,  seven  years  old, 
and  twins,  Martha  Leigh  and  Lewis  Burwell,  Jr.,  two 
years  old." 

Tryntje  Swartwood  Rollinson  (Mrs.  S.  Harrison,  Jr.) 
is  living  at  "Mountain  Foot,"  West  Orange,  New  Jersey. 
She  has  three  children — T.  Carroll,  10,  Simeon  H.,  eight, 
and  Judith  S.,  three.  She  and  her  husband  visited  Saint 
Mary's  in  April. 

Frances  Brown  Cooper  (Mrs.  Junius  H.)  is  living  at  42 
Wychewood  Rd.,  Memphis,  Tenn. 

Fannie  Aiken  Keegan  (Mrs.  Thomas  Edward)  is  living 
on  St.  Simon's  Island,  Ga. 

Members  of  the  Class  of  '27  who  attended  commence- 
ment exercises  at  Saint  Mary's  were  Helen  Dortch  Pen- 
dleton, Rebecca  Waddell  O'Hanlon,  Frances  Brown 
Cooper,  Sallie  Satterthwaite  Parker,  and  Edna  Faust 
Harris  Dixon. 

1928 
Martha   Dabney  Jones,  '26,  went  to  Hampton,   Va.,  in 
March  to  be  godmother  at  the  christening  of  Ree  Garrett 
Hodges'  youngest  child,  Bill,  age  one.     Ree's  other  chil- 
dren are  Harriet,  seven,  and  Julia,  four.     Ree's  husband, 


Bill,  is  working  at  Langley  Field.  The  Hodges,  unable 
to  find  living  quarters  that  fitted  their  family,  have 
bought  a  farm  on  which  there  are  two  houses,  neither  of 
them  the  right  size.  The  members  of  the  family  are  at 
present  divided  between  the  two  houses.  Ree  probably 
misses  the  covered  ways  of  her  Saint  Mary's  days.  Ree's 
address  is:  Mrs.  William  W.  Hodges,  Rockwell  Road  Ex- 
tended, Hampton,  Va. 

Mary  Rogers  Anderson  (Mrs.  P.  W.)  is  living  in  Mont- 
gomery, Ala.  She  and  her  daughter,  Sally,  visited  in 
Raleigh  in  February. 

1930 
Helen  Gaither  Morrisette  (Mrs.  Major  M.)  is  living  in 
Norfolk,  Va.    Her  address  is  Apt.  B-l,  Colonial  Hall  Apts., 
3412  Colonial  Ave.,  Norfolk  8. 

1932 

Elsa  Rose  Griffin  (Mrs.  James  Lanier,  Jr.)  is  living  on 
Sirrine  Drive,  Greenville,  S.  C.  She  writes :  "My  husband 
and  I  have  been  married  for  eight  years  and  have  two 
children,  James  Lanier  Griffin,  III,  who  is  six  years  old, 
and  Elsa  Rose  Griffin,  who  is  four  years  old.  As  to  what 
I  have  been  doing,  nothing  but  enjoying  life  since  we 
have  been  home  from  the  Navy." 

Helene  Battle  Willing-ham  Thompson  (Mrs.  Alexander 
Frank)  is  living  at  310  East  66th  St.,  New  York  City. 
She  writes :  "We  are  living  in  New  York  temporarily 
while  my  husband  completes  a  residency  in  surgery  at 
the  Presbyterian  Hospital  of  the  Columbia  Medical  Cen- 
ter. I  am  working  in  the  children's  department  of  the 
New  York  Public  Library." 

1936 

Martha  Ann  Farmer  Martin  (Mrs.  Daniel  A.)  has 
moved  from  Raleigh  to  Greensboro,  where  her  address  is 
2404  Lafayette  St. 

Margaret  Ricks  Clay  (Mrs.  James  Hill)  is  living  at 
1167  S.  Hawthorne,  Winston-Salem.  Her  son,  James  Hill, 
Jr.,  will  be  four  years  old  in  September. 

Rosemary  Home  von  Roth  (Mrs.  R.  F.)  is  living  in 
Englewood,  N.  J. 

Suzanne  Weeks  LaRoque  (Mrs.  Oscar  Kent,  Jr.)  is  liv- 
ing on  Carolina  Circle  in  Winston-Salem. 

Ann  Whitaker  Bulloch  (Mrs.  William  D.)  is  living  in 
Chapel  Hill. 

1937 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Janet  Lawrence  Holmes  (Mrs. 
Thomas  H.),  Quarters  No.  9.  Ft.  Hayes,  Columbus,  Ohio. 
Dear  Class  of  '37  : 

It  is  hard  to  realize  that  it  has  been  ten  years  since  we 
graduated  from  Saint  Mary's.  Most  of  you  from  whom 
I  heard  plan  to  attend  the  reunion,  and  I  hope  many  more 
will  come. 

Tootsie  Martin  Harney  (Mrs.  W.  Capehart)  has  a 
second  child,  a  girl,  named  Anne  Martin,  born  April  14. 
Tootsie  says  her  baby  resembles  no  one  she's  ever  seen 
before  and  looks  as  though  she'll  be  a  redhead.  The 
Harney  household  must  be  crowded  indeed  with  four 
people  in  one  room!  .  .  .  and  the  housing  situation  only 
seems  to  get  worse. 
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Helen  Rose  Witten  Duffy  (Mrs.  George)  hopes  to  get 
to  the  reunion  and  wishes  that  we  could  make  it  the 
occasion  for  a  big  baby  party  and  bring  all  the  children. 
She  says  about  her  twins :  "Paul  and  Catherine  are  mak- 
ing sentences  now  and  have  cut  their  teeth,  thank 
heaven !" 

Jervey  Quintard  Wyatt-Brown  (Mrs.  Hunter,  Jr.)  is 
living  at  406  Marlborough  St.,  Sewanee,  Tenn.  She  has 
three  children — Diana,  Hunter  III,  and  Elizabeth,  who 
was  born  on  January  4.  She  writes  that  her  sister,  Mary 
Shepherd  (Mrs.  Charles  Wyatt-Brown),  '39,  is  living  in 
Wayeross,  6a.,  and  has  two  children,  Alexandra,  five, 
and  Darrell,  three. 

Betty  Scott  is  living  at  1313  Hillsboro  St.,  Raleigh,  and 
working  for  Carolina  Power  and  Light  Co.  She  writes 
the  wonderful  news  that  she  is  engaged  to  William  P. 
Duff,  Jr.  The  date  for  the  wedding  had  not  been  set 
when  she  wrote. 

Kathryn  Fleming  Sherwood  (Mrs.  George)  is  living  in 
Wilson.  She  says  she  knows  no  news,  but  hopes  to  be 
at  the  reunion. 

Mary  Taylor  Hinnant  Mosier  (Mrs.  David  W.)  writes 
from  Greenville,  X.  C. :  "Am  certainly  looking  forward 
to  the  reunion  and  will  do  my  best  to  be  there.  We  have 
another  son,  William  Hinnant  Mosier,  born  February  11  — 
one  girl  and  two  boys — a  houseful.  I  am  surrounded  by 
diapers  and  bottles." 

Betty  Farrar  Tucker  (Mrs.  Bradford  S.)  gives  her  pres- 
ent address  as  4529  Osage  Ave.,  Philadelphia  43.  Pa.  She 
has  one  son,  Charles,  who  keeps  her  going  at  full  pace. 
She  and  Brad  have  just  bought  a  house  in  Gladwyne  and 
will  move  in  September. 

Jessie  Skinner  Gaither  (Mrs.  Ernest  J.)  enjoys  living 
in  High  Point  and  says  that  her  Jess  seems  a  big  boy  now 
and  is  "talking  and  going  everywhere." 

Janet  McDonnell  Warner  (Mrs.  James  R, )  has  just 
moved  to  Oxford,  where  her  husband  is  with  Burlington 
Mills.  Her  address  is  414  Hancock  St.  She  wrote  that 
Helen  Kose  Duffy  had  been  to  see  her  and  brought  her 
precious  twins.    Janet's  boy,  Jay,  is  eight  months  old. 

Beverly  Vann  Gilliam  (Mrs.  George,  Jr.)  has  been  liv- 
ing in  Richmond  in  a  brand  new  apartment  at  4915  Cham- 
berlayne  Ave.,  since  February.  George  is  with  Liggett 
and  Myers  Tobacco  Co.,  and  they  like  their  new  home 
very  much.  She  has  two  daughters,  Betsy,  3%,  and 
Alicia,  almost  two.  Beverly  wrote  that  she  had  been  to 
an  alumnae  meeting  recently  and  had  seen  Lib  Young 
White  (Mrs.  George),  Ann  Dickerson  Carleton  (Mrs.  Wil- 
liam D.),  and  Mary  Barrow  Coleman  (Mrs.  James  M.,  Jr.). 

Ann  Whaling  Eadie  (Mrs.  R.  Dan)  is  planning  to  come 
from  her  home  in  Nashville,  Tenn.,  to  visit  her  family  in 
Winston-Salem  this  month  and.  if  possible,  will  be  present 
I'm-  the  reunion.  She  writes:  "I  stay  busy  housekeeping, 
gardening,  raising  chillun  and  dogs — our  latest,  seven 
boxer  pups." 

Letty  Gaither  Overton  (Mrs.  II.  II.)  writes  that  by  the 
middle  of  May  she  will  have  moved  to  Bristol,  Va.,  and 
gives  her  address  there  ;is  care  of  l!ig  Jack  Manufactur- 
ing Co.  Letty  looks  forward  with  enthusiasm  to  living 
in  the  South  after  a  year  in  Waterbury,  Conn.  She  has 
seen  Connie  Fagan  often,  and  reports  that  Connie  is 
"Susan  Drake,"  bridal  consultant  in  a  large  store  in 
Hartford. 


At  present  we  are  still  in  the  Army,  but,  with  luck,  will 
be  out  in  a  few  weeks.  Fort  Hayes,  our  present  station, 
is  closing,  and  we  hope  that  Tom  will  be  declared  surplus. 
We  have  a  little  girl,  Janet,  born  on  February  24.  When 
we  leave  here,  Tom,  Jan,  Steve  (aged  3),  and  I  plan  to 
have  a  month's,  vacation  with  our  families  in  North  Caro- 
lina before  Tom  resumes  his  work  at  New  York  Hospital. 

Sincerely, 
Janet  Lawrence  Holmes. 

1938 

CLASS    SECRETARY:    Louise    Jordan    Smith    (Mrs. 
John    McNeill,    Jr.),    1713    Independence    Road,    Greens- 
boro, N.  C. 
Dear  Class : 

Again  it  is  good  to  hear  from  some  of  you. 

Anne  Burnett  Townsend  (Mrs.  Newman  Alexander,  Jr.) 
has  a  new  address  in  Atlanta,  Ga.  It  is  233  W.  14th  St., 
N.E.,  Atlanta.  She  and  Nat  moved  down  the  first  of  the 
year  and  now  have  an  apartment.  Anne  saw  Helen  Jean 
Farmer  Compe  in  Washington  during  Christmas. 

Ann  Dawson  was  in  Sassy  Warren's  wedding  in  Tren- 
ton on  April  12  to  John  Alexius  from  Wilmington.  It 
was  a  gala  occasion.  Ann  is  in  Fayetteville  writing  con- 
tinuity for  Station  WFNC. 

Louise  Hall  has  left  Washington ;  she  began  work  in 
the  reference  department  of  the  University  Library  in 
Chapel  Hill  on  May  1 — another  class  member  to  choose 
that  popular  resort.  If  this  keeps  up  we  should  have 
reunions  there  instead  of  in  Raleigh,  for  the  Chapel  Hill 
bunch  will  soon  be  numerous  enough  to  charter  a  bus. 

Katherine  Hancock  Hancock  has  a  son,  Robert  Alex- 
ander, who  is  over  a  year  old.  They  have  a  new  home 
at  2221  Hill  St.,  Charlottesville,  Va.  ' 

Peggy  Holmes  Stevens,  Box  132,  Shiloh,  N.  C,  has  a 
second  daughter,  Margaret,  born  March  13  at  Norfolk 
General  Hospital.  The  first  daughter,  Sally,  is  four  years 
old,  and  proud  father  Grady  is  a  busy  farmer.  Peggy 
and  Grady  bought  an  old  house,  remodeled  it,  and  moved 
in  in  February.  They  are  delighted  with  their  accom- 
plishments. 

Sarah  Griffith  Upchurch  writes  from  the  midst  of  her 
gardening  in  Concord  that  she  saw  Patty  Patton  Hairston 
and  daughter,  Martha  Patton,  in  Asheville  in  February. 
Nelson  is  at  Northwestern  University ;  so  the  Hairstons 
are  now  living  in  a  veterans'  village  in  Evanston,  111. 
Agnes  Sanford  Leary  and  son,  Steve,  were  to  be  in  Mocks- 
ville  on  April  3,  but  Sarah  didn't  hear  (due  to  the  tele- 
phone strike)  whether  they  came  or  not. 

Grant  Jones  Creekmore  is  living  at  4720  County  St., 
Portsmouth,  Va.  Her  son,  Ollie,  was  three  years  old  in 
January. 

Mary  Anne  Koonce  Brown  was  the  correspondent  this 
time  for  the  Chapel  Hill  law  wives'  league.  Included  are 
Doris  Goerch  Horton,  Sara  Ruark  Moore,  and  Mary  Anne, 
whose  husbands — Harry,  Joe,  and  Maurice — are  in  law 
school,  and  Becky  Norman  Leager,  whose  Sam  is  a  lawyer 
with  the  Institute  of  Government.  Ruark  is  working  at 
Whitehall,  Mrs.  Bason's  antique  shop,  and  loyes  it.  All 
the  couples  have  telephones  now;  so  Mary  Anne  says 
that  even  when  they  can't  get  together,  it's  mighty  nice 
to  know  you  can  always  call  up  your  old  friends  for  a 
chat. 
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Willa  Drew's  engagement  to  Jesse  Fearringtoii,  of 
Pittsboro,  has  been  announced.  They  met  each  other  at 
Doris  and  Harry  Horton's  wedding,  and  will  be  married 
in  June. 

I'm   looking  forward  to   seeing  Jean  Miller   Yeiser   in 

•   June  when  she  comes  to  Greensboro  for  a  visit.     Harry 

will  be  away  from  Syracuse  that  month  at  the  National 

Cash   Registers'   training   school   in   Dayton,    Ohio.      Her 

address  in  Syracuse  is  180  Homecroft  Road. 

Mary  Lily  Moore  Arden  may  soon  join  the  horde  in 
Chapel  Hill  if  Danny,  as  probable,  decides  to  go  back  to 
school  there.  Danny  came  home  from  overseas  on  April 
9,  and  is  getting  re-acquainted  with  daughter  Alana. 

Helen  Noell  Branch  has  a  little  girl,  Grace  Nelson,  born 
last.  October  11.  Helen  says  she  is  cute  and  fat  and 
laughs  all  the  time.  The  Branch  address  is  5403  Tucka- 
hoe  Ave.,  Richmond,  Va.  Helen  went  to  an  alumnae 
luncheon  recently  and  saw- several  old  acquaintances  who 
[  she  didn't  know  lived  in  Richmond.  She  saw  Tudie  Neft' 
in  Charlottesville  at  the  Carolina-Virginia  game,  but  said 
I  could  put  in  the  Bulletin  that  Tudie  wouldn't  write. 

Jo  Pope  Mixon  has  a  five-months-old  daughter,  "Deb- 
die."  The  Mixons  are  still  in  Dunn  and  have  seen  Mary 
Louise  and  Fletcher  Gregory,  and  also  Anne  and  Gil  Pey- 
ton (on  their  way  to  Oklahoma)  recently. 

Mary  Lou  and  Fletcher  had  their  second  honeymoon 
at  Sea  Island,  Ga.,  last  month.  The  Gregorys  and  Pey- 
tons  were  there  at  the  same  time  last  year  following  wed- 
dings on  the  same  day.  Mary  Lou's  sister,  Willie  Mar- 
I  jorie,  graduates  from  Saint  Mary's  this  year ;  so  she  plans 
\  to  be  on  hand  for  commencement.  She  reports  that  Agnes 
Gregory  Carter,  '35,  is  living  in  Halifax  and  has  a  little 
girl,  Ann  Boyd,  who  is  almost  two  years  old. 

Helen  Redfern  Stone  is  a  bride  at  4312  Old  Brook  Road, 
Richmond,  Va. 

Charlotte  Ruffner  Taylor  has  a  big  apartment  at  529 
:    South  Fulton  St.,  Salisbury.     Daughter  Anita  keeps  her 
busy.     Charles  travels  and,  when  they  can,  the  girls  go 
along. 

The  Smiths  of  Greensboro  are  coaxing  along  a  vege- 
table garden  and  attempting  to  grow  grass  in  the  rock 
quarry,  otherwise  known  as  our  front  yard.  Housekeep- 
ing and  child  raising  were  never  so  satisfying,  entertain- 
ing, and  exacting.  Libba  Thorne  Beerman,  daughter 
Angela,  and  husband  Bill  live  around  the  corner  out  here 
in  Kirkwood,  our  veterans'  housing  development.  Rene 
Mitchell  Moore  and  her  two  Beverleys  live  down  the 
street.  The  three  of  us  went  to  the  bridge  tournament  at 
Julie  Clark's  house  last  month  to  raise  money  for  Saint 
Mary's.  It  was  a  great  success  and  a  lot  of  fun  with 
alumnae  from  all  classes  co-operating. 

Hope  you  all  have  a  delightful  summer.  Gather  some 
news  for  next  fall. 

Affectionately, 

Louise  Jordan  Smith. 
*     *     * 

Mary  Robbins  Jennings  (Mrs.  Michael  G.)  visited  Saint 
Mary's  in  May.  Her  address  is  Curriton  Street,  Green- 
ville, S.  C. 

Ann  Wheat  Pritchard  is  living  at  Apt,  1,  2600  Monu- 
ment Ave.,  Richmond,  Va. 


1939 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Lossie  Taylor  Noell  (Mrs. 
Charles  E.,  Jr.),  Cole  Road,  R.F.D.  No.  3,  Durham,  X.  C. 
Dear  '39 : 

Hazel  Williams  Wright  writes  that  she  thinks  we  ought 
to  have  a  reunion.  She  and  her  husband  have  a  new  radio 
station  in  Meridian,  Mississippi,  which  has  just  gone  on 
the  air  with  A. B.C.  They  have  also  bought  a  house, 
which  they  are  now  fixing  up,  and  extend  a  hearty  invi- 
tation to  any  of  us  coming  that  way  to  stop  by.  She  has 
a  three-year-old  son,  Bobby,  who,  she  says,  can  ask  more 
questions  than  she'd  ever  be  able  to  answer. 

Margaret  Taylor  Wright  also  has  a  new  house  in  Wil- 
mington, which  eveiyone  says  is  very  attractive.  1  see 
her  on  my  infrequent  visits  home,  but  they  are  so  brief 
that  1  haven't  been  able  to  get  by  Chink's  yet.  She  was 
giving  a  big  buffet  supper  the  night  I  left  on  my  last  trip, 
and  1  certainly  hated  to  miss  it. 

Merrie  Haynes  Walker  says  her  family  has  grown  con- 
siderably since  she  last  wrote ;  there  are  a  new  daughter, 
Jackie,  born  in  January,  a  nannie  goat,  a  cat,  three  kit- 
tens, and  about  75  baby  rabbits.  As  her  house  isn't  fin- 
ished, they  are  living  with  Jimmy's  mother,  who  has  a 
collection  of  priceless  antiques.  1  imagine  Merrie's  col- 
lection makes  things  rather  hard  on  mother's.  She  sees 
a  lot  of  Marianna  Hancock  Kuester  and  her  children,  a 
girl,  live,  and  a  boy,  two,  both  beautiful.  Marianna  is 
moving  into  an  attractive  new  duplex  the  end  of  this 
month.  Sarah  Sutton  Toinlinson  and  Anna  Wood  Rag- 
land  have  also  settled  in  Charlotte.  Becky  Tucker  is 
teaching  kindergarten  at  Saint  Martin's  Church  in  Char- 
lotte and  should  soon  have  many  of  her  former  school- 
mates' children  as  pupils. 

Ilallie  is  having  an  exciting  time  as  Director  of  Re- 
ligious Education  at  Christ  Church  in  Lexington,  Ken- 
tucky. Her  duties  consist  of  running  the  Sunday  school, 
igniting  the  Y.P.S.L.,  pacifying  parishioners,  and  being 
the  chief  cook  and  bottle-washer. 

Mary  Sue  Newell  Clark  has  been  in  Germany  since  De- 
cember. She  was  first  in  Frankfurt,  then  in  Nuremburg, 
and  is  now  in  Kassel,  92  per  cent  of  which  was  bombed 
during  the  war.  Her  address  is :  Mrs.  Robert  Berman 
Clark,  c/o  Capt.  R.  B.  Clark,  0-1292304,  Hqs.  5th  F.A.Br., 
A. P.O.  No.  65,  c/o  Postmaster,  New  York. 

Libba  Ruffln  was  married  January  11  to  Howard  C. 
Roberson,  and  she  is  now  keeping  house  in  Tarboro,  en- 
deavoring to  be  the  ideal  wife.  Marianna  Hancock  Kues- 
ter and  Faison,  Nancy  Brantley  Wilson,  and  Irene 
Mitchell  Moore  were  in  Tarboro  for  the  prenuptial  par- 
ties, and  Libba  says  that  they  had  a  wonderful  time 
reminiscing  about  Saint  Mary's  days. 

Becky  Davis  Morris  has  a  new  son,  James  Davis,  born 
April  5,  and  also,  I  hear,  a  swanky  new  Buick  abont  a 
city  block  long.  They  finally  found  a  house  in  Greens- 
boro, where  Lewis  has  been  working  for  almost  a  year; 
so  she  and  the  children  are  moving  there  the  first  of 
June.  We  have  plans  to  meet  at  Wrightsville  for  the 
Fourth  of  July. 

Dot  See  Mayer  is  in  New  York,  and  says  that  there  is 
no  news  with  her  until  September. 

Helen  Valentine  Schwartz  and  her  husband,  Reynold, 
have  an  ice  cream  and  dairy  business  in  Schuylkill,  Penn- 
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sylvania.     They  also  have  a  baby  daughter,  Linda   Su- 
sanne,  who  is  about  five  months  old. 

Marjorie  Wood  Fagan  Davis  is  in  Jacksonville,  Florida, 
where  Del  is  instructing,  but  they  expect  to  be  moved 
soon  and  are  hoping  to  get  to  Cherry  Point  so  that  they 
will  be  near  home.  Del,  Jr.,  her  two-and-a-half-year-old 
son,  keeps  her  chasing.  She  bemoaned  having  missed 
Frances  Warren's  wedding  on  April  12,  since  they  were 
roommates  for  those  two  years  at  Saint  Mary's.  Frances 
has  joined  the  Wilmington  contingent,  having  married 
John  Alexius,  Jr.,  from  there. 

Jane  LeGrand's  business  training  is  standing  her  in 
good  stead,  as  she  has  now  reached  the  lofty  position  of 
having  an  assistant  secretary  in  the  insurance  firm  where 
she  works. 

Mary  Connaly  spent  much  of  the  fall  and  winter  in 
Asheville  with  Frances  as  Jan  had  to  go  to  the  Far  East 
on  a  business  trip  which  stretched  into  several  months 
longer  than  first  expected.  The  last  I  heard  from  her  she 
had  just  taken  Jan  Coxe  to  see  "Song  of  the  South"  for 
the  third  time.  It  looks  as  though  she  doesn't  want  him 
to  forget  his  Southern  heritage. 

As  I've  mentioned  before,  Jinny  Allison  Haywood  has 
been  living  in  Durham.  I  thought  I  was  going  to  see  her 
at  a  tea  recently,  but  although  we  waited  for  her  she 
never  appeared.  Probably  her  young  son  had  her  tied 
down.  Now  she  expects  to  move  to  Washington  before 
July  1,  as  Hubert  has  a  two-year  residency  at  the  Episco- 
pal Eye  and  Ear  Hospital. 

I  have  my  hands  full  rescuing  Placide  from  the  vicis- 
situdes of  her  older  sister,  Douglas.  While  I  have  been 
writing  this  letter,  I've  had  to  mash  bath  oil  out  of  poor 
Placide's  eyes  and  hair  and  clean  up  a  box  of  baby  powder 
which  was  being  mixed  with  sand  for  a  cake  ...  a  typi- 
cal quiet  hour. 

Let  me  hear  from  some  of  the  rest  of  you  before  the 
fall  issue  of  the  Bulletin. 

Sincerely, 

Lossie  Taylor  Noell. 

*     *     * 

Pauline  Ponton  Robinson  (Mrs.  H.  G.,  Jr.)  has  recently 
moved  to  Abingdon,  111.  She  can  be  written  to  in  care 
of  Blue  Bell,  Inc.,  Abingdon. 

Peggy  Hopkins  was  married  on  April  26  to  William 
Downes  of  Baltimore,  Md.  He  is  a  pilot  with  a  Dutch 
Aii-line,  and  they  are  living  in  Holland.  Slocumb  Davis 
Ilollis,  '35,  was  a  bridesmaid  in  the  wedding. 

1940 

CLASS   SECRETARY :    Ann    Christian   Goodno    (Mrs. 
Charles  F.i.  201C.  Park  Ave..  Raleigh,  X.  C. 
Deal-  Class  of  '40: 

What  with  the  termination  of  my  teaching  career  and 
a  short  trip  to  the  beach,  I'm  exhausted.  News  is  still 
very  scarce;  however,  gradually  I  am  tracking  the  old 
crowd  down. 

Kay  Castles  Snead  wrote  that  Helen  Mc.Dulfie  hail  vis- 
ited her  in  the  Adirondacks  last  summer  and  had  more 
fun  than  luck  at  fishing.  Kay  and  Barky  flew  to  Atlanta 
to  spend  Thanksgiving  with  McDuffie.  They  expect  a 
ri  peal  performance  in  the  Adirondacks  this  summer. 
We'll  be  thinking  of  you  all  during  the  sweltering  days 
down  south. 


Betty  Young-blood  was  married  to  Captain  Fred  Harbin, 
U.S.M.C,  on  April  10  in  Concord.  Best  of  luck,  Betty. 
Am  anxious  to  hear  where  they  will  settle  down.  Caci 
W  neatly  Davidson  says  they  will  be  in  Chapel  Hill 
through  this  summer  and  then  Ed  will  start  in  dental 
school.     There  is  a  little  Davidson  boy,  nine  months  old. 

Laura  Gordon  Williams'  mother  gave  me  Laura's  ad- 
dress as  Rua  Arnaldo  Bastos  91  Madalena,  Recife  Per- 
nambuco,  Brazil,  South  America.  Donald,  Jr.,  was  born 
on  January  20. 

Mary  O'Keeffe  Bowman  is  back  in  Bluefield  wailing  to 
join  Jim  in  Japan.  She  says  that  they  had  two  wonder- 
ful months  in  Arizona  while  Jim  was  training  in  jet 
planes. 

Cornelia  Clark  House  writes  that  there  is  no  news  from 
Scotland  Neck  way.  Guy  Boyd  says  she  is  still  the  high 
school  librarian  in  Roanoke  Rapids. 

Trotter  had  just  tackled  her  first  spring  cleaning  when 
,she  wrote,  and  she  said  that  she  wished  she  had  started 
sewing  and  cooking  with  Miss  Bason. 

Mary  Helen  Rodman  Hill  came  up  from  Cuba  with  Jack 
on  a  hospital  ship  in  April.  Jack  came  for  sinus  treat- 
ment, and  Mary  Helen  was  able  to  get  to  Washington  for 
her  sister's  wedding  on  May  3.  Sue  Noble  Rodman  and 
William  are  stationed  at  Guantanamo  Bay  with  Mary 
Helen  and  Jack. 

Pauline  Ponton  Robinson,  '39,  has  moved  to  Abingdon, 
111.,  where  her  husband  is  plant  engineer  for  Blue  Bell, 
Inc. 

1  have  just  gotten  back  from  a  house  party  at  Myrtle 
Beach  with  Betsy  Blount.  Margaret  Rodwell  and  Olive 
Cam])  were  also  vacationing  down  there. 

I  am  sorry  we  didn't  get  around  to  having  a  little  get- 
together  this  year.  Let's  start  to  work  on  that  early  in 
the  fall.  I'll  he  around  all  summer;  so  if  any  of  you  are 
in  these  parts,  give  me  a  ring  and  we'll  thrash  over  old 
times.  Thanks  for  your  co-operation,  and  I'm  not  making 
any  more  apologies  for  my  lack  of  information.  All  of 
us  are  interested  in  what  you  are  doing  and  where  you 
are;  so  please  answer  those  cards. 

Loyally, 

Ann  Christian  Goodno. 
#     *     =* 

Emily  MeCall,  whose  address  is  417  East  Hill  Ave., 
Valdosta,  Ga.,  writes  the  following  news: 

"I  visited  Nancy  Lynch  in  Wilmington  last  summer. 
She  is  working  with  the  Wilmington  Savings  &  Trust  Co., 
and  likes  'banking  hours.'  The  other  two  Wilmington 
girls  in  our  class  are  married — Mary  Robertson  Wiuborne 
(Mrs.  Stanley)  and  Mary  Parsley  Williams  Lyell  (Mrs. 
Jimmy).  The  only  other  two  classmates  with  whom  1 
still  correspond  are  Phyllis  Holloway  Shepherd  (Mrs. 
Charles)  and  Sarah  Berton  Parsley  (Mrs.  Walter)  of 
Houston,  Texas.  I  was  thrilled  to  see  a  picture  of  Laura 
Gordon  Williams  in  our  Presbyterian  Foreign  Missions 
Bulletin  recently.  They  flew  from  Miami  to  Brazil  not 
long  ago. 

"I  am  afraid  I  am  unable  to  contribute  any  information 
about  myself,  for  since  graduating  from  Georgia  State 
Woman's  College  in  '42  I  haven't  done  anything  really 
outstanding.  I  worked  at  Moody  Field  a  short  time, 
then  took  a  secretarial  course,  was  employed  a  year  at  the 
Citizens  &  Southern  National  Bank,  and  for  the  last  three 
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years  I've  been  well  pleased  here  with  the  Langdale  Naval 
Stores  Company.  After  'office  hours'  I've  helped  with  an 
art  class  at  the  U.S.O.,  taught  Sunday  school,  had  a  Girl 
Scout.  Troop,  was  president  of  our  Junior  Service  League, 
and  here  I  am  at  my  typewriter  wishing  at  this  moment 
that  I  were  back  at  Saint  Mary's." 

Katherine  Hardison  Lamb  (Mrs.  Robert)  is  living  at 
200  W.  Hazeltine  Dr.,  Kenmore,  Buffalo,  N.  Y. 

Dorothy  Bunn  Stuart  (Mrs.  Albert,  Jr.)  is  living  in 
Richmond,  Va.     She  visited  in  Raleigh  during  February. 

Virginia  Lee  Kirby  Fulford  (Mrs.  Robert  ('.)  is  living 
in  Birmingham,  Ala.  She  and  her  young  son  visited  in 
Raleigh  in  February. 

1941 

Mary  White  Teague  (Mrs.  Sam  F.)  is  living  in  Morgan- 
ton,  where  Sam  is  working  for  the  Drexel  Furniture  Com- 
pany. She  writes:  "My  son  is  a  year  and  a  half  old.  I 
saw  Sophia  Redwood  Bass  and  Jean  Fulton  Wingerd  re- 
cently at  Ruth  Bond's  wedding  in  Tarboro."  Mary's  ad- 
dress is  207  Lenoir  St.,  Morganton. 

Isabelle  Montgomery  Marshall  (Mrs.  Arthur  N.)  is  liv- 
ing at  1  Copeley  Hill,  Charlottesville,  Va.,  where  her  hus- 
band is  attending  law  school  at  the  University  of  Vir- 
ginia. 

Mary  Martha  Cobb  Phillips  (Mrs.  Andrew  Craig)  is 
living  in  Winston-Salem.  Her  address  is  Box  172,  Salem 
Station,  Winston-Salem.  She  writes :  "Craig  has  been 
teaching  mathematics,  geography,  and  physical  educa- 
tion to  eighth  grade  students  this  year  at  Gray  High 
School.  He  also  coached  the  basketball  team  and  is  now 
coaching  the  tennis  team.  Next  year  he  will  teach  in  the 
high  school  and  continue  his  coaching.  We  are  busy  get- 
ting a  garden  and  our  grass  planted  and  trying  to  get  in 
a  little  spring  cleaning  on  the  side.  Martha-Gatlin  is 
growing  up  fast  and  getting  into  everything.  She  is 
beginning  to  talk  now,  and  has  been  walking  since  before 
Christmas.  This  summer  we  will  be  back  in  Chapel  Hill. 
Craig  will  finish  studying  for  his  M.A.  degree." 

Margaret  Gold  Swindell  Dickerman  (Mrs.  Paul)  is  still 
in  Wallingford,  Conn.  (71  Fair  St.).  She  says  that  there 
is  no  news,  but  that  she  is  still  leading  a  busy  life  trying 
to  keep  up  with  "these  fast-moving  Yankees." 

Mamie  Burnett  Willard  (Mrs.  Clarence  S.)  is  living  at 
102  Parker  Ave.,  Columbia,  S.  C. 

Jinnette  Hood  Ellis  (Mrs.  Thomas  F.)  is  living  at  1027 
Lewis  Mountain  Road,  Charlottesville,  Va.  She  writes : 
"  'Beaver'  and  I  now  have  a  6%-moiiths-old  daughter, 
Debra  Ann,  who  looks  like  her  Daddy.  He  finishes  law 
school  at  the  University  of  Virginia  next  February.  We 
might  settle  in  good  ole  N.  C.  Don't  know  any  news. 
Being  a  mother  is  grand  and  really  keeps  me  busy." 

Mary  Frances  Wilson  Reeves  (Mrs.  Robert  L.)  is  living 
at  504  West  113th  St.,  New  York  City.  She  has  a  son, 
Bob,  Jr.,  who  was  born  on  October  14,  1946. 

Ellen  Stucky's  address  is  123  Providence  St.,  Fort 
Myers,  Florida. 

Gale  Lamb  Severy  is  living  at  806  Myrtle  Ave.,  Natchez, 
Miss.  She  writes:  "I  knew  the  life  of  a  geologist's  wife 
was  unpredictable  and  full  of  surprises,  but  I  never  ex- 
pected a  surprise  like  coming  to  Mississippi  to  develop 
oil  wells.  Here  we  are,  though,  for  how  lung  no  one 
knows — but  long  enough  to  get  me  up  to  N.  C.  for  a  visit, 
1  hope." 


Martha  Newell  is  working  in  New  York  ( 'ity.  Her 
address  is  Lexington  Residence  Club,  120  East  31st  St., 
New  York  16,  N.  Y. 

1942 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Alice  Bell,  Saint  Mary's  School, 
Raleigh,  N.  C. 
Dearest  Nubs : 

1  am  so  sorry  that  more  of  you  couldn't  get  back  to 
Saint  Mary's  for  our  reunion.  Ellen,  Bebe,  Jonuy,  and 
1  were  the  representatives  for  the  Class  of  '42  at  the 
alumnae  meeting  and  luncheon,  and  we  had  a  line  time 
talking  about  what  the  rest  of  you  were  doing.  Ruth 
Bond  Conger  was  here  on  Monday  for  Commencement, 
and  she  was  looking  wonderful. 

Ruth's  wedding  was  lovely  and  quite  a  Saint  Mary's 
reunion.  She  was  married  on  April  12  to  Joseph  11. 
Conger,  Jr.,  of  Edenton,  and  Sophia  Redwood  Bass,  Jean 
Fulton  Wingerd,  and  Anna  Fluck  Alexander  were  brides- 
maids. Olivia  Anne  Smith,  Peggy  Speight  Woodard, 
Anna  Wood  Ragland,  Edla  Walker  Foreman,  Caroline 
Long,  and  Bitty  Grimes  were  among  the  many  familiar 
people  at  the  reception.  Ruth  and  Joe  are  living  in 
Edenton. 

Olivia  Anne  was  looking  good,  as  always,  and  we  had 
quite  an  S.M.S.  session  in  the  Tarboro  drug  store.  O.A. 
took  a  trip  to  New  York  several  months  ago.  She  said 
that  she  had  a  wonderful  time.  Right  now  she  is  at  home 
with  her  family  in  Rowland,  and  stays  busy  keeping  up 
with  the  local  social  happenings.  She  was  hoping  to  be 
here  for  the  reunion,  but  didn't  make  it. 

News  from  Kay  is  quite  exciting  since  she  has  returned 
to  North  Carolina.  She  and  Dean  are  going  to  be  over  at 
Chapel  Hill  for  some  time.  Dean  has  been  accepted  in 
the  graduate  school  and  starts  his  studies  in  economics 
in  June.  The  Engstroms  made  a  quick  trip  up  to  Chapel 
Hill  from  Florida  to  try  to  find  a  house,  apartment,  room, 
or  almost  any  place  to  live.  Kay's  last  report  was  that 
they  hadn't  been  successful. 

Also  arriving  in  Chapel  Hill  in  June  for  a  visit  is  Carol. 
Dan  and  Dan,  Jr.,  are  coming  too.  The  Hamiltons  re- 
cently moved  into  a  larger  apartment  in  Lexington,  Ky., 
where  Dan  is  teaching  geology  at  the  University,  and  they 
have  been  busy  redecorating  and  taking  care  of  the  baby. 
Carol  says  that  young  Dan  cut  his  first  tooth  recently, 
and  has  been  sitting  up  alone  and  crawling.  One  of  their 
neighbors  is  "Hak"  Kendrick  Leader  (Mrs.  G.  R.),  '40. 
Carol's  address,  is  e/o  Department  of  Geology,  University 
of  Kentucky,  Lexington,  Ky. 

Ellen  and  I  had  a  big  reunion  this  past  week-end,  with 
the  main  topic  of  conversation  being  her  engagement. 
The  man  is  Walton  Turnbull  of  Norfolk,  and  the  wedding 
will  probably  take  place  in  September.  They  are  plan- 
ning to  live  in  Williamsburg  while  Walton  finishes  his 
studies  at  William  and  Mary.  Ellen  was  certainly  ex- 
cited about  wedding  plans,  etc. 

Peggy  Beale  and  Jean  Lyon  Thomas  were  planning  to 
In-  here  for  the  reunion,  but  didn't  make  it.  Jean's  ad- 
dress is:  Mrs.  William  George  Thomas,  HI,  109  Baltzell 
Ave.,  Fort  Benning,  Ga.  Peggy  couldn't  come  since  a 
cousin  was  graduating  from  Harvard  the  same  week-end 
and  she  had  promised  for  a  long  time  that  she  would  go 
up    with    her    family    for    the.    commencement    exercises. 
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Peggy  has  been  staying  busy  with  club  meetings  and 
parties  lately  in  Franklin  and  said  that  she  had  been 
having  a  fine  time. 

Hebe  and  Jnnny  were  looking  as  good  as  ever  at  the 
meeting.  Bebe  and  Wayne  are  living  in  Raleigh  while 
he  completes  his  studies  at  State  College,  and  she  is 
working  in  the  Department  of  Statistics  out  at  State. 
Jonuy  loves  her  work  with  the  University  Press  in  Chapel 
Hill,  where  she  spends  most  of  her  time  these  days. 

Family  prospects  kept  Grace  Butler  Adams  and  Char- 
lotte Mahan  Stratton  from  getting  to  the  reunion.  Grace 
(Mrs.  Richard  E.  Adams)  is  living  at  208  Vermont  Ave., 
Oak  Ridge,  Term.  Her  husband  is  an  engineer  and  is 
working  for  Fairchild  Aircraft  Co.  Charlotte  and  Dick 
are  still  living  at  12  W.  Chapman  St.,  Alexandria,  Va., 
and  Charlotte  says  that  they  may  be  in  that  vicinity  of 
the  country  permanently.  Right,  now  Grace  and  Char- 
lotte are  excitedly  looking  forward  to  June  and  August, 
respectively. 

Janet  Kelly  dropped  by  the  alumnae  office  last  week 
and  was  getting  pretty  excited  over  her  approaching  wed- 
ding. By  the  time  you  get  this  issue  of  the  Bulletin  Janet 
will  be  Mrs.  Robert  C.  Bryan.  The  date  of  the  wedding 
is  June  14.  Janet  and  Pat  Bell  came  by  to  see  me  a  couple 
of  months  ago  and  we  had  lunch  together.  Pat  was  mak- 
ing plans  for  the  summer  at- her  father's  camp.  She  had 
recently  made  a  trip  to  Cuba,  and  Rena  Graham  went 
with  her.  Rena  is  also  going  to  be  at  camp  with  Pat  this 
summer.  Other  news  from  them  was  that  Marion  McLeod 
is  living  near  Red  Springs. 

Sophia.  Jean,  and  Anna  were  looking  fine  at  Ruth's 
wedding.  Jean's  address  is  Route  1.  Fayetteville,  Penn- 
sylvania. Sophia  and  Tom  are  now  living  in  Norfolk, 
but  1  don't  know  their  address.  She  can  be  reached 
through  120  X.  Franklin  St.,  Rocky  Mount.  Anna  and 
Alex  are  still  living  in  Raleigh. 

Carolyn  Cauble  Hover  came  through  with  a  nice  long 
letter.  Her  address  is:  Mrs.  Norman  Boyer,  36  Clare- 
mont  Ave..  Long  Beach  3.  California.  Her  letter  was  so 
full  of  news  that  I'll  just  quote  some  of  it.  She  says: 
"We  came  out  here  last  April  and  reported  in  at  the  Naval 
Hospital  to  begin  a  year's  internship.  We  thought  then 
that  tile  year  would  seem  long,  but  how  it  has  flown  ! 
We  considered  this  trip  quite  an  adventure,  and  right 
from  the  start  did  all  the  sight-seeing  and  traveling  that 
Norm's  job  allowed  him  time  for.  We  have  had  nice 
weather — never  had  the  rains  that  are  supposed  to  be  a 
part  of  California  winters — and  what  with  our  second- 
hand car  bought  especially  for  the  trip  out,  we  bad  won- 
derful opportunities  to  drive  all  over  the  state.  Over 
the  past  year  we  have  gone  as  far  north  as  Frisco  and  as 
far  south  as  Encenta,  Mexico,  seeing  the  scads  of  places 
that  there  are  in  between,  too.  People  out  here  don't 
think  twice  about  driving  40  miles  to  spend  an  evening, 
and  we  have  found  that  unconsciously  we  are  sliding 
into  that  same  pattern. 

"We  were  very  lucky  to  find  a  wonderful  apartment 
not  long  after  our  arrival,  with  swell  folks  as  landlords, 
and  have  been  very  happily  settled  during  all  our  stay. 
This  house  is  a  duplex  and  we  have  the  lower  apartment; 
so  it's  just  like  a  little  house  alone.  And  we  are  among 
those  fortunate  souls  with  two  bedrooms — the  envy  of 
the   whole  crowd!     Our  home   is  just   a  block   from   the 


beach,  and  a  block  behind  the  Ba\-  is  a  nice  residential 
section.  We  leave  the  doors  open,  and  we've  found  that 
it's  too  well  located  not  to  be  full  of  'guests'  for  sunning 
all  week  and  especially  on  the  week-end.  1  like  that  part 
of  it  as  much  as  any,  and  there  are  lots  of  young  couples 
at  the  hospital.  We  wives  gather  for  tans  whenever  we 
can,  and  we  find  plenty  to  do  to  keep  us  occupied  until 
our  husbands  get  off  work. 

"Norman's  year  at  the  hospital  was  up  on  April  6,  and 
he  has  just  recently  received  orders  for  a  change  in  duty; 
but  much  to  our  delight  they  are  temporary  orders  for 
him  to  serve  with  the  Marine  Recruiting  Service  for  a 
few  weeks,  and  he  won't  be  leaving  just  yet  for  sea  duty 
as  are  so  many  of  the  fellows.  They  expect  at  least  a 
year  at  sea  after  the  internship,  but  we  are  hoping  against 
hope  that  Norm  won't  go  out  until  after  June,  anyway. 
We  are  expecting  an  addition  to  our  family  the  end  of 
May;  and  Norm  and  I  are  hoping  so  much  that  he  won't 
have  to  leave  before  then. 

"I  thought  that  this  would  be  an  endless  letter  after  a 
year  without  sending  word  of  us,  but  I  have  generalized 
so  much  that  the  situation  is  about  covered.  Suffice  it  to 
say  that  we  like  California  as  a  temporary  home,  but  are 
anxious  to  get  out  of  the  Navy  and  back  home  where  all 
our  roots  are.  If  Norman  ships  out,  I  should  be  back  in 
N.  C.  around  midsummer ;  but  if  he  gets  land  duty  some- 
where, I'll  be  with  him  of  course. 

"Sorry  that  I  won't  be  able  to  make  the  reunion.  Please 
give  my  love  and  excuses  to  all  the  gals." 

Jean  Motter  writes  that  she  is  in  Japan,  working  at  a 
beautiful  hotel,  and  living  the  "most  wonderful  life — 
afraid  I'll  never  get  around  to  coming  home."  Her  ad- 
dress is  American  Red  Cross,  8th  Army  Special  Service, 
Hotel  Division,  Kanaya,  A.P.O.  343,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

Carolyn  West  Lacy  (Mrs.  Ben  R.,  Ill)  is  living  in 
Blacksburg,  Va.,  while  Ben  finishes  work  on  his  master's 
degree.  Her  address  is  Box  673,  Blacksburg.  Carolyn 
said  that  she  recently  saw  Margaret  Little  Blount  Harvey 
(Mrs.  C.  Felix,  III)  and  Pauline  Blanton  Rasberry  (Mrs. 
J.  C.)  in  New  York.  Pauline  was  on  her  honeymoon, 
Margaret  Little  on  her  second  anniversary,  and  Carolyn 
on  her  7-months  anniversary. 

Jane  Thuston  has  also  joined  the  married  list  and  is 
now  Mrs.  Ralph  Smallman,  Jr.,  and  is  living  in  the  Ala- 
bama Apartments,  Tuscaloosa,  Ala.,  while  her  husband 
finishes  school  at  the  University.  She  was  married  on 
December  20. : 

Anne  Dunn  Shaw  (Mrs.  Sam  R.)  is  living  at  2325  Brook 
Manor  Drive,  Birmingham,  Ala.  Anne  writes:  "Gates 
is  five  months  old  now  and  he  is  a  darling.  I'm  afraid  he 
will  keep  me  from  attending  the  reunion.  I  do  miss 
everyone  so  much  and  expect  to  return  to  S.M.S.  when 
Gates  is  older.    Love  to  all  the  gills." 

Lib  Adkins  Jones  (Mrs.  John  Paul)  is  back  in  Rich- 
mond and  is  living  at  4201  Forest  Hill  Ave.  "Paul  is 
practicing  pediatrics,  has  an  office,  and  is  finally  getting 
settled.  We  shall  move  into  our  house  on  June  11.  It's 
our  first  house,  and  we  are  thrilled  over  moving  into  it. 
I  would  love  to  come  to  our  reunion,  but  doubt  if  I  can 
make  it." 

Mary  Wright  Holland  Cantwell  (Mrs.  Richard  W.,  Jr.) 
is  living  at   21it  New  Street.   New   Bern,   X.   ('.     Dick   is 
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stationed  there  with  the  Navy,  and  Mary  Wright  has  her 
hands  full  taking  care  of  Carol,  age  two. 

Hetty  Bronson  Burrell  (Mrs.  W.  B.)  is  living  at  1414 
Mulford  Road,  Columbus,  Ohio.  She  writes  that  she  has 
a  wonderful  job  and  is  eagerly, awaiting  the  day  in  June, 
1950,  when  Bill  will  graduate  from  dental  school. 

Janet  James  Bindsey  and  Mark  and  young  Don  are 
:  thrilled  over  their  new  house  in  Dublin,  Ga.  Their  ad- 
dress is  House  No.  8,  Naval  Hospital,  Dublin.  Janet 
writes  that  the  first  people  to  occupy  their  guest  room 
were  Kay  and  Dean,  who  were  on  their  way  back  to 
Florida  after  a  trip  to  Chapel  Hill.  The  Bindseys  are 
planning  to  visit  in  N.  C.  some  time  this  summer. 

At  the  Richmond  Alumnae  Chapter  meeting  1  saw 
Muriel  Robinson,  Beila  Morrison,  Dorothy  Barrett,  and 
Helen  Royster  Jones.  May  Taylor  Crawford  (Mrs.  Robert 
(  H.)  is  living  at  522  Magnolia  Ave.,  Charlotte.  I  hear  that 
Ida  Dunn  Harris  Parnell  (Mrs.  Ed)  is  living  in  Asheville 
and  has  a  young  baby. 

It  certainly  was  good  to  hear  from  all  of  you.  I  want 
to  hear  from  you  again  in  the  summer  or  fall;  so  don't 
forget ! 

Bove, 

Allie. 
1943 

Henriette  Hampton  Morris  and  Ben  are  living  at  600 
Willard  Place,  Raleigh.  Ben  is  finishing  his  work  at 
State  College,  and  Henny  is  temporarily  working  half  a 
clay  on  the  Society  Desk  of  The  Raleigh  Times. 

Mary  Anne  Dixon's  family  has  returned  to  Raleigh  to 
live.  Mary  Anne  is  working  for  a  Raleigh  advertising- 
company. 

Mary  Ann  Cooper  Broughton  (Mrs.  J.  Melville,  Jr.)  is 
living  in  Henderson  while  Melville  finishes  his  studies  at 
Wake  Forest,  and  she  is  teaching  a  few  classes  of  dancing- 
school  in  Henderson. 

Shields  Jones  ('42,  H.S.),  reigned  as  Queen  of  Rocky 
Mount's  8th  annual  Gallopade  in  May. 

Sarah  Dawson  Davis  (Mrs.  John)  was  elected  president 
of  the  Henderson  Alumnae  Chapter  at  the  meeting  held 
in  May.     Pauline  McNeny  Johnson   (Mrs.   Robert)    also 
;•    attended  the  meeting. 

Daphne  Richardson  Spurlock  and  Hank  are  living  in 
Fayetteville. 

Mary  Bouise  Thomson  is  engaged  to  Dr.  William  An- 
thony Peters,  Jr.,  of  Elizabeth  City  and  Durham.  The 
wedding  will  take  place  on  June  28. 

1944 

CBASS    SECRETARY:    Patty    Weaver,    66    Gracelyn 
Road,  Asheville,  N.  C. 
Dear  Class  of  '44 : 

If  you  are  like  me,  you  still  look  forward  to  the  first 
of  June  (from  force  of  habit,  no  doubt)  as  the  time  for 
relaxation  and  vacations.  I  hope  that  you  will  all  keep 
me  posted  during  the  summer  as  to  your  various  activi- 
ties. 

Betty  Edwards  McNair  became  the  mother  of  a  son, 
Robert  Malcolm  McNair,  Jr.;  on  March  2  in  Tarboro. 
Congratulations,  Betty!  Bring  him  to  the  reunion  in 
three  years ! 

Had  a  grand  letter  from  Patsy  Rodgers ;  she's  still 
working  in  Richmond,  but  plans  to  go  back  to  Warreuton 


for  the  summer.  She,  Frenehie  McCann,  and  Ginny  Hart 
had  dinner  together  recently.  Patsy  double-dated  with 
Mary  Thomas,  '43,  one  night,  and  they  had  a  terrible 
time  finding  out  where  they  had  known  each  other,  but 
finally  realized  that  it  was  at  Saint  Mary's.  Meredith 
Boaze,  who  was  with  us  our  first  year,  Patsy,  and  Ginny 
ran  into  each  other  at  a  Medical  School  dance  and  were 
so  busy  talking  over  old  times  that  their  dates  practically 
disowned  them  !  Patsy  also  saw  Betty  Barnes  at  one  of 
the  fraternity  houses  at  the  University  of  Virginia  in 
February  and  said  that  she  looks  better  than  ever.  Betty 
is  working  in  Charlottesville.  Frenehie  is  still  working 
in  Richmond  for  the  newspaper,  and  Pat  Gwyn  is  teach- 
ing at  St.  Catherine's.  Heard  that  there  was  an  alumnae 
luncheon  recently  in  Richmond  with  an  attendance  of 
about  twenty-five  S.M.S  girls. 

Phyllis  Kinsey,  who  was  with  us  the  first  year,  is  hap- 
pily married,  and  she  and  John  are  living  in  Caldwell, 
New  Jersey.  Cacie  Taliaferro  is  working  at  McCurry's 
in  New  York  City.  She  said  that  she  recently  double- 
dated  with  June  Campbell,  who  was  in  New  York  during 
her  spring  holidays. 

Joanie  Hamner  Tuthill  went  to  Lynchburg  for  Easter 
while  "Tut"  attended  a  convention  in  Chicago.  She  saw 
Sally  Ramsey,  and  local  rumor  has  it  that  Sally  is  pretty 
serious  about  a  boy  in  the  Army  Air  Corps.  Jane  Dilly 
went  to  Memphis  for  Emily  Williamson's  wedding  in 
March.  Emily  married  Henry  Harden  Haizlip,  but  I 
don't  know  where  they  are  living.  Somebody  told  me 
that  he  was  a  doctor,  but  I'm  not  sure  about  this  either. 
Joanie  and  "Tut"  had  a  wonderful  time  at  Mardi  Gras 
in  Xi'w  Orleans  and  can  verify  my  statement  that  there's 
nothing  quite  like  it! 

Betsy  Burke  writes  that  she  has  just  been  "honorably 
discharged"  from  active  service  with  Pan-American  Air- 
ways in  Miami,  and  is  now  engaged  in  menial  domestic 
tasks  at  home  in  Hendersonville.  Opposite  "Married 
Name"  on  the  card  Betsy  replied:  "Still  trying,  but  with 
repeated  failures !" 

Mary  Lynn  Bewis  writes  that  she  is  quite  experienced 
as  an  aunt,  since  her  sister,  Margaret  Lewis  Beard,  has  a 
young  son.  born  in  July.  Harriet  Whitaker  is  still  in 
Kinston,  but  the  news  portion  of  her  card  was  blank! 
Helena  Williams  is  teaching  physical  education  at  Chat- 
ham Hall ;  this  summer  she  is  going  to  be  a  counselor  at  a 
camp  in  Fryeburg,  Maine. 

Jane  Clark  Cheshire's  engagement  to  Edwin  Penick. 
Jr.  (Bishop  and  Mrs.  Penick's  son)  has  been  announced. 
She  left  New  York  in  March,  and  plans  to  be  married  on 
September  4  and  live  in  New  Haven,  Conn.,  where  Ed  is 
studying  at  Yale. 

Bettie  Gaither  and  Mary  Pierce  Johnson  are  still  at 
the  old  grind  in  Chapel  Hill.  1  visited  them  one  week- 
end about  a  month  ago  after  an  orientation  course  in 
Raleigh,  where  Brent  Woodson's  sister  made  a  speech. 
She  said  that  Brent  is  working  at  Altman's  in  New  York. 
Also  saw  Margo  Martin,  who  showed  me  an  adorable 
wedding  picture  of  "Chinkie"  Martin  Goodale  and  Gor- 
don. He  is  teaching  chemistry  this  semester  at  Salem, 
and  she  is  the  business  manager's  secretary.  Chinkie  has 
seen  Ruth  Hayes,  '45,  Amie  Watkins,  '46,  Sue  Moore,  '45, 
Mary  Helen  James,  '46,  and  Sara  Coe  Hunsueker,  '45. 
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Alma  Young's  marriage  to  Robert  Wade  Drake  took 
place  on  May  2.  Chinkie  and  Emily  McMillan  were 
bridesmaids,  and  the  ceremony  was  performed  by  Bishop 
Penick. 

Sara  Stockton  is  in  Winston-Salem,  also,  and  has  been 
chairman  of  the  Junior  League  Provisionals,  besides  doing 
a  lot  of  volunteer  work. 

Clara  Leigh  Kemper  Jones  writes  that  they  finish  teach- 
ing- in  Georgia  on  June  5,  and  Warren  plans  to  get  his 
M.S.  degree  at  Chapel  Hill  next  year.  Anne  Dysart  is 
on  the  verge  of  signing  a  two-year  contract  at  Berryhill 
Teacherage  in  Charlotte.  Vidette  Bass  may  come  down 
from  New  York  for  May  Day  at  Salem.  Mary  Darden 
Quinerly  is  a  technician  at  Duke  Hospital.  She  expects 
to  be  there  at  least  another  year,  and  has  been  elected 
president  of  the  Duke  Medical  Technicians'  Association ! 

A  daughter,  Louise  Whittelsey,  was  born  to  Cornelia 
Knott  Parker  and  John  on  April  21.  I  can't  get  used  to 
all  these  married  women  and  mothers! 

Rebecca  Drane  is  still  in  New  York,  but  wants  to  go 
home  for  the  summer ;  she  said  that  Brent  was  ready  to 
leave  when  the  skiing  season  was  over. 

Alice  Craig  is  engaged  to  Ensign  Ralph  Edsall,  who 
will  get  out  of  the  Navy  in  June;  at  present,  Alice  is 
working  for  her  father  in  Concord  and  plans  to  be  mar- 
ried sometime  this  summer.  Lib  Shaw  has  changed  jobs 
and  is  now  librarian  for  several  of  the  public  schools  in 
Norfolk :  she  plans  to  attend  summer  school  at  William 
and  Mary  to  take  some  library  science  courses,  and  says 
that  she  much  prefers  this  work  to  banking. 

Molly  Mitchell  is  home  in  Roanoke  loafing  this  quarter. 
She  went  down  to  Americus,  6a.,  for  Frances  Rylander's 
wedding  to  James  Bowen,  of  Tifton,  Ga.,  and  had  a  won- 
derful time.  Mary  West  Paul  isn't  working  yet  and  is 
traveling  all  over  the  country;  she  spent  January  in 
Florida  and  Cuba,  and  she  and  Mary  Bowers,  '45,  are 
planning  a  trip  to  California  this  summer!  Mary  West 
expects  to  visit  Lolly  White  in  Raleigh  soon,  and  is  going 
out  to  Saint  Mary's  to  see  all  the  improvements. 

The  last  time  I  heard  from  Charlotte  Crawford  she 
was  in  Seattle.  Wash.,  visiting  her  grandmother.  Her 
trip  to  Honolulu  didn't  materialize  because  her  father 
was  relieved  of  the  Chicago  in  January  and  took  com- 
mand of  a  cruiser  division  in  Guam  .  .  .  and  donned  his 
Admiral  Stripes!  He  will  probably  remain  in  the  Pacific 
until  July.  Charlotte  has  heard  some  wonderful  concerts 
and  seen  several  good  plays  and  operas.  She  plans  to 
come  back  East  soon  ;  so  maybe  we'll  see  something  of 
her  this  summer,  if  she  stays  in  one  place  long  enough. 

Sarah  Richardson  was  married  in  April  to  Dick  Taylor, 
(if  Greenville,  S.  ('.,  and  they  are  living  in  Rock  Hill, 
S.  C. — the  only  place  in  South  Carolina  where  she  lias  no 
relatives!  I  see  Eleanor  Redwood  frequently;  she  is 
working  in  the  Biltmore  Forest  Frock  Simp  in  Asheville, 
and  is  doing  volunteer  work  with  alcoholics  at  a  rest  home 
on  the  side. 

Jan;'  K.  Bell  is  still  working  at  tile  society  desk  of  the 
News  and  Observer  in  Raleigh,  ami  she  sends  the  follow- 
ing information  about  S.M.S.  weddings:  Henrietta  Rag- 
land  to  Dick  Badham,  Jr.,  on  June  11  ;  Evelyn  Ann  White 
to  Tom  Norris,  on  June  6;  Lee  Stevens  to  Lee  Gravely, 
Jr.,  on  May  17;  Mae  Bunn  to  William  Brantley,  on  June 
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7;  and  Pauline  Blanton  to  Joseph  Conklin  Rasberry,  oil 
March  22. 

Ruth  Moore  (Bus.)  is  living  at  50  Bridon  Circle,  Fay- 
etteville,  N.  C.    Mildred  Denny  is  living  in  New  York  City    ] 
at  Apt.  16,  205  East  82nd  Street.    Joyce  Kiernan  Cadien 
(Mrs.  James)  is  living  at  3547  80th  St.,  Jackson  Heights, 
New  York. 

That's  all  until  next  fall.     Thank  you  all  for  returning 
the  cards  with  so  much  news.     Let's  keep  it  up ! 
.  Sincerely  yours, 

Patty  Weaver. 

1945 

CLASS     SECRETARY:     Jane     Peete,     Spencer     Hall, 
Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 
Dear  Class  of  '45 : 

For  most  of  us  this  Spring  is  opening  another  road. 
We  will  soon  be  going  out  into  the  "cold,  cruel  world." 
Saint  Mary's  already  is  in  the  past,  so  to  speak;  but  it 
still  stands  out  distinctly  in  our  memories. 

Since  the  last  time  I  heard  from  you  there  have  been 
more  weddings  and  engagements. 

The  most  recent  wedding  was  that  of  Sidney  Jones, 
now  Mrs.  William  James  Crown,  Jr.,  who  was  married 
on  March  15  at  6  :00  p.  m,  at  Grace  Episcopal  Church  in 
Camden,  S.  C.  Betty  Lou  was  her  maid-of-honor.  Sid 
also  wrote  that  Betty  Lou  was  in  the  May  Court  at  the 
University  of  South  Carolina. 

Maria  and  Susan  Thorp  both  wrote  that  Roberta  is 
being  married  on  June  4  to  Captain  Ray  Dunn  at  the 
Cathedral  in  Washington.  Louise  Mawyer  and  Mary 
Dickey  are  to  be  her  attendants. 

Maria  graduates  from  Sweet  Briar  on  June  2,  and  Susan 
graduates  from  the  School  of  Horticulture.  Maria  has 
made  no  plans  for  the  future,  but  Susan  has  a  position 
on  the  garden  staff  at  Mount  Vernon,  where  she  will 
start  on  July  15.  She  recently  spent  a  week-end  with 
Peggy  Thorp  in  Boston,  where  Peggy  is  attending  the 
New  England  Conservatory  of  Music. 

Mae  Bunn  is  being  married  on  June  7.  Gwen  Hughes 
is  engaged,  and  so  is  Carrie  Maie,  but  I  don't  know  what 
their  plans  are. 

Mary  Holmes  writes  that  she  is  engaged  to  McDonald 
Lee  Stephens  of  New  Orleans  and  Irvington,  Ya.  They 
are  planning  to  be  married  on  July  12  in  Greensboro. 
Mardi  Gras  must  have  been  a  gala  occasion  (Mary  is  at 
Sophie  Newcomb),  and  she  saw  Joanie  Hamn?r  Tuthill, 
'44,  in  all  that  crowd. 

Graduating  from  Carolina  on  June  9  will  be:  Frances 
Avera,  Ann  Brundage,  Luzette  Galium,  Ann  Cutts,  Teencs 
Davis,  Jane  Divers,  Ruth  Gay,  Mary  Tom  Oilman,  Sibyl 
Goerch  Powe,  Mary  Harris.  Gwen  Hughes,  Caroline  Long, 
Bettie  Kendrick,  Margaret  Martin,  Peggy  Moran,  Marcia 
McMillan,  Jane  Peete,  Sallie  Robertson,  Vickie  Tyler, 
Carrie  Maie  Wade,  and  Virginia  Wilson. 

Ann  Cutts  was  the  maid-of-honor  in  the  May  Day  fes- 
tivities held  in  the  Forest  Theatre  here  last  Sunday,  and 
Bettie  Kendrick  was  in  the  court.  The  ceremony  was 
lovely. 

Divers  is  planning  to  lie  married  sometime  this  sum- 
mer; Teence,  also  engaged,  has  no  wedding  plans  yet. 

Peggy  Moran  is  pinned  to  a  D.K.E.,  John  Harvey,  and 
I'm   pinned   to   Peggy's   cousin,   Tom   Wadden,   who   is   a 
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Zeta  Psi.     Virginia  Wilson  is  pinned  to  Gene  Crawford 
from  Chapel  Hill,  a  Sigma  Nu. 

As  to  the  girls  who  will  be  graduated  from  other 
schools  in  June,  there  are : 

Prom  Duke  :  Randolph  Gardner,  Billye  Pope,  Ann  Ed- 
monds, and  Margaret  Rodwell,  who  is  pinned  to  an  A.T.O. 
Ann  is  going  to  New  York  this  summer  on  a  "job  hunt." 
She  says  that  maybe  she  will  do  summer  school  work  in 
Mexico  and  then  go  to  New  York  in  the  fall. 

Prom  Randolph-Macon:  Mary  C,  who  was  in  the  May 
Court,  Lucy  Seaman,  and  Jean  Campbell. 

Prom  Hollins :  Stuart  Verdery,  Ditty  Robinson,  and 
Anna  Margaret  Moomaw.  Anna  Margaret  says  she  may 
go  to  Brown  Graduate  School  as  an  assistant  in  psy- 
chology, but  her  plans  are  rather  indefinite.  Incident- 
ally, she  asked  that  all  of  you  be  reminded  to  keep  your 
$4.00  pledges  paid  up  to  date. 

Margaret  Skidmore  was  graduated  at  the  Washington 
School  of  Secretaries  last  June,  and  she  now  holds  a  posi- 
tion as  secretary  for  the  law  firm  of  Beale  and  Jones  in 
Washington. 

Eleanor  Thomas  Land  is  living  in  Hamlet.  She  says 
she  "loves  housekeeping,"  and  expects  a  visit  from  Mary 
Dickey  in  June. 

Ed  and  Nancy  Wood  Carson  are  in  Raleigh,  where  Ed 
is  working.  They  are  living  at  305  East  Jones  Street. 
Emma  Britt  Davis  spent  last  week-end  here ;  she  is  teach- 
ing in  Goldsboro.  Missie  Parker  Welsh  was  in  town  a 
few  weeks  ago  with  Jim,  who  was  on  leave.  She  plans 
to  finish  school  at  Carolina  while  waiting  to  join  Jim 
overseas.  Not  long  ago  I  heard  from  Mary  Arden  Tucker 
Sutterfield;  she  is  teaching  in  Portsmouth,  where  hus- 
band Jerry  is  stationed  at  the  Navy  Hospital. 

I  just  got  a  card  from  Flee  which  said  that  she  and 
Bob  went  to  the  beach  with  Carrie  Maie  and  Gwen 
Hughes  last  week-end.  She  and  Bob  are  living  in  Ra- 
leigh. 

Thank  you  all  for  answering  the  cards  and  for  all  the 
news.  I  certainly  do  want  to  hear  from  the  rest  of  you. 
It  surely  would  be  fun  to  see  you  at  a  Saint  Mary's  re- 
union soon.     Hope  a  lot  of  you  will  be  there  this  year. 

Best  of  luck  and  love  to  all  of  you,  and  please  let  me 
hear  from  you. 

Sincerely, 

Jane  Peete. 

*     *     * 

Ann  Anderson,  '45  (H.S.),  Pi  Beta  Phi  House.  Talla- 
hassee, Fla.,  writes  the  following  news  of  Saint  Mary's 
girls  at  Tally : 

"I  guess  about  the  most  exciting  thing  that  has  hap- 
pened to  any  of  our  lot  is  the  engagement  of  Alexa 
Blount.  She  became  engaged  to  Ensign  CharPs  McGrath 
of  Buenos  Aires,  Argentina,  on  April  12.  They  will  prob- 
ably be  married  next  winter.  Alexa  plans  to  continue 
school  until  he  returns  from  overseas  about  Christmas 
time.  Alexa  was  initiati  d  into  Kappa  Alpha  Theta  this 
month. 

"Vina  Havens  has  stopped  school  and  is  staying  at 
home  in  Ft.  Myers.  Betty  Sue  Tayloe  and  Martha  Ann 
Maguire  are  still  here. 

"As  for  myself,  I  am  quite  excited  over  my  trip  to  West 
Point.  I  am  flying  up  this  coming  week-end.  May  1(1, 
for  one  of  the  hops.    Just  can't  wait! 


"I  guess  that  about  covers  the  news  from  here.  I  do 
miss  S.M.S.  and  enjoy  so  much  any  news  from  there." 

Mary  Arden  Tucker  Sutterfield  (Mrs.  G.  R.),  931  George 
Washington  Highway,  Portsmouth,  Va.,  also  sends  news: 

"I  haven't  been  back  to  Saint  Mary's  since  graduation, 
but  1  understand  I  have  some  grand  surprises  in  store 
for  me.  None  of  my  trips  home  have  been  able  to  include 
Raleigh,  but  Jerry  and  I  hope  to  go  by  soon  for  he  has 
to  go  over  to  Duke  on  business. 

"I've  seen  several  S.M.S.  girls  down  here — Carol  Tal- 
bot, Mary  West  Paul,  and  Betty  Lou  Hood.  The  other 
day  I  ran  into  'Shrimp'  Eggleston  in  the  office  of  Alex- 
ander Park  High  School,  where  1  teach.  She  had  come 
to  give  tests  to  the  seniors.  Lloyd  is  working  in  Norfolk, 
too.  Margaret  Rodwell,  Ann  Edmunds,  Jane  Peete,  and 
Olive  Camp  have  been  up  for  week-ends. 

"In  December  I  went  down  to  Spartanburg,  S.  ('.,  to 
Shirley  Shepherd's  wedding.  Rose  Osborn  was  there  too 
— a  bridesmaid,  in  fact.  Shirley  married  Ens;gn  Thomas 
Johnston,  U.S.N.,  of  Salisbury  on  December  6  at  the 
Presbyterian  Church.  They  are  now  living  in  Santa  Bar- 
bara, California. 

"As  for  me — Miss  Lewis  and  Mr.  Moore  will  probably 
cringe — I'm  teaching  freshman  English  and  civics.  Jerry 
is  gone  from  7:30  until  5:30  every  day,  and  has  an  unholy 
share  of  night  duty ;  so  I  had  too  much  time  on  my  hands 
and  no  excuse  for  the  apartment's  looking  like  the  Collycr 
Mansion." 

Nancy  Wood  ( 'arson  attended  the  commencement  exer- 
cises at  Saint  Mary's  on  June  2.  Her  sister,  Frances, 
graduated  from  the  High  School  department.  Nancy 
and  Ed  have  an  apartment  at  305  East  Jones  St.,  Raleigh. 

Betty  Lou  Hood  was  in  the  May  Court  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  South  Carolina;  and  Mary  C.  Bowers  was  in  the 
Randolph-Macon  May  Court.  Ann  Cutts  was  maid-of- 
honor  in  the  May  Day  celebration  at  Carolina,  and  Bettie 
Kendrick  was  an  attendant. 

1946 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Jane  Campbell,  127  Seventeenth 
St.,  N.E.,  Atlanta,  Georgia. 
Dear  Class  of  '46  : 

Congratulations  are  in  order.  Prom  all  reports  it  seems 
that  the  members  of  our  class  are  walking  off  with  the 
honors  at  their  new  schools. 

Amie  writes  from  Salem  that  Christine  has  been  elected 
Senior  Class  representative,  Mary  Billings  has  been  elect- 
ed treasurer  of  the  Presbyterian  Fellowship,  and  Amie 
is  to  be  next  year's  editorial  assistant  for  the  Salemite, 
the  college  newspaper. 

At  Chapel  Hill,  Dabney  has  been  elected  to  the  Honor 
Council,  Sue  Everett  as  secretary  of  the  Co-ed  Senate, 
Hariet  Gurley  as  recording  -secretary  of  Alpha  Gamma 
Delta  sorority,  Sallie  Lee  as  chairman  of  membership  for 
the  Y.W.C.A.  and  vice-president  of  Pi  Beta  Phi  sorority, 
and  Margo  was  voted  the  best  pledge  of  A.D.  Pi  sorority 
and  will  serve  as  president  next  year.  I  am  sure  that  this 
list  is  not  complete,  but  this  is  all  the  information  that  I 
have  received.  Teeny  is  going  to  Carolina  this  summer 
and  next  fall,  and  is  going  to  major  in  physical  educa- 
tion. Charlotte  Hoffmann  visited  at  Carolina  one  week- 
end this  spring  and  had  a  wonderful  time  from  all  re- 
ports. 
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Saint  Mary's  School 


Helen  Mardre  writes  that  she  is  giving  up  her  job  in 
Raleigh  and  will  be  on  her  way  to  the  beach — Nags  Head, 
of  course.  Dolly  spent  two  weeks  in  Florida  vacationing 
from  the  New  York  winter.  When  I  was  in  New  York 
during  spring  vacation,  I  saw  Spot  and  she  seems  to  like  . 
her  art  work  very  much.  Mil  wrote  that  she  was  leaving 
with  her  art  class  for  New  York  and  a  good  time. 

Helene  writes  that  she  and  Bill  have  a  cute  apartment 
in  Florence.  S.  C,  and  she  is  having  lots  of  fun  learning 
to  cook  and  keep  house.  Kathryn  visited  one  of  our 
mutual  Sweet  Briar  friends  in  Atlanta  during  spring  holi- 
days, and  Sue  and  I  really  enjoyed  seeing  her.  She  told 
me  that  she  is  definitely  going  to  Carolina  for  summer 
school.  Mary  Pinckney  writes  that  Columbia  is  much 
fun  and  that  she  is  having  a  grand  time.  She  made  her 
debut  this  winter,  and  pledged  Kappa  Delta  at  the  Uni- 
versity. 

Cama  Clarkson  is  at  Agnes  Scott  this  winter,  and  next 
year  she  will  serve  on  the  lecture  association  and  the 
Sophomore  Cabinet.  I  am  going  to  be  associate  editor 
of  the  Silhouette,  the  Agnes  Scott  annual. 

I  am  so  disappointed  not  to  have  more  news  for  you. 
Have  a  wonderful  time  this  summer,  and  please  everyone 
write  next  time.  Hope  to  see  lots  of  you  at  Commence- 
ment at  Saint  Mary's.  Sue  and  I  are  planning  to  fly  up 
for  the  week-end. 

Love. 

Jane  Campbell. 

*     *     * 

Virginia  Wilson  writes  the  following  news:  "1  visited 
Saint  Mary's  in  March  for  the  first  time  since  I  left  in 
June,  11145.     Really,   I   was  amazed  at  the  new  improve- 


ments !  It  was  on  a  Saturday  afternoon ;  so  1  didn't  see 
many  of  the  girls — but  I  certainly  saw  quite  a  few  the 
night  before  at  the  dances  at  Carolina.  In  fact,  most 
anywhere  you  go  where  there  are  college  dances  near  or 
far  you  run  into  a  few  representatives  from  Saint  Mary's. 
I  was  in  New  Haven  in  October  for  the  Yale-Princeton 
week-end  and  ran  into  Stuart  Verdery. 

"Since  my  departure  from  Saint  Mary's  we  have  moved 
to  2  Rowland  Road,  Asheville,  N.  C.  I'm  really  crazy 
about  it,  but  it's  quite  a  change  from  so  many  winters  in 
Florida.  In  October  I  am  going  to  New  York  to  study 
interior  decorating." 

Jenny  Park  (Bus.)  was  crowned  queen  of  the  Southern 
Conference   Basketball  Tournament  in  March. 

Barbara  White  Schoffner  (Mrs.  James  Emmett)  is  liv- 
ing at  407  N.  Tuxedo  Ave.,  Stockton,  Cal. 

Catherine  McClamroch  is  in  New  York  studying  voice 
under  Frank  LaForge. 

Shirley  Lou  Frew  (H.S.)  has  moved  from  Raleigh  to 
400  Oak  St.,  R.F.D.  13,  Richmond,  Va. 

Connie  Herbert's  address  is  93  Linden,  Jersey  City, 
N.  J. 

Dianua  Dolores  Small  is  living  at  1112  Chicago,  Green 
Bay,  Wis. 

Joanne  Reese  (H.S.)  is  living  at  620  Fairmont  Ave., 
Fairmont,  W.  Va. 

Four  Raleigh  alumnae  now  at  the  University  of  North 
Carolina  are  members  of  the  University  Women's  Glee 
Club.  They  are :  Mareia  McMillan,  '45,  Margaret  Allred, 
'46,  Mary  Ellen  Wellons,  '46,  and  Thomascene  Cates,  '46. 

Mary  Rose  Crisp  (H.S.),  now  at  Sweet  Briar,  visited 
Betty  Lou  Byrd  in  Raleigh  this  spring. 


Milestones 


Engagements 

Jane  Clark  Cheshire,  '4  4,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Edwin  Anderson  Penick,  Jr.,  also  of 
Raleigh.  The  wedding  will  take  place  in 
September. 

A  lire  Craig,  '4  4.  of  Concord,  to  Ralph 
Edsall.  Ensign.  United  States  Naval  Re- 
serve. The  wedding  will  take  place  in 
the  summer. 

Margaret  Manning  Giilam,  '40.  of 
Windsor,  to  Charles  Paddock  Wales,  Jr.. 
of  Edenton.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
in  September. 

Doris  Poole  Green,  '4  7  (Bus),  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Alexander  Kenan  Brock,  also  of 
Raleigh.  The  wedding  will  take  place  on 
August    22. 

Hetty    Van    Dyke    Hess,    '4  3,    of    New 

York  City,  to  Richard  Clement  Ander- 
son. Major,  United  States  Army,  ot  At- 
lanta, Georgia. 

.Mary  Holmes,  '4  5,  of  Greensboro,  to 
McDonald  Lee  Stephens,  of  New  Orleans, 
Louisiana,  and  Irvington,  Virginia.  The 
wedding  will  take  place  on  July  12. 

.Mary  Katlierine  Klyraan,  '44  (Bus.), 
of  Raleigh,  to  William  Daniel  Acton, 
also  of  Raleigh.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  the  early  fall. 


Ellen  Montgomery  Phlegar,  '42,  of 
Norfolk,  Virginia,  to  Benjamin  Walton 
Turnbull,  also  of  Norfolk.  The  wedding 
will  take  place  in  September. 

Elizabeth  Eugenia  Scott,  '37,  of  Gra- 
ham, to  William  Powell  Duff,  Jr.,  of  Ra- 
leigh. The  wedding  will  take  place  on 
July  19. 

Mary  Louise  Thomson,  '43,  of  Golds- 
boro.  to  Dr.  William  Anthony  Peters,  Jr., 
of  Elizabeth  City  and  Durham.  The  wed- 
ding will  take  place  on  June  28. 

Carrie  Maie  Wade,  '4G,  of  Charlotte, 
to  James  Leggette  Roberts,  of  Tabor 
City.  The  wedding  will  take  place  in 
September. 

Krin  Tattle  Woodali;  '43,  of  Warren- 
ton,  to  David  Thomas  Tayloe,  of  Wash- 
ington. The  wedding  will  take  place  in 
June. 


Weddings 


Miriam  Arwood,  '45,  of  Enfield,  to 
Reid  Stewart  Towler,  of  Raleigh,  on  Wed- 
nesday, June  11,  in  the  Church  of  (he 
Advent,  Enfield.  Mary  Robins  Valen- 
tine, '4(i.  Elizabeth  Bryan  Dickens.  '46, 
and  Alice  Jones,  '45  (H.S.),  were  brides- 
maids. 


Pauline  Hood  Blanton,  '44  (Bus),  of 
Kinston.  to  Joseph  Conklin  Rasberry, 
also  of  Kinston,  on  Saturday,  March  2  2, 
in  the  St.  Mary's  Episcopal  Church.  Kin- 
ston. Charlotte  Blanton,  '46  (H.S.),  was 
her  sister's  maid-of-honor.  Honorary 
bridesmaids  were:  Neva  Whitaker,  '43, 
Anne  Stough,  '43,  Lillian  West,  '42 
(H.S.),  Harriet  Whitaker,  '44,  and  Mary 
Lynn  Lewis,  '4  4. 

Ruth  Waters  Bond,  '42,  of  Tarboio.  to 
Joseph  H.  Conger,  Jr.,  of  Edenton,  on 
Saturday.  April  12,  in  St.  James'  Meth- 
odist Church,  Tarboro.  Jean  Fulton  Win- 
gerd.  '4  2,  was  matron-of-honor,  and 
Martha  Conger,  '47,  was  maid-of-honor. 
Sophia  Redwood  Bass,  '42,  and  Anna 
Pluck  Alexander,  '42,  were  bridesmaids. 
The  couple  is  living  in  Edenton. 

Jane  Womblc  Burcham,  '39,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Robert  T.  Besserer,  of  Orlando, 
Florida,  on  Saturday.  February  15,  in  the 
Knowles  Memorial  Chapel.  Rollins  Col- 
lege, Winter  Park,  Florida. 

Roberta  Boyd  Bryant,  '4  5,  of  Rose- 
land,  Virginia,  to  Captain  Ray  Dunn  on 
Wednesday,  June  -4,  in  the  Cathedral. 
Washington,  D.  C.  Louise  Mawyer,  '45. 
and  Mary  Dickey,  '45.  were  bridesmaids. 

Mavis  Philips  Blum,  '45,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  William  Oscar  Brantley,  also 
of  Rocky  Mount,  on  Saturday,  June  7,  in 
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the  Church  of  the  Good  Shepherd.  Rocky 
'     Mount. 

Anne  Gumming  Bun*,  '4  4,  of  Wilming- 
ton, to  Murdock  McRae  Dunn,  of  Maxton, 
on  Friday,  June  6,  in  St.  James'  Episco- 
pal Church,  Wilmington.  Margaret  Groov- 
er,   '44,   was   maid-of-honor. 

Betsy  Casteen,  '42  (H.S.),  of  Leaks- 
vine,  to  Homer  Edward  Wright,  Jr..  also 
of  Leaksville,  on  Saturday,  May  31,  in 
the  First  Baptist  Church,   Leaksville. 

Vivian    Elizabeth     Davenport,     '26,     of 

f     Rocky  Mount,   to  Guilford   Carson  Wors- 

ley,    also   of   Rocky   Mount,    on    February 

12  in  the  Church  of  the  Good  Shepherd, 

Rocky    Mount.       Louise    Davenport    Sav- 

I   age,  '29,  was  her  sister's  maid-of-honor. 

Sarah  Willa  Drew,  '38,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Jesse  Owen  Fearrington,  of  Pittsboro,  on 
Saturday,  June  14,  in  the  Hayes-Barton 
Baptist  Church,   Raleigh. 

Lois  Franks,  '43,  of  Raleigh,  to  George 
W.  Gates,  also  of  Raleigh,  on  February 
15. 

Lucy  Watts  French,  '47,  of  Rocking- 
ham, to  William  Michael  Wallace,  also  of 
Rockingham,  on  March  30  in  St.  Paul's 
Episcopal  Church,  Bennettsville,  South 
Carolina. 

Mary  Charles  Godwin,  '43  (Bus.),  of 
Williamston,  to  Dr.  William  Franklin 
Coppage,  of  Vanceboro,  on  Saturday, 
April  26,  in  the  Church  of  the  Avent, 
Williamston.  Nancy  Biggs,  '4  3,  was  a 
bridesmaid. 

Betty  Hughes  Griffin,  '45  (Bus.),  of 
Elizabeth  City,  to  William  Emmett  In- 
gram, of  Charlotte,  on  Saturday,  April 
19,  in  Christ  Episcopal  Church,  Eliza- 
beth City.  Virginia  Wilson,  '45,  was 
maid-of-honor,  and  Bettie  Gaither,  '45, 
and  Ruth  Gay,  '45,  were  bridesmaids. 

Grace  Wynne  Hinton,  '19,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Rufus  A.  Malloy,  also  of  Raleigh,  on 
Friday,  May  30,  in  the  Edenton  Street 
Methodist  Church,  Raleigh.  The  couple 
is  living  at  421  N.  Blount  St..  Raleigh. 

Margaret  Downey  Hopkins,  '39,  of  Bel 
Air,  Maryland,  to  William  Downes,  of 
Baltimore,  Maryland,  on  Saturday,  April 
26,  in  Bel  Air.  Slocumb  Davis  Hollis, 
'35,  was  a  bridesmaid. 

Sidney  Dunbar  Jones,  '45,  of  Camden, 
South  Carolina,  to  William  James  Crown. 
Jr..  on  Saturday,  March  15,  in  Grace 
Episcopal  Church,  Camden.  Betty  Lou 
Hood,  '45,  was  maid-of-honor.. 

Janet  McNeil  Kelly,  '4  2,  of  Erwin,  to 
Robert  Cavenaugh  Bryan,  Ensign,  United 
States  Navy,  of  Dunn,  on  Saturday,  June 
14,  in  the  First  Presbyterian  Church, 
Dunn. 

Ethel  Amanda  Lyon,  '35,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Robert  J.  Wyatt,  Jr.,  also  of  Raleigh, 
on  Saturday,  May  10,  in  the  First  Baptist 
Church,  Raleigh.  Virginia  Lyon,  '29,  was 
her  sister's   maid-of-honor. 

Elizabeth  Joyce  Nutt,  '44  (H.SJ,  of 
Greensboro,  to  Clement  Lowrey  Stafford, 
Jr.,  also  of  Greensboro,  on  Saturday, 
June  7,  in  Greensboro. 

Henrietta  Ragland,  '45,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Richard  Paxton  Badham,  Jr.,  of  Edenton, 
on  Wednesday,  June  11.  in  Christ  Church, 


Raleigh.  Mary  Marshall  Ragland,  '4S 
( H.S. ) ,  was  her  sister's  maid-of-honor, 
and  Henriette  Hampton  Morris.  '43,  was 
matron-of-honor.  Ann  Geoghegan  White, 
'43.  Elizabeth  Grimes.  '42  (H.S.),  Betsy 
John  West,  '4  2  {H.S. ),  Harriet  Whitaker, 
'44,  Margaret  Anne  Gregory  Suhling,  '44, 
and  Michelle  Telfair  Bratton.  '44,  were 
bridesmaids. 

Sarah  Find  Richardson,  '44,  of  Ashe- 
ville,  to  Richard  Taylor,  of  Greenville, 
South  Carolina,  in  April.  The  couple  is 
living  in  Rock  Hill,  South  Carolina. 

Marsha  Blount  Rodman,  '4  2,  of  Wash- 
ington, to  George  Edward  Lawrence, 
Lieutenant,  United  States  Marine  Corps, 
also  of  Washington,  on  Saturday,  May  3, 
in  St.  Peter's  Episcopal  Church,  Wash- 
ington. Mary  Helen  Rodman  Hill,  '4  0, 
was  her  sister's  matron-of-honor,  and 
Peggy   Swindell,    '47,    was    a   bridesmaid. 

Frances  Kylander,  '4  4,  of  Americus. 
Georgia,  to  James  Lee  Bowen,  Jr.,  of  Tif- 
ton,  Georgia,  on  Saturday,  April  12,  in 
Americus. 

Shirley  Shepherd,  '42  (H.S. ),  of  Spar- 
tanburg, South  Carolina,  to  Thomas 
Johnston,  Ensign,  United  States  Navy,  of 
Salisbury,  on  December  6  in  the  Spartan- 
burg Presbyterian  Church.  Rose  Os- 
borne, "42  (H.S.).  was  a  bridesmaid.  The 
couple  is  living  in  Santa  Barbara,  Cali- 
fornia. 

Frances  Lee  Stevens,  '42  (H.S.),  of 
Rocky  Mount,  to  Lloyd  Lee  Gravely,  Jr., 
also  of  Rocky  Mount,  on  Saturday,  May 
17,  in  the  Church  of  the  Good  Shepherd, 
Rocky  Mount.  Shields  Jones,  '42  (H.S.). 
and  Mavis  Bunn.  '44.  were  bridesmaids. 

May  French  Strange,  '46,  of  Wilming- 
ton, to  Thomas  L.  Morton,  also  of  Wil- 
mington, on  Saturday,  April  19,  in  St. 
James*  Episcopal  Church,  Wilmington. 
Mary  Bellamy,  '45,  was  maid-of-honor, 
and  May  Taylor  Crawford,  '42  (H.S-), 
was  matron-of-honor.  Alice  Jones,  '45 
(H.S. ),  was  a  bridesmaid.  The  couple  is 
living  at   Wrightsville  Beach. 

Jane  Thuston,  '4  2,  of  Birmingham, 
Alabama,  to  Ralph  Smallman,  Jr.,  also 
of  Birmingham,  on  December  20.  They 
are  living  in  the  Alabama  Apartments, 
Tuscaloosa,  Ala.,  while  Ralph  finishes  his 
studies  at  the  University. 

Frances  Amanda  Warren,  '39,  of  Tren- 
ton, to  John  Nelson  Alexius,  Jr.,  of  Wil- 
mington, on  Saturday,  April  12,  in  Grace 
Episcopal  Church,  Trenton.  Mary  Boy- 
Ian,  '41.  was  maid-of-honor.  and  Ann 
Dawson,   '38,   was  a  bridesmaid. 

Evelyn  Ann  White,  '44,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Thomas  Atticus  Norris,  Jr.,  also  of  Ra- 
leigh, on  Friday,  June  6,  in  the  Edenton 
Street  Methodist  Church,  Raleigh.  Josie 
Barnes  White,  '45.  Mary  West  Paul.  '44, 
and  Eettie  Kendrick,  '45,  were  brides- 
maids. The  couple  is  living  at  500  Whit- 
aker Mill  Road,  Raleigh. 

Mary  Coleman  White,  '41,  of  Suffolk, 
Virginia,  to  L.  Preston  Hollander,  Jr.,  of 
New  York  City,  on  Saturday,  April  2  6,  in 
St.  Paul's  Episcopal  Clrurch,  Suffolk.  The 
couple  is  living  in  New  York  City. 

Harriet  Whitner,  '43,  of  Richmond. 
Virginia,  formerly  of  Charlotte,  to  Curt 
Seifart,  of  Charlotte,  in  December.  The 
couple  is  living   in  Charlotte. 


Emily  Yandell  Williamson,  4  4,  of 
Memphis,  Tennessee,  to  Henry  Harden 
Haizlip  in  March. 

Alma  Bryce  Young,  '44,  of  Dunn,  to 
Robert  Wade  Drake,  of  Wilson,  on  Fri- 
day,   May    2.      Chinkie    Martin    Goodale, 

'44,     and     Emily     McMillan,     '44,     were 
bridesmaids. 

Margaret  Jordan  Young,  '41,  of  Wil- 
son, to  John  Jarvis  Tolson.  Ill,  Colonel, 
United  States  Army,  of  New  Bern,  on 
Saturday,  May  17.  in  the  First  Christian 
Church,  Wilson. 

Ketty  Evelyn  Youngblood,  '4  0,  of  Con- 
cord, to  Fred  Harbin,  Captain,  United 
States  Marine  Corps,  on  Thursday,  April 
]  0,  in  Concord. 


Births 


A  son.  Pagen  McComb,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Peter  Thompson  Abell,  of  Saratoga,  Cal., 
on  May  19.  Mrs.  Abell  is  the  former 
Patricia  Pagen,  '43  (H.S.),  of  Seabright, 
Cal.  The  Abells  are  living  at  Rancho 
Bella  Vista,  Saratoga,  Cal. 

A  son  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hugh  Joseph 
Beard,  of  Greensboro,  in  July,  1946.  Mrs. 
Beard  is  the  former  Margaret  Lewis,  '38, 
of  Greensboro. 

A  daughter,  Grace  Nelson,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Read  Branch,  of  Richmond.  Va.,  on 
October  11.  Mrs.  Branch  is  the  former 
Helen  Noell,  '38,  of  Durham. 

A  son,  William,  IV,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
William  Clarkson,  III.  of  Corsicana, 
Texas,  on  February  17.  Mrs.  Clarkson 
is  the  former  Mary  Olsen,  '39,  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Mary  Anne  Nichols,  to 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Newman  Lee  Crookston,  of 
Salt  Lake  City,  Utah,  on  March  2  7.  Mrs. 
Crookston  is  the  former  Barbara  Rainey, 
'40    (H.S.),  of  New  Orleans,  La. 

A  daughter.  Debra  Ann,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Thomas  Francis  Ellis,  of  Charlottes- 
ville, Va.,  in  October.  Mrs.  Ellis  is  the 
former  Jinnette  Hood,  '41,  of  Churchland, 
Va.,  formerly  of  Portsmouth,-  Va. 

A  son  to  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Feingold,  of 
Maiden,  Mass.,  on  May  27.  Mrs.  Feingold 
is  the  former  Marian  Schafer,  4  2,  of  Ra- 
leigh. 

Twins,  Sammy  and  Frank,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  William  Greathouse,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  on  May  17.  Mrs.  Greathouse  is 
the  former  Louise  Tolar  Gower,  '44,  of 
Rocky  Mount. 

A  daughter,  Anne  Martin,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  W.  Capehart  Harney,  of  Elizabeth, 
N.  J.,  on  April  14.  Mrs.  Harney  is  the 
former  Louise  Martin,  '3  7,  of  Norfolk,  Va. 

A  daughter,  Janet,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Thomas  H.  Holmes,  of  Ft.  Hayes.  Colum- 
bus, Ohio,  on  February  24.  Mrs.  Holmes 
is  the  former  Janet  Lawrence,  '3  7,  of 
Chapel  Hill. 

A' son,  Joseph  Samuel,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  J.  S.  Holbrook,  of  Statesville,  on 
May  31.  Mrs.  Holbrook  is  the  former 
Nancy   Cox,    '29    (Bus.),   of   Raleigh. 

A  son,  William  Kenneth,  Jr.,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  W.  K.  Land,  of  Raleigh,  on 
February  8.  Mrs.  Land  is  the  former 
Ruth  England,  '36,  of  Raleigh. 
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A  son,  Junius  Henry.  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  J.  H.  Mallard,  of  Durham,  on  May 
24.  Mrs.  Mallard  is  the  former  Eliza- 
beth M.  Davis,  '32,  of  Durham.  The  Mal- 
lards are  living  at  1012  Lakewood  Ave., 
Durham. 

A  daughter,  "Debbie,"  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Willard  Mixon.  of  Dunn,  in  December. 
Mrs.  Mixon  is  the  former  Josephine 
Pope,  '38.  of  Dunn. 

A  son,  James  Davis,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Lewis  Morris,  of  Salisbury,  on  April  5. 
Mrs.  Morris  is  the  former  Rebecca  Davis, 
'39,  of  Salisbury. 

A  son,  Walter  Lauren,  Jr.,  to  Mr,  and 
Mrs.  W.  L.  Moses,  of  Chapel  Hill,  on 
April  22.  Mrs.  Moses  is  the  former 
Mariana  Hoyt  Henry,  '3  2,  of  Chapel  Hill. 

A  son.  William  Hinnant,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  David  W.  Mosier.  of  Greenville,  on 
February  11.  Mrs.  Mosier  is  the  former 
Mary   Taylor   Hinnant,    '3  7,    of    Beaufort. 

A  son,  Robert  Malcolm,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  R.  M.  McNair,  of  Tarboro,  on  March 
2.  Mrs.  McNair  is  the  former  Betty  Ed- 
wards, '44,  of  Tarboro. 


A  daughter,  Louise  Whittelsey,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  John  Council  Parker,  of  Farm- 
ville,  on  April  21.  Mrs.  Parker  is  the 
former  Cornelia  Knott,  '4  4,  of  Farmville. 

A  son,  Edward  F.,  III.  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
E.  F.  Parnell.  Jr.,  of  Asheville  and  Char- 
lotte, on  May  30.  Mrs.  Parnell  is  the 
former  Ida  Dunn  Harris,  '4  2,  of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Betsy  Gallagher,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Boyde  Foster  Reeder,  on  April 
27.  Mrs.  Reader  is  the  former  Betsy 
Gallagher,  '43,  of  Baltimore,  Md..  and 
is  living  at  Ft.  Bragg,  N.  C,  while  her 
husband  is  in  Germany.  Her  address  is: 
c/o  Col.  and  Mrs.  Harry  Reeder,  2nd 
Regiment,  Hdq.  R.T.C.,   Fort  Bragg. 

A  son,  Robert  L.,  Jr.,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
R.  L.  Reeves,  of  New  York  City,  on  Oc- 
tober 14.  Mrs.  Reeves  is  the  former 
Mary  Frances  Wilson,  '41,  of  University, 
Va.  Her  address  is  504  W.  113th  St., 
New  York  City. 

A  son,  James  Nicholson,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  James  W.  Smith,  of  La  Mesa,  Cal., 
on  December  14.  Mrs.  Smith  is  the  for- 
mer Betty  Walters,   '4  2,  of  Rockingham. 

A  daughter,  Margaret,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Grady   Stevens,   of   Shiloh,   on   March    13. 


Mrs.  Stevens  is  the  former  Peggy  Holmes, 
'38,  of  Fairmont. 

A  son,  Donald,  Jr..  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Donald  Williams,  of  Brazil,  S.A.,  on  Jan- 
uary 20.  Mrs.  Williams  is  the  former 
Laura  Gordon,  '40,  of  Leaksville. 

A  daughter,  Elizabeth,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hunter  Wyatt-Brown,  Jr.,  of  Sewanee, 
Tenn.,  on  January  4.  Mrs.  Wyatt-Brown 
is  the  former  Jervey  Quintard,  '37,  of 
Fort  Sill,  Okla. 


Deaths 


Mrs.  John  Max  Adams,  of  Jacksonville, 
Fla.,  formerly  of  Raleigh  (nee  Ruth 
Richardson)  on  Saturday,  March  8. 

Mrs.  Margaret  Cowper  Hall,  of  Raleigh, 
formerly  of  Washington  ( nee  Margaret 
Iredell  Cowper)    on  April   19. 

Mrs.  Lee  A.  Denson,  of  Raleigh  (nee 
Jane  Saunders,  '8  5)    on  February  20. 

Mrs.  Warren  W.  Way  of  Tryon,  wife 
of  the  late  Rev.  W.  W.  Way,  former  rec- 
tor of  Saint  Mary's,  on  April   1. 


ESCAPE 

By  Gene  Rose,  '47 

My  Soul  is  a  small  too  familiar  cell  of  self, 

Too  somber,  all  too  quick  to  ache 

For  the  uses  of  my  scantly  rationed  youth. 

So  convinced,  I  buried  my  Soul,  secured  the  coffin, 

locked  the  vault,  and  sauntered  out — 
Giddy,  light,  unburdened,  loosed  and  free; 
Yet  scarce  had  reached  the  graveyard  gates 
When  there,  from  next  the  splintered  post, 
It  rose  to  face  me ; 
Rose  and,  smiling,  smugly  sure, 
Enclosed  my  hand  and  led  me  back — 
Back  through  the  gates,  back  down  the  path. 
Back  to  the  tomb  where  I'd  laid  my  Soul. 


NO  REGRET 

By  Ann  Fkipp  Jones,  '47 

One  day,  perhaps,  no  longer  you'll  love  me — 

Though  now  you  think  that  day  could  never  come. 

One  day,  quite  startlingly  perhaps,  you'll  hum 

A  new  song,  strange,  unlike  our  melody. 

Or  maybe  one  warm  morning  near  the  sea 

You'll  hear  the  breakers  roar  and  miss  the  dumb 

Enchanted  awe  that  captured  us,  the  sum 

Of  love  forgotten,  gone — all  memory. 

But  I'll  remember,  dear.     This  happiness 

We  own  is  warm,  and  though  it  vanish,  yet 

It  cannot  be  replaced  by  bitterness. 

Warm  loves  do  warmer  memories  beget, 

And  our  love,  while  it  lasts,  is  loveliness. 

That  it  has  once  been,  I'll  have  no  regret. 
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SOMETHING  NEW  HAS  BEEN  ADDED 

With  inspiration,  ink,  and  "elbow  grease,"  the  Bulletin 
has  done  it !  Now  it  wants  to  introduce  you  to  its  new 
attraction !  The  idea  for  this  has  been  brewing  in  the 
minds  of  the  staff  for  some  time  and  has  just  now  come 
to  a  boil.  The  Bulletin  is  proud  to  give  to  its  readers  not 
only  white  paper  and  black  letters,  but  also  a  few  line 
drawings — small,  it's  true,  but  still  illustrations.  The 
Bulletin  hopes  that  its  readers  will  like  them.  If  so,  then 
write  and  tell  us.    Then  on  with  pen  and  ink ! 

L.  C.  V. 


Editor 


Ann  Lucas 


OUR  "EEC"  ROOM 


Of  course  we  had  it  last  year,  but  then  the  recreation 
room  was  in  its  first  stages  of  development.  It  was,  for 
the  most  part,  devoid  of  furniture  and  friendly  cheer. 
This  year,  however,  we  feel  that  it  has  become  at  last  a 
part  of  Saint  Mary's  life.  The  new  furniture,  chairs  and 
couches  of  bright  chrome  and  leather  add  a  "smart"  look 
to  the  room.  The  smoothly  tiled  floor  is  perfect  for  danc- 
ing, and  dancing  is  fun  when  the  music  is  furnished  by 
our  radio-victrola  combination.  There  are  card  tables, 
of  course,  for  college  life  could  not  be  complete  without 
those  everlasting  bridge  games.  There  are  also  ping- 
pong  tables  for  girls  of  the  "athletic  type." 

Probably  one  of  the  most  popular  things  about  the 
"Rec"  room  is  the  snack  bar.  One  of  the  projects  for 
both  the  Circle  and  the  Y.W.C.A.  this  year  has  been  that 
of  selling  food  to  the  students,  and  the  snack  bar  has 
proved  very  successful.  All  in  all,  the  catacomb  under 
Holt  gives  us  a  true  refuge  from  the  businesslike  side  of 
school  life. 

But  the  room  has  its  serious  side,  too.  In  study  hours 
the  floor  lamps  and  deep  chairs  make  a  quiet  and  com- 
fortable den  in  which  to  pursue  the  more  important  side 
of  school  life.  Notebooks  and  pencils  are  seen  here  as 
well  as  candy  and  cards. 

This  year  the  students  hope  to  finish  painting  the 
murals  on  the  walls,  and  thus  add  their  contribution  to 
the  "Rec"  room.  We  all  hope  that  succeeding  years  of 
Saint  Mary's  girls  will  enjoy  the  room  as  much  as  we 
have.  P.  J.  S. 


THE  COVER 

The  cover  of  this  issue  of  the  Bulletin  shows  the  new 
entrance  gate  to  Saint  Mary's  School.  The  erection  of 
this  gate  was  a  project  of  the  Alumnae  Association,  in 
co-operation  with  the  school.  At  a  later  date  shrubbery, 
grass,  and  ivy  will  be  planted  about  the  gate,  and  iron 
urns  will  be  placed  on  the  pillars.  A.  P.  L. 
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Saint  Mary's  School 


What  a  house !  It  sat  primly  on  the  side  of  the  hill, 
gazing  condescendingly  on  the  knobby  cobblestones  of 
the  street,  and,  if  one  looked  closely,  almost  teetering  in 
the  summer  wind  that  flitted  about  it.  A  few  shrubs  and 
pink-faced  geraniums  grinned  up  at  us  as  we  walked  up 
the  uneven  front  steps,  and  an  outraged  spider  fled  to 
the  safety  of  a  crack  in  the  moulding  when  Dad  opened 
the  front  door. 

This  was  Mother's  first  introduction  to  the  "house  slu' 
had  bought  and  never  seen,"  and  Dad  and  I  stood  appre- 
hensively as  she  glanced  about  the  strange,  varied  archi- 
tecture of  the  funny  house — the  tiny  goldfish-bowl  dining 
room  with  its  eight  windows,  the  sagging  living  room 
floor,  the  friendly  back  yard  with  its  ancient  tree  stump 
and  battered  clothes  pole.  My  family  was  startlingly 
silent  as  we  left  the  house.  Even  my  small  sister,  who 
had  discovered  a  mewing,  scrawny  kitten  who  had  set 
up  housekeeping  in  the  basement,  tagged  along  quietly. 
We  stood  by  the  car,  which,  in  spite  of  the  emergency 
brake,  had  begun  a  backwards  pilgrimage  down  the  per- 
pendicular street. 

Mother  considered  the  mixture  of  green  woodwork, 
gray  stucco,  and  red-tiled  porch,  and  smiled  resignedly, 
"Well,  the  housing  shortage  didn't  treat  us  loo  badly, 
after  all." 

It  is  easy  to  remember  now  the  crazy,  family-joke 
things  about  moving  in  the  "mansion" :  the  living  room 
floor  that  had  to  be  propped  up  to  its  original  horizontal 
position,  the  back  porch  that  collapsed  weakly  one  stormy 
afternoon,  the  crooked  stairway  that  made  one  feel  in- 
toxicated just  to  look  at  it,  and  by  far  the  worst,  the 
neighbor's  parrot,  who,  from  his  perch  on  the  porch, 
screamed  "Door !"  whenever  anyone,  emerging  from  the 
side  door,  slammed  the  screen. 

It  was  not  until  two  months  later  that  I  returned  home 
on  my  first  week-end.  Joggling  up  the  hill,  I  waited  ex- 
citedly for  a  glimpse  of  the  house.  It  sat  proudly,  as  I 
had  first  seen  it,  but  now  it  glistened  with  paint.  The 
family  of  termites  had  been  evicted  from  their  home  on 
the  front  porch,  ami  ruffled  curtains  laughed  at  me  from 
tin'  windows. 

Perhaps  the  thing  that  most  convinced  me  of  my  prodi- 
gal family's  attachment  for  the  "mansion"  was  the  ques- 
tion  of  Mr.  Hinkleman.  Entering  the  kitchen  one  morn- 
ing, I  was  confronted  with  a  musty,  moldy  odor  coming 
from  the  open  basement  door.  Narcissus,  the  maid,  who 
had  braved  the  eccentricities  of  the  house  for  the  sake 
of  my  parents,  explained  in  solemn  tones  that  it  was  Mr. 


The  Manly  Mansion 


By  Logan  Yaught,  '4 


Hinkleman,  the  fourth  and  last  husband  of  the  unusual 
woman  from  whom  we  had  bought  the  house.  I  was 
informed  that  Mother's  favorite  explanation  of  this 
phenonemon  was  the  fact  that  this  unfortunate  man  had 
strangely  disappeared,  and  the  smell  was  none  other  than 
he,  dead  in  the  basement.  I  realized  then  that  Mother 
had  grown  to  love  the  "mansion." 

Months  followed,  filled  with  memories :  the  day  the  car 
finally  rolled  down  the  hill,  the  precocious  bat  in  the  old- 
fashioned  bathroom,  Dad's  devotion  to  the  geraniums, 
the  day  the  living  room  floor  fell  through,  and  finally 
Coal  Dust  the  cat's  battle  with  the  parrot. 

After  several  encounters  with  Coal  Dust's  personality, 
Mother  declared  that  the  last  step  for  making  the  house 
livable  was  to  dispatch  Coal  Dust  to  the  country,  but  my 
tin}'  sister  refused,  and  I  think  Coal  Dust  redeemed  him- 
self the  clay  my  old-fashioned  godmother  came  to  dinner. 
Coal  Dust,  hopeful  that  a  new  face  would  be  kind  enough 
to  grant,  him  a  few  tidbits,  settled  himself  on  the  vener- 
able lady's  plate  when  Mother  announced  dinner.  The 
stern  matriarch  halted  in  the  door  of  the  goldfish-bowl 
dining  room,  turned  to  my  mother  and  smiled,  "Oh,  for 
a  household  like  this !"  This  was  Mother's  first  real  com- 
pliment on  life  in  the  "mansion,"  and  Coal  Dust's  first 
permanent  home. 

The  last  time  I  was  home  in  the  "mansion  on  the  hill," 
the  amazing  house  was  filled  with  animals  (Coal  Dust 
having  displayed  female  qualities  as  she  grew  older), 
children,  and  Mr.  Hinkleman.  Leaving,  we  stopped  at 
the  foot  of  the  hill,  and,  over  the  din  of  cats  and  children, 
I  could  hear  Mother  shrieking  "Door !"  back  at  the  parrot. 


JOHN 

By  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

A  fleeting  star,  a  breeze,  a  quiet  glow 

Of  sky  and  earth. 

An  echoing  melody  that  winds 

Through  the  labyrinth  of  my  heart. 

Haunting,  relentless  thoughts  of  you 

Pounding,  pulsating  in  me 

Always. 

And  in  the  memory  of  you 

There  is  pain, 

And  at  the  sight  of  you 

A  sigh  whispers  in  me, 

And  then  is  gone. 
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Park  Avenue  in  Harlem 


By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 


It's  funny  how  people  always  think  about  Park  Avenue 
as  meanin'  rich  society  and  fancy  doormen.  I  guess  they 
don't  know  about  Harlem.  They  don't  know  what  hap- 
pens to  Park  Avenue  after  the  90's,  where  the  New  York, 
New  Haven,  and  Hertford  comes  up  from  underground 
and  the  tenements  shake  when  the  trains  go  by.  There 
ain't  no  fancy  doormen  up  there.     That's  Harlem. 

Now  me,  I  live  in  the  Bronx.  Joe  Murphy,  that's  me. 
I  work  as  a  cutter  for  Sterners.  There's  good  dough  in 
bein'  a  cutter.  It's  not  that  I  like  that  kinda  work — the 
garment  industry's  a  mess — but,  like  I  say.  there's  good 
dough. 

But  I  was  tellin'  ya  about  Harlem.  That's  where  Jake 
lives.  Now  that's  a  funny  thing — a  Jew  livin'  in  Harlem. 
But  then,  there's  all  kinda  people  livin'  in  Harlem,  so  I 
guess  it  ain't  so  funny  after  all. 

I  met  Jake  at  Sterners.  He's  a  cutter  there,  too.  I 
ain't  so  particular  about  my  friends,  like  a  lotta  people 
are,  so  I  got  to  know  Jake  pretty  well.  That's  how  I 
happened  t'  go  home  with  him  one  day.  That's  how  I 
found  out  he  lived  in  Harlem. 

Harlem  !     Jeez,  it  ain't  pretty. 

Ya  see,  Jake's  older  than  I  am.  His  wife's  dead,  and 
he's  got  this  kid,  a  girl.  Jeez,  that  kid 
I  guess.  Small,  no  bigger  than  that! 
Jewey  black  an'  lookin'  wise  like  she  was  ya  great  grand- 
ma. A  J'  w  kid,  all  right,  small  and  dark,  and  the  way 
Jake  loved  that  kid ! 

Right  then  is  when  I  find  out  why  Jake  brought  me 
with  him.    "My  little  girl,"  he  says.    "She  likes  company." 

So  I  sits  there  with  Jake  an'  talks  t'  the  kid.  The  way 
she  looked  at  me,  you'da  thought  she'd  never  seen  a 
human  bein'  before.  She  was  all  eager,  kinda,  but  quiet, 
an'  drawn  up  in  herself.     But  ya  could  tell  she  liked  it. 

After  that,  I  got  sorta  in  the  habit,  a  goin'  over  t'  see 
Jake  an'  the  kid.  I  guess  I  felt  sorry  for  her,  all  there  by 
herself.  1  knew  Jake  didn't  let  her  out  much,  but  Har- 
lem !  Jeez,  I  don't  blame  'im !  Jake  didn't  like  Harlem, 
but  he  stayed  there  just  the  same.  A  cutter's  pay  is  good, 
sure — for  one  person  t'  live  off — but  two,  jeez!  An'  him 
scrimpin'  everything  just  so  he  could  send  that  kid  to 
school. 

Anyhow,  1  felt  sorry  for  the  kid,  so  I'd  take  her  to  the 
movies  sometimes.  Watehin'  her  face,  it  made  me  feel 
good.  An'  the  way  she'd  reach  up  t'  hold  my  hand!  It 
made  me  understand  the  way  Jake  felt  about  her. 

Well,  1  guess  I  should've  known  it  couldn't  last  for- 
ever. Anyhow,  I  got  a  sister  in  Jersey  that  comes  t'  town 
about  twice   a  year.     Shoppin',   she   says.     An'   the  last 


She's  about  ten. 
An'  those   eyes ! 


time  my  sister  came,  she  brought  her  oldest  kid  an'  left 
lii'i-  with  me  for  the  day.  So  here  I  sits  with  this  brat. 
Name's  Amelia.  (My  sister  has  an  imagination.)  An' 
then  I  remember  Jake's  kid,  an'  how  lonely  she  is.  So 
I  takes  the  brat  Amelia  an'  goes  over  t'  Harlem. 

Well,  the  kids  seem  t'  hit  it  off  fine,  an'  I'm  sittin'  there 
with  Jake  an'  not  paying'  much  attention  t'  the  kids, 
when  I  hear  the  brat  Amelia  say,  "I'll  be  first." 

"Why?"  asks  Jake's  kid,  not  mad,  just  curious  like. 

"I'm  bigger,"  says  Amelia. 

"I'm  older,"  says  Jake's  kid. 

"Oh,"  says  the  brat,  nasty  like.  "You're  nothin'  but 
a  Jew  kid  !" 

I  won't  ever  forget  the  way  Jake's  kid  looked.  It  made 
me  so  mad  that  I  grabbed  the  brat  an'  shook  her  hard. 
"Take  that  back,"  I  says,  just  like  a  kid  myself. 

Then  Jake  says,  sad  like,  "Leave  her  alone,  Joe.  It's 
not  the  kid's  fault.     It's  just  the  way  things  are." 

But  his  kid  climbs  up  on  Jake's  lap  an'  looks  at  me  like 
I'll  hurt  her  or  something.  1  couldn't  say  anything  then. 
I  just  took  my  sister's  kid  an'  left. 

Of  course.  I  still  see  Jake  at  Sterners,  but  it's  not  the 
way  it  used  t'  be.  I  wish  there  was  something  I  could  do 
about  the  kid.  I  can't  forget  the  way  she  looked  at  me. 
Hut  still,  I  guess  I  won't  be  goin'  back  t'  Park  Avenue  in 
Harlem.     That's  just  the  way  things  are. 


THE  FAITHFUL 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '50 

When  winter  nights  grow  colder  yet, 

And  winds  sweep  down  the  lea, 

And  clouds  boil  in  the  moonless  sky. 

Comes  the  woman  by  the  sea. 

They  tell  a  tale  of  this  spectre-maid, 

So  the  fishermen  say, 

She  walks  alone  those  silent  strands 

When  winter  eves  are  gray. 

She  walks  alone  those  silent  strands 

Beneath  the  soundless  cloud, 

And  seeks  again  her  sailor-love. 

And  wails  his  name  aloud. 

She  cries  in  anguish  to  the  waves, 

And  the  winds  moan  piteously, 

And  the  gulls  look  down  with  a  sorrowing  eye 

On  the  woman  by  the  sea. 


Saint  Maky's  School 


I  am  Barbara  Louella  Barbour.  I  am  fourteen,  almost 
fifteen,  years  old,  and  I'm  very  happy  because  I  am  at  the 
beach,  and  1  have  talked  my  mother  into  staying  two 
weeks  longer  than  she  had  planned.  Of  course,  I'm  happy 
for  other  reasons,  too,  but  right  now  being  at  the  beach 
is  the  most  important  one. 

Oh,  yes,  before  you  get  very  well  acquainted  with  me  I 
think  I  must  tell  you  that  I  am  not  called  Barbara  Louella, 
nor  am  I  called  by  either  of  the  two  singularly.  Perhaps 
you  are  now  thinking  that  I  have  an  adorable  nickname 
like  "Barbie"  or  "Lou,"  but,  unfortunately,  I  am  just 
called  "Bubbie"  by  everyone.  That  is,  I  had  been  called 
"Bubbie"  by  everyone  until  one  MacDonald  MaeDonough 
MacDowell,  Jr.  (Scotch  ancestors,  I  guess)  began  affec- 
tionately to  refer  to  me  and  at  me  as  "Stupid." 

Here  I  must  add  that  the  aforementioned  MacDonald 
MaeDonough  MacDowell,  Jr.,  whom  I  shall  begin  right 
here  to  call  simply  Mac,  is  eighteen,  very  cute,  smokes  a 
pipe,  has  lots  of  personality,  is  awaiting,  anxiously  or 
otherwise,  his  orders  from  the  Air  Corps,  and  is  another 
very  important  reason  for  my  happiness  about  being  at 
the  beach.  You  see,  I'm  in  love  with  Mac  and  since  it 
is  the  first  time  I've  ever  been  in  love  (always  before  I 
have  prided  myself  on  being  a  devout  man-hater),  I  am 
happy  but  not  quite  satisfied,  because  it  seems  that  I  have 
not  made  as  great  an  impression  on  him  as  he  has  mad? 
on  me.  Of  course  I  did  look  terrible  when  Mac  first  saw 
me.    It  was  just  a  few  days  ago. 

Nancy,  who  was  the  only  girl  I  had  been  friends  with 
since  I  had  been  at  the  beach  who  was  still  there,  had  not 
come  back  to  the  inn  from  town.  I  was  sitting  on  the 
front  porch  in  a  rocking  chair  witli  my  feet  propped  up 
on  the  rail.  My  hair  was  in  pigtils  and  awfully  wind- 
blown. While  I  was  waiting  for  Nancy  I  saw  a  black  car 
that  had  just  pulled  up  in  front  of  the  inn.  Looking  at 
it  curiously.  I  noticed  that  there  was  a  middle-aged  couple 
in  the  front  seat.  The  woman  wore  a  red  hat.  1  don't 
remember  anything  about  it  except  the  color. 

I  had  just  decided  that  they  were  very  uninteresting 
when  the  back  door  opened  and  t his;  dee-vine  looking 
boy  got  out.  1  looked.  Then  I  looked  again,  and  this 
time  I  really  gaped.  Following  him  was  another  one  no1 
good-looking,  but  cute  and  with  a  pipe  sticking  out  of 
a  hip  pocket  that  made  me  realize  that  I'd  like  him,  be- 
cause I'm  just  simply  insane  about  pipes. 


"I'm  Simply  Insane 

About  Mac' 


By  Molly  Ann  Williams,  '48 


All  of  a  sudden  I  just  completely  got  over  the  pipe  and 
the  first  good-looking  "thing,"  who  incidentally  was  tall, 
had  curly  auburn  hair,  and  blue  eyes.  I  thought  his  eyes 
were  blue  anyway,  and  I  did  have  on  my  glasses,  and  I 
can  see  anything  with  my  glasses  on.  Anyway,  I  did 
wonder  if  he,  the  third  boy,  could  possibly  be  a  Jon 
Whitcomb  drawing  come  to  life.  I'm  just  simply  insane 
over  Jon  Whitcomb  drawings.  Glory,  but  he  was  cute. 
The  third  boy  I  mean,  of  course.  He  was  a  dream  with 
blond  hair,  really  blue  eyes,  and  that  look  that  Jon  Whit- 
comb drawings  just.  have.  Oh,  I  drooled,  but  definitely, 
but  the  five  went  into  the  house  and  didn't  notice  me  at 
all.  But  fourteen,  almost  fifteen,  is  not  an  age  when  one 
is  easily  discouraged,  and  before  long  Nancy  would  be 
back  and  Nancy  had  wonderful  ideas  about  catching  men. 
The  main  trouble  was  that  Nancy  was  very  cute,  much 
cuter  than  I,  and  no  doubt  if  either  of  us  made  any  head- 
way with  that  blond  character  it  would  be  Nancy. 

When  she  finally  came  up,  I  told  her  the  news.  We 
decided  at  once  to  go  inside  and  to  see  what  the}'  were 
doing.  The  middle-aged  couple,  who  introduced  them- 
selves as  Mr.  and  Mrs.  MacDowell,  said  that  the  three 
boys  were  going  to  be  in  room  39,  which  was  right  next 
to  mine. 

The  three  boys  walked  in  just  as  I  remarked  that  I 
was  in  the  next  room,  and  I  hoped  they  would  be  better 
than  the  last  three,  who  had  drank  nineteen  dollars 
worth  of  beer  in  three  days.  Mrs.  MacDowell  was  prop- 
erly shocked  just  as  a  middle-aged  woman  with  an  eight- 
en-year-old  son  and  who  looked  like  a  real  sport  should 
be.  especially  when  I  told  her  that  the  youngest  of  the 
three  drank  nine  dollars  worth  of  the  beer  and  was  only 
thirteen  years  old. 

With  this,  Nancy  and  I  were  introduced  to  the  auburn- 
haired  boy,  Fred  Dukes,  the  cute  character  with  the  pipe, 
MacDonald  MaeDonough  MacDowell,  Jr.,  and  the  blond 
Greek  god,  Kenneth  Burnette.  Since  there  was  nothing 
in  particular  to  say  to  them  and  we  felt  peculiar  just 
sitting  there  staring,  Nancy  and  I  went  upstairs  to  get 
ready  to  go  down  on  the  beach  and  vamp  (we  were  cer- 
tain that  was  what  we  would  do)  all  the  available,  and 
if  nothing  better  the  unavailable,  men. 

1  was  well  aware  of  the  fact  that  Nancy  got  dressed 
faster  than  I,  but  I  never  expected  to  see  what  I  saw  when 
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I  walked  down  the  stairs  in  my  blue  satin  lastex  bathing 
suit  which  was  flattering  to  me  and  is  strapless.  It  is 
still  strapless,  but  now  I've  decided  that  it  is  no  longer 
flattering.  There  she,  Nancy,  sat  on  the  sofa  looking  at  a 
magazine  with  Kenneth  Burnette.  My  heart  sank.  Life 
was  a  series  of  traps,  there  was  no  doubt  about  it,  and  I, 
poor  dope,  was  caught  in  its  worst.  I  was  in  love,  and 
I  didn't  have  a  chance. 

That  night  Nancy  and  I  sat  at  the  table  eating  in  an 
animated  fashion  and  plotting  a  scheme  for  getting  dates 
with  two  of  the  boys.  I  suggested  that  we  go  up  to  my 
room  since  it  was  next  to  the  one  occupied  by  the  boys. 

When  we  went  up  the  stairs  we  noticed  that  they  were 
in  their  room  with  the  door  half  open.  Nancy  sat  down 
on  my  bed  that  was  near  the  door  and  just  looked  out 
into  the  hall.  I  hurried  to  brush  my  teeth.  While  I  was 
industriously  scrubbing  in  an  unromantic  fashion,  Ken- 
neth walked  into  the  hall,  leaned  against  the  bannister, 
and  spoke  to  Nancy.  I  hurried  with  my  teeth.  But  alas, 
in  spite  of  my  rush,  when  he  walked  over  to  the  door  and 
glanced  at  me  my  mouth  was  ringed  with  the  pink  foam 
of  Elizabeth  Arden's  tooth  paste.  Also,  I  glugged,  or 
that  is,  I  made  some  sort  of  a  noise  that  sounded  like  a 
glug.  When  he  laughed  at  me,  I  turned  the  same  shade 
as  the  tooth  paste. 

Finally,  when  I  finished  my  teeth,  I  told  him  that  Nancy 
and  I  would  love  to  go  to  the  show  with  Dukes  and  him. 
He  always  called  Fred  "Dukes."  He  had  just  asked  us, 
of  course.  Neither  Nancy  nor  I  had  any  idea  which  one 
of  us  would  date  which  one  of  the  boys,  but  we  decided 
that  the  one  who  dated  Kenneth  was  just  lucky,  and 
there  would  be  no  hard  feelings. 

Really,  you  can't  imagine  how  thrilled  I  was  when 
Kenneth  just  sort  of  walked  out  with  me.  I  was  begin- 
ning to  believe  that  maybe  I  was  not  as  unattractive  as 
I  had  previously  thought,  but  the  next  day  I  found  out 
that  they,  Kenneth  and  Fred,  had  flipped  a  coin  to  see 
who  would  date  Nancy.  My  ego  was  deflated,  but.  defi- 
nitely. But  that  night  I  didn't  know,  and  I  practically 
walked  on  air,  because  I  had  a  date  with  Kenneth. 

The  show  was  fairly  interesting,  considering  that  I  had 
seen  it  the  day  before,  and  Kenneth  held  my  hand ;  so 
that  made  it  fine. 

After  the  show  we  walked  to  the  pavilion,  but  then  we 
walked  down  on  the  beach,  and  all  of  a  sudden  I  didn't 
like  Kenneth  any  more  because  I  found  out  that  all  that 
lie  wanted  to  do  was  hand  me  a  line  and,  much  to  my 
disgust,  neck!  I  then  decided  that  I  had  been  better  off 
a  man-hater.     I'm  just  simply  insane   about   not   necking! 

Kenneth  and  I  went  around  together  because,  I  sup- 
pose, the  people  at  the  inn  seemed  to  think  we  were  such 
a  cute  couple.  In  fact  everywhere  we  went  either  the 
people  didn't  know  us  or  they  asked  one  of  us  where  our 
cute  little  girl-friend  or  boy-friend  was.  (Of  course,  that 
was  when  they  saw  one  of  us  alone,  1  mean.)  Glory,  but 
those  old  coons  were  fools  in  my  opinion. 

Sunday  night,  Nancy  had  to  go  home,  and  I  for  no 
apparent  reason  fell  in  love  with  Mac.  It  was  terrible, 
because  he  thought  I  was  crazy  about  Kenneth,  and,  too, 
he  thought  I  was  cracked,  but  I  loved  him,  and  thai  was 
all  there  was  to  that ! 

Monday  I  went  to  the  show  with  Mac  because  Kenneth 
had  suggested  it  to  Mac  just  to  keep  me  occupied  until 


eleven  when  Kenneth  and  I  had  a  date.  But  Mac  held 
my  hand  in  the  show,  and  I  forgot  about  Kenneth.  Nowr, 
don't  think  I'm  fickle,  because  really  I'm  not.  It's  just 
that  I'm  simply  insane  over  Mac. 

At  eleven  I  went  to  bed,  and  as  a  result,  I  had  a  terrific 
argument  with  Kenneth  the  next  day,  but  I  didn't  care, 
even  if  it  had  been  his  last  night.  I  was  not  the  least  bit 
sorry  and  I  even  had  to  be  waked  up  to  tell  him  good-by. 
This  time  I  deflated  his  ego,  and  it  gave  me  great  satis- 
faction, and  now  they  were  all  going  except  the  Mac- 
Dowells,  and  maybe  now  I'd  catch  Mae,  I  hoped.  But 
if  I  thought  that  his  friends'  departure  would  help  me 
any,  I  soon  found  out  differently.  The  next  day  Mac 
decided  to  get  a  job  at  the  big  hotel  four  miles  up  the 
beach,  and  off  he  went.  Of  course  he  came  down  to  the 
inn  several  times,  but  it  did  me  no  good.  All  I  did  was 
become  particularly  fond  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  MacDowell. 
In  fact,  I  was  with  them  so  much  that  someone  asked 
Mr.  MacDowell  if  I  was  his  daughter,  and  he  answered 
that  I  wasn't  yet,  but  that  he  had  hopes  for  the  future. 
I'm  just  simply  insane  over  that  idea! 

All  too  soon  I  find  that  it  is  Sunday  again,  and  I'm 
beginning  to  realize  that  I'm  not  as  happy  as  I  thought 
I  was  a  little  while  ago.  You  see,  I've  just  seen  Mae  for 
the  last  time,  because  I'm  leaving  tomorrow,  and  he  is 
already  back  at  the  hotel.  But  I'll  always  remember  that 
this  is  one  of  the  most  important  nights  of  my  life. 

After  supper  tonight,  Mr.  MacDowell  suggested  that 
Mrs.  MacDowell  and  he  and  I  go  for  a  ride,  and  when 
we  did,  we  seemed  to  head  for  Mac's  hotel.  Mr.  Mac- 
Dowell knew  I  was  crazy  about  his  son ;  so  he  suggested 
going  to  the  hotel  so  I  could  tell  him  good-by.  When 
Mrs.  MacDowell  agreed,  he  suggested  that  I  tell  Mac  that 
his  father  would  like  to  have  me  for  a  daughter-in-law 
and  ask  him  what  was  he  going  to  do  about  it.  Then  he 
said  that  since  it  was  leap  year  I  should  ask  him  to  marry 
me.  I'll  do  airything  if  someone  puts  me  up  to  it- 
Mac  decided  to  go  back  with  us,  and  on  the  way  I  told 
him  what  his  father  had  said.  He  just  looked  at  me  and 
howled.  I  guess  he  thought  I  was  the  nuttiest  person  in 
the  world.  But  he  eomprisingly,  or  some  other  word, 
put  his  arm  around  my  shoulders.  Glory,  was  I  thrilled ! 
But  he  never  answered  my  proposal  one  way  or  the  other. 
Later  I  talked  to  him  in  the  lobby,  but  I  got  nowdiere, 
and  I  started- to  pack  in  my  room.  Then  he  called  me, 
and  I  went  out  in  the  hall  to  see  him.  He  looked  at  me 
and  asked  if  I  was  going  to  kiss  him  good-by.  1  said  I 
supposed  so,  and  then  we  looked  at  each  other  and  sort 
of  laughed.  Then  he  put  his  hands  on  my  shoulders  and 
leaned  down  and  kissed  me  lightly.  I  don't  know  what 
the  word  to  describe  how  I  felt  is,  but  he  looked  up  and 
said  it  had  been  for  Kenneth  who  had  told  him  to  kiss 
me  good-by  for  him.  1  had  a  sinking  feeling  until  he 
said  the  next  one  was  for  him.  I  can't  describe  that  one 
either.  I  won't  even  try.  Then  Mae  looked  up  and  said, 
"Good-by,  Stupid,  I  guess  you  aren't  so  stupid.  Good-by, 
Bubbie,"  and  he  was  gone. 

That  was  about  eleven.  It  is  now  almost  four,  and  I 
have  to  stop.  I  know  I'll  never  see  Mac  again,  and  I 
had  thought  I'd  be  very  unhappy  when  the  time  came, 
but  somehow,  I'm  still  very  happy.  He  was,  I  suppose, 
my  first  love,  and  I'll  never  forget  him,  because  I'm  glad 
it  happened  as  it  did. 
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The  Whiffinpoof 


By  Nancy  Yorke  Holland,  '48 


I  absently  watched  the  smoke  of  my  cigarette  curl 
lazily  upward,  then  become  a  part  of  the  heazy  line  of 
mist  which  hovered  at  the  ceiling  of  the  room.  "Waves 
of  chatter  rushed  over  me  from  the  clusters  of  people 
crowded  around  the  piano — ".  .  .  but,  my  dear,  have  you 
seen  that  painting?  ...  I  fail  to  see  her  beauty.  .  .  .  Oh, 
come  on,  HP.,  sing  for  us,  darling.  .  .  ." 

I  watched  the  group  idly.  They  were  all  the  same,  cut 
from  a  common  pattern.  Languidly,  I  pulled  myself  up 
from  the  chair  and  started  through  the  noisy  throng  to 
the  door.  It  was  out  of  the  question  to  look  for  the  host ; 
besides,  it  wasn't  being  done  this  season.  My  hand  finally 
found  the  door,  and  as  I  turned  the  knob,  I  heard  some- 
thing which  stopped  me. 

"On  the  road  to  Mandela — ay  .  .  ." — some  quality  in 
the  voice,  an  undertone  of  melancholy  made  me  turn 
again  to  the  noisy  room.  Through  the  smoke  I  saw  him, 
holding  a  little  mandolin,  standing  near  the  piano.  His 
age? — well,  sixtiesh,  maybe  older,  maybe  younger.  He 
was  short,  thin,  immaculate  in  his  tuxedo.  His  voice  was 
soft,  baritone,  very  good,  but  a  little  rusty  with  years. 

The  song  was  finished.  The  little  circle  of  uninterested 
friends  clamored  for  more. — "Oh,  HP.,  you  dear,  one 
more,  please." 

H.P.  took  his  mandolin  in  his  arm,  was  silent  for  a 
moment,  and  then,  very  softly — "Prom  the  tables  down 
at  Mory's  to  the  place  where  Louie  dwells,  to  the  dear  old 
Temple  bar  we  love  so  well.  .  .  ."  His  voice  grew  stronger, 
almost  boyish.    He  looked  my  way.    No — he  wasn't  look- 


ing at  me,  or  anyone  else — but  looking  into  space  as  if 
he  were  in  a  world  of  his  own.  Through  the  chatter,  his 
voice  grew  dim,  then  swelled.  I  tried  to  move  closer.  I 
seemed  to  be  the  only  one  who  was  listening. 

"As  long  as  life  and  love  shall  last,  then  we'll  pass  and 
be  forgotten  with  the  rest.  .  .  ."  His  voice  broke — no,  it 
caught  in  a  sob.  All  his  yesterdays  were  in  his  words  as 
he  sang.  "We  are  poor  little  lambs  who  have  gone  astray, 
Ba,  Ba,  Ba.  We  are  little  black  sheep  who  have  lost  their 
way.  .  .  ."  Here  H.P.  glanced  around  the  room.  He  sang 
his  heart  for  them.  "Damned  from  here  to  eternity.  .  .  . 
God  have  mercy  on  such  as  we,  Ba,  Ba,  Ba." 

His  song  was  done.  With  an  effort,  he  came  back  to 
us.  His  friends,  realizing  he  had  finished,  stopped  their 
conversations — "Go  on,  HP.,  another." 

"Oh,  no,  not  tonight." 

"HP.,  don't  be  a  bore!" 

Then  he  gaily  shouted,  "Where's  my  drink?" 

1  stared  at  him  for  a  long  time,  unconsciously.  Some- 
one standing  near  followed  my  .eyes — "Oh,  H.P.,  quite  an 
old  gent.  Always  ready  for  a  party.  Yep,  great  old  boy. 
Yale  man,  class  of  '08.  Nice  voice.  He  was  a  Whiffinpoof, 
you  know." 

Suddenly,  I  had  to  leave.  I  didn't  want  to  become  part 
of  them.  I  turned  abruptly  and  left.  In  the  silence  of 
the  apartment  corridor,  I  saw  H.P.'s  face.  I  heard  his 
voice — 

"Then  we'll  pass  and  be  forgotten  with  the. rest.  .  .  ." 


LOVE 

By  Logan  Vaught,  '4S 

Fall  wind,  trailing  a  gauzy  scarlet  scarf  over  the  earth  .  .  . 
Irridescent   sunlight,    glancing    of    the    quicksilver    of    a 

spring  .  .  . 
T]ie  whir  of  crickets,  clustered  like  moths  in  the  dusty 

curtain  of  evening  .  .  . 
Trees  dancing  with  a  turbulent,  gray  sky  .  .  . 
Mysterious  moonlight  .  .  .  plaintive  summer  rain  .  .  . 
Beating  out  a  conversation  on  the  roof  .  .  . 
The  beauty  of  fresh-turned  earth, 
Holding  out  its  arms  for  young,  green  sprouts  .  .  . 
The  velvet  touch  of  a  baby's  hand  .  .  . 
Hearty  laughter,  like  the  clatter  of  falling  pans 
In  a  friendly  kitchen  .  .  . 

Stars,  floating  on  the  wavelets  of  a  mountain  lake, 
Under  a  black  blanket  of  night  .  .  . 
The  deep-buried  quiet  of  a  garden. 

Where  the  weeping  of  a  willow  tree  can  be  heard  .  .  . 
Love. 


OWNERSHIP 

By  Caroline  Camp,  '50 

The  carpenter  came  and  tore  down  the  cupolas. 

The  painters  in  armies  brightened  the  walls. 

It  looked  like  a  new  house,  so  clean  and  cheerful, 

Except  for  the  shadows  that  lingered  in  the  halls. 

You  forgot  stories  of  the  Other  Ones  who'd  lived  there. 

You  scoffed  at  tales  that  it  still  was  theirs. 

Yet  you  started  at  the  murmurs  in  the  darkened  hallways, 

And  listened  to  the  footsteps  that  fell  upon  the  stairs. 

This  was  your  house;  you  held  the  deed  now; 

You  dwelled  here,  secure  in  your  right. 

Yet  who  was  that  who  laughed  in  the  garden? 

Was  it  an  intruder  who  sighed  in  the  night? 

Was  this  your  house,  remodeled  and  repainted? 

Was  this  your  house,  gleaming  new  and  trim? 

Or  were  you  a  stranger,  in  a  still,  old  house, 

And  didn't  it  truly  belong  to  them? 
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The  Door 

By  Berta  Allen  Russ,  '50 

I  was  bom  at  a  very  early  age  and  was  therefore  some- 
what older  when  I  learned  that  the  door  is  the  portal 
through  which  you  pass  into  tomorrow.  And  was  I  mis- 
taken, was  I  very  mistaken,  was  I  mistaken  and  surprised. 
When  I  say  surprised,  I  mean  I  was  really  surprised ; 
that  is  to  say,  I  was  surprised  when  I  discovered  that, 
rather  than  being  merely  an  entrance,  the  door  is  the 
introduction  to  an  original  tomorrow. 

Many  have  tried  to  pass  through  the  door.  Many  have 
tried  to  pass  through  the  door  and  have  succeeded.  Ger- 
trude Stein  did ;  she  really  did,  and  when  I  say  she  did 
I  mean  she  really  did,  and  Katydid.  Many  have  tried  to 
pass  through  the  door  and  have  failed.  They  have  failed 
utterly.  They  failed  because  they  did  not  realize  that 
the  key  to  unlock  the  door  is  the  ability  to  see  a  new  to- 
morrow through  the  door,  a  new  tomorrow  whicli  no  one 
has  marred,  a  new  and  different  tomorrow  which  no  one 
has  used  in  imitation  of  yesterday.  Today  is  not  tomor- 
row; it  is  yesterday.  Today  is  nearly  tomorrow,  nearly 
is,  nearly,  nearly  is.  Today  was  tomorrow  j'esterday, 
but  today  is  today  just  as  yesterday  was  today  yesterday, 
but  yesterday  today.  Tomorrow  will  be  today  tomorrow, 
which  will  make  today,  yesterday  and  tomorrow  all  at 
once. 


ON  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LILY 

By  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

I  do  not  ask  for  great  acclaim, 

And  niches  in  the  hall  of  fame, 

Nor  must  I  have  a  cheek-book  blank, 

And  mingle  with  the  folk  of  rank. 

What  matter  it  if  I  ne'er  see 

The  gleaming  face  of  royalty? 

My  life  can  be  a  simple  thing, 

And  still  my  heart  and  I  will  sing, 

If,  wearied  from  the  day's  labors, 

Amidst  the  sweet,  ambrosial  flavors 

Of  onions  swathed  in  squares  of  bread, 

I  may  recline  upon  my  bed — 

My  shoe  off  my  bunion, 

A  book  of  Damon  Runyon, 

And  a  sandwich  of  onion. 


MOMENTARY  SERENITY 

By  Betty  Bowles,  '50 

In  this  yellow  glow  of  lamplight, 

With  pillow  and  with  book 

Of  verse  about  some  lovers, 

In  this  warm,  silent  nook 

In  here — though  there  is  presently 

Some  task,  and  I  agree 

Such  things  are  inescapable — 

Contentment  comes  to  me. 


Twilight 

By  Virginia  Smith,  '48 

As  her  feet  sank  deeper  into  the  danrp  sand,  she  glanced 
slowly  from  left  to  right,  trying  to  absorb  every  object 
which  she  saw.  On  either  side  the  barren  beach  stretched 
out,  vaguely  disappearing  into  the  fog.  The  sand,  swept 
up  by  sudden  gusts  of  wind,  bit  her  legs,  and  she  pulled 
herself  toward  the  bedraggled  dunes  for  the  little  protec- 
tion which  they  might  provide.  Through  dim  eyes  she 
was  scarcely  able  to  distinguish  the  skeletons  of  drift- 
wood scattered  around  her.  She  stumbled  and  slowly 
dragged  herself  up,  but  the  crushed  grass  of  the  dunes 
offered  little  comfort. 

Through  the  dim  corridors  of  her  brain  she  gradually 
became  aware  of  the  beating,  the  ceaseless  thrashing  of 
the  waves  against  the  shore.  Above,  the  gulls  screaming 
cries  maddened  her.  She  clamped  her  hands  over  her 
ears,  trying  to  shut  the  sounds  out.  She  looked  at  the 
jetty,  which  protruded  forlornly  into  the  walloping  break- 
ers as  though  trying  to  defend  its  portion  of  the  shore 
from  the  destructive  waters.  Slapping  and  spraying 
foam,  the  waves  were  gradually  engulfing  the  jetty,  swal- 
lowing everything  within  their  reach. 

Shuddering,  she  closed  her  eyes,  trying  to  shut  off  a 
picture  which  remained  fixed  in  her  mind.  As  she  opened 
them  again,  the  breakers  leered  at  her,  beckoning  to  her, 
their  loud  roar  calling.  She  walked  hypnotically  to  one 
spot  as  if  drawn  by  a  magnet.  Abruptly,  she  stopped. 
Everything  was  laughing  at  her — the  gulls  with  their 
shrill  screaming  and  the  waves  with  their  eerie  roaring. 
Even  the  jetty  grinned  evily. 

Suddenly,  she  sank  to  the  ground  amid  hysterical 
bursts  of  sobbing.  Only  a  few  days  before,  this  had  been 
a  pleasant  spot,  until.  .  .  . 

The  water  licked  at  her  feet,  washing  higher  and  higher 
until  one  wave  completely  engulfed  her,  soaking  her  to 
the  skin.  She  tried  to  beat  the  thoughts  out  of  her  head, 
but  on  they  rushed  ...  he  had  dived  headlong  into  a 
wave;  he  had  not  come  up.  She  had  screamed.  He  was 
dragged,  out  and  brought  to  this  exact  spot.  The  on- 
slaught of  the  wave  had  thrown  him  against  the  jetty 
and  had  broken  his  neck.  .  .  . 

Lifelessly,  she  picked  herself  up  as  a  whiff  of  fog  en- 
veloped her,  enclosing  first  her  head  until  nothing  but 
the  tops  of  her  buried  feet  appeared.  The  mist  swirled 
around,  blinding  her.  Only  a  gray  nothingness  stretched 
beyond.  One  thought  continually  revolved  in  her  mind — 
she  must  retrace  her  steps,  return  to  'what  she  wished  to 
forget.  Instinctively  she  turned  and  groped  her  way 
through  the  shadows. 
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RAIN 

By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 

Slow  drizzle  and  sleek  dampness 
Everywhere. 

On  the  sidewalks  and  streets, 

Wetly  shining  like  satin  ribbon; 

On  the  curved  tops  of  automobiles; 

On  rounded  umbrellas; 

On  the  bent  backs  of  raincoated  figures 

Scurrying  along  the  ribboned  path. 

"Velvet  darkness  and  satin  brightness. 

The  sound  of  dripping  rain, 

Of  rubber  tires  squishing  on  slippery  pavement, 

The  smell  and  feel  of  damp  air 

Everywhere. 

Rain. 


THE  PORTRAIT 

By  Nancy  Yorke  Holland,  '48 

Regal  attitude — 

Eyes  that  see  beyond  and  through, 
Eyes  that  do  not  smile,  but 
Oaze  aloof,  beyond  and  through. 

Forehead  serene  and  calm, 
Unlined  by  human  fret — 
Lips  gently  curved,  yet  resolute, 
Determined,  dominant,  not  to  forget. 

Hair  swept  high — 

In  a  queenly  crown  it  lies, 

Her  throat  below  snow  white, 

There  sapphires,  that  are  her  eyes. 

Hands,  folded,  quiet — 
Hands  holding  lightly  a  single  rose. 
Stature  straight,  foreboding — 
All  this  in  regal  pose. 


WINTER 

By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 
Winter — 
The  naked  earth, 
Cold,  emotionless — 
And  as  I  walk 
On  frozen  ground 
I  feel 

Alone,  separated 
Prom  the  unresponsive  substance 
That  I  cannot  crush 
ISeneath  my  feet. 
Winter — 
And  aloneness. 


MOMENTS  OF  HAPPINESS 

By  Ann  Lucas,  '48 
Moments  of  happiness 
Unrealized,  free 
As  a  sudden  burst 
Of  youthful  ecstas}' ; 
Moments  of  happiness 
I  carelessly  flung 
In  spattered  droplets 
Out  among 

The  bitter  hours  of  pain ; 
Moments  of  happiness 
I  now  wish  I  had  back  again. 


December  1947 


&"<f  ALUMNAE 


By  Jaxe  K.  Bell,  Alumnae  Secretary 


Introducing  Our  New  Association  President 


MRS.  R.  G.  S.  DAVIS,  JR.  (nee  Mary  Richardson,  '36,  of 
Raleigh),  of  Henderson,  was  elected  president  of  the  Saint 
Mary's  Alumnae  Association  at  the  annual  Genera]  Alumnae 
Meeting  held  May  31  at  school.  Mrs.  Davis  succeeds  Mrs. 
James  T.  Cordon    (nee  Betsy  London,  '06),  of  Raleigh. 

Dear  "Old  Girls," 

It  is  a  real  honor  and  privilege  to  have  been  elected 
president  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association.  I 
know  no  finer  group  of  women  anywhere,  and  I  am  truly 
proud  to  serve  as  their  leader. 

In  addition  to  a  new  president,  3rou  have  also  a  new 
alumnae  secretary,  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell  of  Raleigh.  We 
will  need  this  year  all  the  help  and  co-operation  you  can 
give  us.  I  don't  believe  there  has  ever  been  a  time  when 
the  Saint  Mary's  alumnae  were  called  upon  for  help  that 
they  did  not  respond,  and  I  know  we  can  count  on  you 
not  to  fail  us  now. 

Miss  Jane  Gower,  editor  of  "The  Belles,"  has  reviewed 
for  you  the  many  improvements  on  campus  and  the  hap- 
penings at  school  since  the  opening  date,  September  15 ; 


so  I  will  not  repeat.     Of  course,  there  is  always  a  great 
deal  more  to  be  done. 

Plans  for  the  year  1947-48  were  made  at  the  first  meet- 
ing of  the  Alumnae  Council  held  October  7  in  Smedes 
parlor.  The  main  objective  for  the  year  is  the  project  of 
redecorating  the  dining  room,  which  at  present  is  not  very 
attractive.  The  council's  plan  of  action  is  for  each  chap- 
ter to  originate  a  project  in  the  fall  to  raise  funds  for 
this  objective. 

In  order  to  accomplish  this  end,  we  MUST  have  active 
chapters.  The  first  thing  Ave  want  to  do  is  to  reorganize 
our  inactive  chapters.  I  was  appalled  to  discover  that, 
though  we  have  alumnae  in  just  about  every  town  in  the 
state  and  many  in  other  states,  there  were,  at  the  begin- 
ning of  this  year,  only  ten  active  chapters.  These  chap- 
ters are  doing  a  good  job,  for  each  year  more  girls  come 
to  Saint  Mary's  from  these  towns.  I  truly  believe  that 
the  loyalty  and  enthusiasm  of  the  alumnae  are  largely 
responsible. 

Jane  and  I  have  decided  that  the  best  way  to  reactivate 
chapters  is  to  visit  them  in  person.  So  on  Wednesday, 
October  22,  we  started  out  on  the  first  of  a  series  of  tours 
which  we  hope  to  make  this  year.  On  this  tour  we  met 
with  chapters  in  Goldsboro,  Rocky  Mount,  Tarboro  and 
Wilson,  reorganizing  the  last  two  chapters.  We  feel  that 
our  trip  was  successful  and  just  what  was  done  may  be 
read  in  the  chapter  minutes  below. 

Our  sincere  thanks  to  Mrs.  H.  Fitzhugh  Lee  of  Golds- 
boro, Mrs.  John  P.  Ballard  of  Tarboro,  Mrs.  James  Demp- 
sey,  Jr.,  of  Wilson,  and  Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr  of  Dur- 
ham. 

Besides  the  business  of  the  meetings  it  was  grand  seeing 
so  many  Saint  Mary's  girls  and  inspiring  to  see  our  plans 
begin  to  work  out  in  each  chapter.  Projects,  which  each 
chapter  is  keeping  secret,  are  in  the  making  and  interest 
in  the  Membership  Cup  competition  is  high.  This  prom- 
ises to  be  a  good  year  with  Saint  Mary's  continuing  to 
go  ahead  as  it  has  through  all  its  more  than  a  century 
of  proud  progress. 

The  old  deht  has  been  paid  several  years  ago,  enroll- 
ment continues  at  its  peak  with  a  waiting  list,  and  our 
school  holds  her  place  as  one  of  the  leading  junior  col- 
leges in  the  country  and  the  largest  girls'  Episcopal 
school  in  the  United  States. 

I  need  not  tell  you  how  much  Saint  Mary's  means  to 
all  of  us.  Let's  do  our  part  to  see  that  it  means  as  much 
to  our  daughters  and  future  alumnae,  and  at  the  same 
time  keep  alive  our  own  friendships  and  bonds  with  our 
school. 

Sincerely, 

Mary  Richardson  Davis,  '36, 
President,  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association. 
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President  Richard  G.  Stone 

Dear  Alumnae : 

Last  year,  my  first  at  Saint  Mary's,  was  a  memorable 
one  in  many  respects.  I  had  the  privilege  of  visiting 
alumnae  groups  at  Greensboro,  Warrenton,  and  Kinston. 
All  of  these  people  were  interested  in  events  at  the  school 
and  anxious  to  lend  their  efforts  toward  building  a  greater 
Saint  Mary's. 

This  year  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell,  our  new  secretary,  and  I 
visited  the  Richmond  chapter  on  November  1.  Mrs.  Davis, 
the  alumnae  president,  and  Miss  Bell  have  met  with  other 
clubs,  and  everywhere  interest  in  Saint  Mary's  is  in- 
creasing. 

We  here  at  the  school  have  high  hopes  for  the  future 
and  believe  that  much  will  be  done  to  extend  the  reputa- 
tion of  Saint  Mary's  in  the  years  to  come.  The  year 
1947-48  has  started  well ;  from  all  indications  our  students 
have  been  carefully  selected  and  will  be  a  credit  to  the 
institution  during  and  after  their  days  on  the  campus. 

Much  has  been  accomplished  in  the  way  of  physical 
improvement  in  the  past  year  but  still  many  things  are 
left  to  do.  I  earnestly  solicit  your  interest  and  co-opera- 
tion in  building  a  great  Saint  Mary's  of  the  future. 

Richard  G.  Stone, 

President. 


Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Chapters- 
Active  or  Dormant? 

Busy  as  a  telephone  line  or  lazy  as  a  stream? 

Which  is  your  chapter? 

On  October  7  the  Alumnae  Council  went  to  the  polls 
about  it.  And  the  vote  was  11-0  in  favor  of  making  each 
chapter  as  busy  as  a  telephone  line  the  aim  for  the  vear 
1947-48. 

Words,  wishes,  or  letters  cannot  accomplish  an  aim.  It 
takes  action  .  .  .  action  from  each  Saint  Mary's  girl  in 
her  home  town. 

The  score  is  now  13  up  and  31  to  go! 


Charlotte,  Durham,  Elizabeth  City,  Goldsboro,  Greens- 
boro, Henderson,  Raleigh,  Richmond,  Va.,  Rocky  Mount, 
Scotland  Neck,  Tarboro,  Warrenton,  and  Wilson  have 
active  chapters:  Durham,  Tarboro  and  Wilson  were  re- 
organized during  October,  1947. 

The  Washington,  D.  C,  Chapter  will  have  a  luncheon 
meeting  on  November  8,  and  there  may.  be  a  meeting  of 
the  New  York  group  in  November.  Mrs.  Frank  Graham, 
president,  is  planning  to  call  a  meeting  of  the  Chapel  Hill 
chapter  in  November. 

As  for  the  remaining  28  .  .  .  they  are  dormant  chapters. 
With  hopes  in  mind  for  reorganization  in  1947-48,  they 
are  as  follows :  Asheville,  Atlanta,  Ga. ;  Charleston,  S.  C. ; 
Columbia, .  S.  C. ;  Concord,  Edenton,  Fayetteville,  Green- 
ville, Hertford,  High  Point,  Hillsboro,  Jacksonville,  Kin- 
ston, Lynchburg,  Va. ;  Monroe,  Morganton-Marion,  Nor- 
folk-Portsmouth, Va. ;  Oxford,  Petersburg,  Va. ;  Phila- 
delphia-Germantown,  Pa. ;  Roanoke,  Va. ;  Roanoke  Rapids, 
Rockingham,  Salisbury,  Wake  Forest,  Washington,  Wil- 
mington, and  Winston-Salem. 

Five  of  these  chapters  met  in  1945,  two  in  1944,  four 
in  1943  and  on  down  the  list  to  four  who  met  for  the  last 
time  in  1931  and  nine  that  have  never  met  according  to 
the  files.  'Tis  true  the  war  slowed  down  activity  and 
traveling,  but  'tis  time  to  be  active  again ! 

One  might  ask  the  question,  'What  is  the  purpose  of  an 
alumnae  chapter?" 

The  aim  of  the  alumnae  association  is  "to  strengthen 
and  perpetuate  the  ties  between  Saint  Mary's  School  and 
her  alumnae."  The  duty  of  each  alumnae  is  to  represent 
the  school  in  her  community  and  to  keep  up  to  date  on 
school  news.  These  are  accomplished  through  an  active 
chapter. 

On  October  7  the  Alumnae  Council  decided  to  have  as 
the  main  project  of  the  year :  THE  REDECORATION  OF 
THE  DINING  ROOM.  Each  active  chapter  is  to  plan  an 
activity  to  raise  funds  for  this  project.  With  44  active 
chapters  working  together  the  project  will  be  completed ! 
Busy  as  a  telephone  or  lazy  as  a  stream?  Which  is  your 
chapter? 

Jane  K.  Bell, 
Alumnae  Secretarv. 
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Saint  Mary's  in  the  Fall 

Bv  JANE  GOWER,  editor  of  THE  BELLES 


San  Francisco  with  her  Golden  Gate  has  nothing  on 
Saint  Mary's !  For  to  enter  the  front  campus  one  must 
ride  through  a  new  entrance  gate  set  in  a  wall  made  of 
brick  and  ironwork.  This  is  an  alumnae  project,  headed 
by  Mrs.  William  Person,  Raleigh,  carried  out  in  co-opera- 
tion with  the  school. 

Shrubbery  is  to  be  planted  at  each  end  of  the  wall. 
grass  sown  in  plots,  and  ivy  started  at  an  early  date. 
Iron  urns  on  top  of  the  center  piers  will  be  installed  as 
soon  as  they  are  available.  Begun  the  first  week  in  Au- 
gust, the  project  was  almost  complete  to  greet  the  1947-48 
students  on  September  15. 

The  Raleigh  alumnae  chapter,  Mrs.  Grover  L.  Dillon, 
president,  has  purchased  four  Williamsburg  lamps  and 
lamp  posts  to  be  put  down  the  center  walk.  The  funds 
came  from  an  alumnae  project,  the  coca-cola  machine 
at  school. 

A  brick  walkway  will  be  constructed  from  the  chapel 
entrance  around  the  corner  of  the  chapel  and  down  to 
Dr.  Stone's  house.  A  turn-around  will  be  cleared  in 
front  of  the  infirmary  for  visitors. 

Originally  the  alumnae  planned  to  reconstruct  the  sum- 
mer house,  but  a  replica  of  it  was  found  to  be  too  expen- 
sive at  present. 

During  the  summer  many  improvements  were  made  to 
campus  and  buildings.  In  addition  to  a  large  amount  of 
cleaning,  painting,  screening  and  floor  sanding,  new  fur- 
niture was  bought  for  several  buildings.  West  Rock 
dormitory  has  been  completely  refurnished  with  maple 
double-decker  beds,  chairs,  tables  and  bureaus.  New  red 
and  blue  leather  furniture  was  purchased  for  the  day 
students'  room  and  the  senior  recreation  room  in  Holt 
Dormitory. 

Flourescent  lighting  was  installed  in  all  classrooms 
that  did  not  have  it  and  splash-proof  lights  were  installed 
at  the  swimming  pool.  The  faculty  house  has  been  re- 
painted and  a  kitchen,  living  room,  and  a  sitting  room 
have  been  provided.  For  off-campus  faculty  members 
there  is  a  dressing  room  where  they  may  rest  between 
classes. 

Eight  new  faculty  members,  a  new  alumnae  secretary 
and  two  returning  teachers  also  welcomed  the  students 
this  year.  Misses  Sara  Esther  Jones,  Nancy  McLaurin, 
and  Consuelo  Van  Orsdell  are  new  members  of  the  Eng- 
lish department.  Miss  Mary  Oliver  Ellington  teaches 
biology  and  hygiene.  Dr.  E.  F.  Parker  is  professor  of 
German  and  Spanish.  Mrs.  F.  H.  Pauszek  teaches  the 
commercial  courses.  Mrs.  L.  S.  Linton  is  accompanist 
to  the  music  department. 

Miss  Jane  K.  Bell  of  Raleigh  is  the  newly  appointed 
alumnae  secretary. 

Returning  from  a  year's  leave  of  absence  teaching  at 
Yale  was  0.  A.  P.  Moore,  head  of  the  English  department, 
and  Donald  Peery,  who  received  his  Master's  in  Music 
at  Columbia. 

Featuring  torturing  tests  and  pleasant  parties,  Saint 
Mary's  celebrated  a  busy  Welcome  Week  September 
15-20.  After  jam  sessions  and  unpacking  sessions,  each 
hall  had  a  "get-acquainted"  meeting  Monday  night,   at 


which  time  new  girls  met  their  hall  presidents  who  "really 
weren't  strict  at  all,"  and  who  explained  all  the  rules  and 
regulations. 

Tuesday  morning  brought  the  Iowa  State  tests,  and  as 
a  result  of  struggling  through  Chinese  laundrymen  and 
laws  of  physics,  we  saw  blocks  before  our  eyes  instead 
of  spots.  We  sang  ole  school  songs  in  the  parlor  Tuesday 
night.  On  Wednesday  night  odors  of  onions  and  coffee 
floating  down  the  various  halls  proclaimed  the  first  of  the 
famous  hall  parties.  Fred  Astaire  danced  on  our  audi- 
torium stage  (on  the  screen,  of  course)  on  Thursday 
night  and  we  had  an  "all-over-school"  party,  with  dancing 
in  the  gym,  bridge  in  the  study  hall  and  singing  or  "just 
talking"  in  the  parlor,  and  cokes  and  potato  chips  for 
extra  trimming  on  Friday  night. 

Saturday  brought  the  first  day  of  classes  and  the  gaiety 
of  "big  sisters"  taking  "little  sisters"  to  lunch  and  the 
movies  uptown.  "The  annual  Old  Girl-New  Girl  Party 
was  that  night  and  the  faculty,  staff,  and  old  girls  greeted 
the  new. 

On  Sunday  we  attended  the  first  big  church  service 
with  the  choir  and  long  straight  lines  of  dressed-up  girls 
marching  into  the  chapel.  The  Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding 
Hughes,  chaplain,  was  in  charge.  The  YWCA  held  its 
first  joint  meeting  and  party  in  Holt  Parlor  Sunday  after- 
noon. New  girls  were  introduced  to  the  Hut  Sunday 
night  at  a  wonderful  fried  chicken  'n'  ice  cream  picnic. 

Happy  and  tired,  new  Saint  Mary's  girls  turned  off 
their  lights  Sunday  night  with  the  sudden  realization 
that  there  just  hadn't  been  a  chance  to  be  homesick.  Old 
girls  climbed  in  the  bed  with  a  "Gosh,  but  it's  good  to 
be  back  again !"  And  the  first  week  of  school  was  over 
with  a  hard  year  of  work  just  beginning. 

Student  government  this  year  is  under  the  capable 
leadership  of  Page  Parrish,  Richmond,  Va.  Parents  and 
students  alike  have  commented  that  "never  had  they  seen 
such  friendly  girls  and  everyone  felt  so  at  home."  Luck 
Flanders,  Swainsboro,  Ga.,  is  vice-president  of  the  stu- 
dent body,  and  Sarah  Walston,  Wilson,  is  president  of 
the  senior  class.  Other  senior  officers  are  Nellie  Truslow, 
Chestertown  Md.,  vice-president;  Frances  Isbell,  Green- 
ville, S.  <'.,  secretary;  and  Emily  Rowland,  Sumter,  S.  C, 
treasurer.  Anne  Amonette,  Lynchburg,  Va.,  is  legislative 
body  representative,  and  Anne  Willingham,  Marietta, 
Ga.,  and  Lib  Burns,  Fayetteville.  are  Honor  Council  rep- 
resentatives. 

Leading  the  junior  class  is  Frances  Drane,  Monroe, 
president ;  Katy  Evans,  Murfreesboro.  vice-president ; 
Betty  Mardre,  Windsor,  secretary ;  and  Ellen  Rixey,  Nor- 
folk, Va.,  treasurer.  Betsy  Shepard,  Edenton,  and  Jean 
Craft  Jenkins,  Hartwell,  Ga.,  are  Legislative  Body  repre- 
sentatives and  Susan  Jenkins,  Goldsboro,  is  Honor  Coun- 
cil representative. 

President    of    the    sophomore    class    is    Nancy    Hamel, 

Greensboro  ;  vice-president,  Aurelia  Fulton,  Walnut  Cove  ; 

secretary.  Betty  Bowles,  Statesville ;  treasurer,  Beth  Toy. 

New    Brunswick,   N.   J.      Legislative    Body   president    is 

(Continued   on  P.  12) 
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High  School  Belles  Become  College  Lassies 

By  BETSY  CARTER,  '49 


While  the  remnants  of  our  Class  of  '47  H.S.  are  strug- 
gling Juniors  back  at  Saint  Mary's  this  year,  the  main 
portion  is  scattered  in  colleges  throughout  the  country 
■while  one  became  a  "Mrs." 

Noel  Gibbs  is  now  Mrs.  "William  Barnwell.  She  was 
married  the  18th  of  October  at  Saint  Mary's  Chapel.  She 
was  really  a  beautiful  bride !  Pat  Ambrose,  Betty  Byrnes, 
Caroline  Camp,  Betty  Bowles,  and  I  were  bridesmaids  in 
the  wedding;  so  it  was  truly  a  Saint  Mary's  affair.  After 
an  extended  honeymoon  in  Maine,  Noel  and  Bill  have 
settled  down  in  an  apartment  in  Greensboro. 

And  as  for  the  rest.  .  .  . 

Susan,  Etta  Craig,  and  Myrtle  are  at  Sweet  Briar.  Even 
Myrtle  says  that  she  is  almost  swamped  with  work.  They 
all  are  crazy  about  it  though. 

Hollins  has  claimed  Frances  Collett,  Mary  Beth,  and 
Ann  Coley.  Ann  is  very  happy  there,  but  she  really 
misses  Miss  Morrison's  English  history. 

At  Randolph  Macon  are  Ann  Nowell,  Prances  Wood 
and  Katherine  Willcox.  Frances  and  Katherine  are  now 
aunts,  for  Nancy  Wood  Carson  and  Betty  Willcox  Craw- 
ford have  a  son  and  daughter,  respectively. 


Saint  Mary's  in  the  Fall 

(Continued  from  P.  11) 
Caroline  Camp,  Franklin,  Va.,  and  Honor  Council  mem- 
ber is  Lucille  Best,  Clinton. 

The  freshmen  class  elected  Martha  McGuirk,  Morgan- 
ton,  president;  Evelyn  Oettinger,  Kinston.  vice-president; 
Cynthia  Perkins,  Florence,  S.  C,  secretary ;  and  Lyn 
Jennings.  St.  Augustine,  Fla.,  treasurer.  Pat  George, 
Chapel  Hill,  was  chosen  Legislative  Body  representative. 

Daisy  Dixon,  Wilson,  is  president  of  the  business  stu- 
dents with  Van  Aydlett,  Elizabeth  City,  vice-president; 
Margaret  Rawlings,  Wilson,  secretary ;  and  Frances 
Fowlkes,  Raleigh,  treasurer.  Molly  Williams,  Rocky 
Mount,  is  Honor  Council  representative  and  Sara  Ann 
Rasberry,  Durham,  is  representative  to  the  Legislative 
Body. 

To  sponsor  Girl  Break  dances  and  annual  school  dances, 
Gene  Hines,  Greenwood,  S.  C,  was  elected  chief  dance 
marshal  with  representatives  from  each  class  assisting 
her.  Dance  marshals  are  Corneille  Rylander.  Americus, 
Ga. ;  Nellie  Truslow,  Frances  Isbell,  Edith  Allison,  States- 
ville ;  Virginia  Cobb,  Durham ;  Mary  Ann  Montfort,  Man- 
chester. Ga.;  Meredith  Plant,  Macon,  Ga. ;  Betty  Anne 
Yowell.  Raleigh ;  Sarah  Lou  Davis,  Morganton ;  Sylvia 
Xewson,  Charlotte;  Becky  Wall,  High  Point;  Adelaide 
Linehan,  Raleigh  ;  ami  Barbara  Buck,  Jacksonville  Beach, 
Florida. 

Musette  Kitchen  Brown,  Scotland  Xeck,  has  been  elect- 
ed president  of  the  Granddaughters'  Club  for  this  year. 
There  are  34  new  members  and  68  in  all,  the  club  being 
made  up  of  those  girls  whose  mothers,  grandmothers, 
and  in  several  cases  great  great-grandmothers,  went  to 
Saint  Mary's  School.  Logan  Vaught,  Winston-Salem,  is 
vice-president ;  Beth  Toy  is  secretary ;  and  Adelaide  Line- 


Ann  Wicker,  Betty  Beal,  and  Clara  are  having  a  gay 
time  at  Salem.  Ann  Barbour  and  Ruby  Leigh  are  close 
to  the  alma  mater  at  Wake  Forest.  The3r  are  both  pulling 
for  their  fine  football  team  this  year ! 

Tina,  Emily,  Mimi,  Iris,  Laura,  and  Prissy  have  traveled 
above  the  Mason-Dixon  line  to  attend  "institutions  of 
higher  learning."  Laura  is  at  Vassal';  Emily  at  Smith; 
Mimi  at  the  University  of  Pennsylvania  ;  and  Iris  at  Finch. 
Tina  is  studying  at  the  School  of  Horticulture  in  Amber, 
Penn.,  and  Prissy  is  busy  becoming  a  nurse  at  Saint  Luke's 
Hospital. 

Martha  Wilson  has  "gone  West"  to  Rockford  College 
in  Illinois. 

Nancy  dimming,  Bebe  and  Carolyn  are  in  the  "Deep 
South."  Nancy  is  taking  dancing  and  dramatics  at  Wes- 
leyan  Conservatory  at  Macon,  Ga. ;  Bebe  is  a  day  student 
at  Rollins ;  and  Carolyn  is  going  to  the  University  of 
Miami. 

Lassies,  news  of  our  high  school  class  will  be  a  regular 
Bulletin  feature  starting  with  our  class  if  you  want  it. 
So  drop  me  a  line  at  Box  51,  Saint  Mary's  School,  and  let 
me  know  what  you're  doing.  I'm  expecting  a  box  full 
soon ! 


han,  treasurer.     Miss  Jane  K.  Bell,  alumnae  secretary,  is 
the  adviser. 

Gov.  and  Mrs.  R.  Gregg  Cherry  will  entertain  at  a  tea 
at  the  Governor's  Mansion  in  December  honoring  the 
Granddaughters.  They  are  planning  to  sell  white  felt 
Saint  Mary's  hats,  picture  post  cards,  and  are  making 
more  tentative  plans  for  other  activities  on  campus. 

Betty  Lokey  is  serving  as  president  of  the  day  students. 
Berta  Allen  Russ  and  Mary  Mar  Ragland  are  Honor 
Council  representative  and  dance  marshal  respectively. 

In  its  first  traditional  walk  of  the  year  on  October  30, 
the  Order  of  the  Circle,  headed  by  Anne  Willingham, 
tapped  five  seniors:  Jane  Gower,  Greenville,  S.  C. ;  Nancy 
Hannah,  Greenville ;  Mary  Lou  Pratt,  Sumter,  S.  C. ; 
Sarah  Walston  and  Logan  Vaught.  Helen  Eppes,  Hen- 
derson, is  secretary,  and  other  members  are  Luck  Flan- 
ders and  Page  Parrish. 

Logan  Vaught  is  president  of  Sigma  Pi  Alpha,  national 
honorary  language  society.  Helen  Eppes  is  vice-presi- 
dent ;  Lenoir  Williams,  Faison,  secretary ;  and  Edith  Wins- 
low.  Raleigh,  convention  delegate. 

This  year  the  choir  has  organized  and  elected  officers 
for  the  first  time.  Molly  Williams  is  president;  Anne 
Moore,  Wilmington,  vice-president ;  and  Barbara  Pope, 
Dunn,  secretary.  Nancy  Hamel  is  president  of  the  Glee 
Club  and  Barbara  Pope  is  librarian. 

Heading  the  Sigma's  and  Mil's,  athletic  societies,  are 
Musette  Brown  and  Mary  Lou  Pratt,  respectively.  Vice- 
presidents  are  Logan  Vaught  and  Nellie  Truslow.  Cheer- 
leaders are  Maggie  Hudson,  Winston-Salem;  Barbara 
Buck.  Leah  Rigsbec,  Goldsboro ;  Helen  Wills,  Lynchburg, 
Va.,  for  the  Sigma's.  Cheering  for  the  Mu's  are  Armecia 
Eure,  Raleigh ;  Lucille  Best,  Clinton ;  Catherine  Camp- 
bell, Lynchburg.  Va.,  and  Barbara  Parrish,  Raleigh. 
(Continued  on  P.  32) 
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Saint  Mary's  Girls  Become  Debutantes 


The  week-end  of  the  Debutante  Ball,  1947,  was  a  very 
gala  event — one  that  none  of  us  will  ever  forget. 

Thursday  night  before  the  week-end  officially  began, 
Sallie  Ruffin,  Margaret  Cummings,  Jenny  Parks,  and 
Martha  Ann  Olsen  had  a  bang-up  party  at  the  Carolina 
Country  Club  for  the  Raleigh  debutantes.  Out  there  I 
saw  several  girls  whom  I  had  not  seen  since  school  closed 
in  May,  Betty  Lokey,  Nancy  Duckett,  Betsy  Tom  Law- 
rence, Armecia  Eure,  Mary  Frances  Dillon,  Martha  Best 
Yorke,  and  Ann  Dewey  Heartt. 

At  the  opening  luncheon  Friday,  I  sat  with  Betsy 
Evans,  Charlotte  Blanton,  and  Hontas  Whitaker.  We  had 
a  grand  time  talking  over  old  times  and  the  Ball. 

After  the  luncheon,  we  went  down  to  the  Memorial 
Auditorium  to  practice  the  figure.  In  the  rush  and  con- 
fusion, I  ran  into  some  more  Saint  Mary's  friends,  Mary 
Anna  Dunbar,  Marguerite  Way,  Betsy  Siler,  and  Jacque- 
line White. 

The  rehearsal  was  very  tiring  and  the  figure  looked 
terrible.  We  were  all  very  discouraged.  As  I  was  leav- 
ing the  auditorium  I  saw  Josephine  Hoyt  and  Lucinda 
Edwards  chatting  excitedly  about  the  week-end. 

At  the  Ball,  Anna  Lee  Smith,  the  leader,  looked  per- 
fectly lovely.  She  was  the  only  one  who  did  not  appear 
nervous.  The  figure  was  beautiful  in  spite  of  the  dis- 
couraging rehearsal.  Everything  was  fun  until  the  or- 
chestra played  "Red  Silk  Stockings  and  the  Green  Per- 
fume" for  the  no-break  dance. 

Intermission  followed  the  figure.  We  went  to  an  ele- 
gant party  at  the  Colonial  Room  of  the  Hotel  Sir  Walter 
given  by  Martha  Best  Yorke,  Pegge  Misenheimer,  and 
Edith  Allison. 

Everybody  was  feeling  better  when  we  got  back  to  the 
dance — not  so  nervous.  Dancing  around,  I  saw  a  couple 
of  last  year's  graduates,  Mary  Leah  Thorne  and  Peggy 
Powell,  with  dreamy  looks  in  their  eyes. 

Saturday  morning  bright  and  early  (eleven-thirty) 
there  was  a  dance  at  the  Carolina  Country  Club.  Out 
there  I  met  several  former  Saint  Mary's  girls,  Penelope 
Fagan,  Dorothy  Woodward,  Mary  Baskerville,  Jane  Peete, 
and  Joyce  Tomlin. 

Following  the  morning  dance,  Anne  Dewey  Heartt  had 
a  luncheon  for  the  leaders  of  the  Ball.  Corinne  Grimsley 
and  Mabel  McDonald  were  there  looking  very  lovely.  We 
enjoyed  the  luncheon  so  much. 

After  the  luncheon,  we  had  an  hour's  rest  before  the 
tea  that  Gov.  and  Mrs.  R.  Gregg  Cherry  gave  for  us.  Walk- 


By  MUSETTE  KITCHIN  BROWN 


ing  into  the  Mansion,  I  ran  into  two  old  friends,  Mary 
Elizabeth  Peirson  and  Elizabeth  Burns.  We  walked  in 
together,  and  the  first  people  we  saw  were  Lenoir  Wil- 
liams and  Nancy  Pendleton. 

Henrietta  Thorp,  Iris  McEwen,  and  Ann  McMullan 
came  down  the  receiving  line  looking  as  attractive  as 
ever.  During  the  afternoon  I  was  introduced  to  several 
more  Saint  Mary's  girls  who  I  had  heard  much  about, 
Alice  Shamburger,  Amie  Watkins,  Marietta  Duke,  and 
Ann  Evans. 

The  Saturday  night  dance  was  as  wonderful  as  the  Fri- 
day night  one.  During  one  of  the  short  intermissions,  I 
saw  Doris  Ashby,  Barbara  Smith,  and  Martha  Bailey,  all 
three  looking  lovely. 

At  an  enormous  party  after  the  dance  at  Carolina  Pines, 
I  met  Mary  Berry,  Anne  Marshall  Bryan,  and  Lula  Vance. 
Everybody  had  a  gay  time  that  night,  but  there  was  a 
bit  of  sadness  in  all  their  e3'es  because  it  was  the  last  fling 
of  the  glorious  Debutante  Ball  of  1947. 


1947  Debutantes 


Anna  Lee  Smith,  '46,  of  Raleigh  was  the  leader  of  the 
1947  Debutante  Ball  held  on  September  12  at  the  Raleigh 
Memorial  Auditorium,  and  sponsored  annually  by  the 
Terpsichorean  Club.  Of  the  eight  assistant  leaders,  six 
were  Saint  Mary's  girls,  Mabel  McDonald,  '46,  Raleigh ; 
Anne  Dewey  Heartt,  '48,  Raleigh ;  Musette  Brown,  '48, 
Scotland  Neck;  Hontas  Whitaker,  '46  U.S.,  Kinston; 
Corinne  Grimsley,  '45  H.S.,  Greensboro ;  and  Martha  Best 
Yorke,  '47,  Concord. 

Of  the  147  debutantes,  50  were  Saint  Mary's  girls  and 
alumnae.     The  Saint  Mary's  debutantes  were  as  follows : 

Doris  Faye  Ashby,  Margaret  Cummings,  Mary  Frances 
Dillon,  Nancy  Lee  Duckett,  Betsey  Tom  Lawrence,  Betty 
Lokey,  Martha  Ann  Olsen,  Jenny  Park,  Sallie  White 
Ruffin,  Barbara  Smith,  Armecia  Eure,  and  Martha  Bel- 
lamy Bailey,  Raleigh;  Nancy  Ross  Pendleton,  Elizabeth 
City;  Betsy  Ann  Evans  and  Mary  Elizabeth  Peirson,  En- 
field ;  Lenoir  Mercer  Williams,  Faison ;  Mary  Leah  Thorne, 
Farmville;  Elizabeth  Burns,  Fayetteville ;  Penelope  Fa- 
gan, Hillsboro ;  and  Charlotte  Blanton,  Kinston. 

Mary  Ann  Dunbar  and  Ann  Borden  Evans,  Laurin- 
burg;  Dorothy  Woodard,  Wilson;  Amie  Watkins,  Hen- 
derson ;  Mary  Spottswood  Baskervill  and  Jane  Peete, 
Warrenton ;  Lucinda  Edwards  and  Josephine  Hoyt, 
(Continued  on  P.  32) 
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Grandaughters'  Club 


Musette  Kitchin  Brown,  Scotland  Neck,  is  president  of 
the  Granddaughters'  Club,  which  has  68  members,  in- 
cluding 34  new  members,  who  are  following  the  footsteps 
of  their  ma's  and  grandma's.  Logan  Vaught,  Winston- 
Salem,  is  vice-president ;  Beth  Toy,  New  Brunswick,  N.  J., 
secretary ;  and  Adelaide  Linehan,  Raleigh,  treasurer. 

The  club's  purpose  is  to  sponsor  Saint  Mary's  projects 
on  campus,  such  as  selling  Saint  Mary's  hats,  postcards, 
Christmas  cards  and  plates.  This  is  just  a  few  of  many 
things  they  plan  to  do  this  year. 

In  December,  Governor  and  Mrs.  R.  Gregg  Cherry  plan 
to  give  a  formal  tea  at  the  Governor's  Mansion  honoring 
the  Granddaughters  and  sponsored  by  the  Raleigh  Alum- 
nae Chapter.  (A  picture  of  the  Club  is  on  the  inside  of 
the  back   cover.) 

Members  of  the  club  and  their  predecessors  are  as 
follows : 

Edith  Allison,  Statesville.  Mrs.  W.  L.  Allison  (nee  Mary 
Ausley),  mother. 

Sarah  Barbee,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Claude  Barbee,  Jr.  (nee 
Sarah  Gatling),  mother. 

Cecile  Eickett,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  T.  W.  Bickett  (nee  Fan- 
nie Yarborough),  grandmother. 

Nancy  Bog'art,  Greensboro.  Mrs.  W.  H.  Bogart  (nee 
Eunice  Bowen),  mother. 

Lucy  Brewer,  Oxford.  Mrs.  Charles  Hart  Brewer  (nee 
Lucy  Henderson  Kimball),  mother. 

Musette  Kitchin  Brown,  Scotland  Neck.  Mrs.  G.  S. 
Brown  (nee  Elizabeth  Kitchin),  mother. 

Elizabeth  Burns,  Fayetteville.  Mrs.  Robert  0.  Burns 
(nee  Mamie  Holt),  mother;  Mrs.  William  deRosset  (nee 
Elizabeth  Simpson  Nasi),  great-grandmother. 

Marguerite  Burton,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Carl  Burton  (Mar- 
guerite Tucker),  mother. 

Elizabeth  Carter,  Pinehurst,  Mrs.  Hugh  W.  Carter 
(nee  Elizabeth  Cheatham),  mother. 

Isabel  Carter,  Washington,  X.  C.  Mrs.  H.  C.  Carter,  III 
(nee  Marjorie  Hoyt),  mother;  Mrs.  John  Gray  Blount 
'nee  Elizabeth  Perry),  great-grandmother. 

Elisa  Knox  Chipley,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Roy  Marshall  Chip- 
ley  (nee  Agatha  Knox),  mother. 

Stella  Cobbs,  Anniston,  Ala.  Mrs.  Poellnitz  (nee  Mary 
LeVert  Withers),  great-grandmother;  Mrs.  Tunstall  (nee 
Augusta  Hobson),  great-grandmother. 

Josephine  Cooper,  Memphis,  Tenn.  Mrs.  Junius  H. 
Cooper  (nee  Frances  Scott  Brown),  mother. 

Katherine  Creighton,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  James  Cowan  (nee 
Margaret  Anderson  Walker),  great-grandmother. 

Jo  Anne  Darden,  Newsome,  Va.  Mrs.  George  Little 
(nee  Margaret  Haywood),  great-grandmother. 

Susan  G.  Davis,  Wilson.  Mrs.  William  Smith  (nee  Cora 
Taylor),  grandmother. 

Mary  Frances  Dillon,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Grover  L.  Dillon 
(nee  Mary  Guirkin),  mother. 

Frances  Wood  Drane,  Monroe.  Mrs.  Frederick  Blount 
Drane  (nee  Rebecca  Wood),  mother;  Mis.  Prank  Wood 
(nee  Rebecca  Collins),  grandmother. 

Mary  DuBose,  Columbia,  S.  ('.  Mrs.  David  S.  DuBose 
(nee  Raima  Dial),  mother;  Mrs.  T.  M.  DuBose  (nee  Bev- 
erly Means),  grandmother. 


Nancy  Duckett,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Robert  Duckett  (nee 
Ruth  Addison  Lee),  mother;  Mrs.  C.  R.  Lee  (nee  Nannie 
Tomlinson),  grandmother. 

Helen  Eppes,  Henderson.  Mrs.  C.  H.  Eppes  (nee  Helen 
Peoples),  mother. 

Armecia  Eure,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Thad  Eure  (nee  Minta 
Banks),  mother. 

Betty  Foreman,  Elizabeth  City.  Mrs.  W.  B.  Foreman 
(nee  Annie  Wood),  mother;  Mrs.  John  Wood  (nee  Eliza- 
beth Martin),  grandmother. 

Josephine  Gaither,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  Charles  W.  Gaither 
(nee  Elizabeth  Wood),  grandmother. 

Gene  Hines,  Greenwood,  S.  C.  Mrs.  Eli  Hines  (nee 
Olivia  Lofton),  great-grandmother. 

Josephine  Hoyt,  Washington,  N.  C.  Mrs.  J.  C.  Hoyt 
(nee  Josephine  Copeland),  mother. 

Minor  Jordan,  Va.  Beach,  Va.  Mrs.  J.  M.  Jordan,  Jr. 
(nee  Elizabeth  Minor  Browne),  mother. 

Sue  Joyner,  Wilson.  Mrs.  E.  G.  Joyner  (nee  Susie 
Summerell  Gay),  mother;  Mrs.  John  W.  Gay  (nee  Saral 
Celeste  Jacobs),  great-grandmother. 

Mary  Lou  Kimball,  Henderson,  Mrs.  D.  Boyd  Kimball, 
Jr.  (nee  Nellie  Perry  Cooper),  mother;  Mrs.  D.  B.  Kim- 
ball (nee  Lucy  Plummer),  grandmother. 

Sarah  Helen  Kirkpatrick,  Greenville.  Mrs.  Helene 
Kirkpatrick  (nee  Helene  Higgs),  mother. 

Adelaide  Boyston  Linehan,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  William  A. 
Linehan  (nee  Adelaide  Boylston),  mother;  Mrs.  Robert 
Sykes  (nee  Adelaide  Snow),  grandmother;  Mrs.  George 
H.  Snow  (nee  Betsy  Boylan),  great-grandmother;  Mrs. 
William  Boylan  (nee  Mary  Kinsey),  great  great-grand- 
mother. 

Rosa  Parsons  Little,  Wadesboro.  Mrs.  James  A.  Leak 
(nee  Anna  Mcliae),  great-grandmother. 

Betty  Mardre,  Windsor.  Mrs.  George  L.  Mardre,  Jr. 
(nee  Helen  Elizabeth  Roberson),  mother. 

Martha  McGuirk,  Morganton.  Mrs.  John  McGuirk  (nee 
Louise  Virginia  McHaft'ey),  great-grandmother. 

Anne  Skinner  McMullan,  Edenton.  Mrs.  Monroe  Whid- 
bee  (nee  Frances  Skinner),  great-grandmother. 

Frances  Minter,  Durham.  Mrs.  .Frank  Minter  (nee 
Margaret  Yorke),  mother;  Mrs.  John  F.  Yorke  (nee 
Frances  Rogers),  grandmother. 

Ann  Moore,  Wilmington.  Mrs.  Louis  T.  Moore  (nee 
Florence  Hill  Kidder),  mother. 

Eleanor  Hope  Newell,  Orlando,  Fla.  Mrs.  Sidney 
Newell  (Eleanor  Hope  Cobb),  mother;  Mrs.  N.  T.  Cobb, 
Sr.  (Eleanor  Hope  Atkins),  grandmother;  Mrs.  Smith  D. 
Atkins  (Eleanor  Hope  Swain),  great-grandmother. 

Molly  Oakey,  Hertford.  Mrs.  W.  H.  Oakey  (Marjorie 
Nixon),  mother;  Mrs.  Joseph  Gordan  Granbery  (Isa  Bene- 
dieta  Gordan),  great-grandmother;  Mrs.  Thomas  Nixon 
(Cornelia  Townsend),  great-grandmother. 

Page  Parrish,  Richmond,  Va.  Mrs.  Robert  Parrish  (nee 
Eleanor  Page),  mother. 

Mary  Pierce,  Greensboro.  Mrs.  Charles  A.  Pierce  (nee 
Ida  Hinnant),  mother. 

Mary  Pierson,  Enfield.  Mrs.  Sam  Pierson,  Jr.  (nee 
Dorothy  Payne  Wall),  mother. 

Margaret  Rawlings,  Wilson.  Mrs.  E.  G.  Rawlings  (nee 
Sarah  Daniel),  grandmother. 
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Joyce  Richert,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Joseph  Charles  Richert 
(nee  Dimock  Massey),  mother. 

Mary  Anne  Rose,  Henderson.  Mrs.  George  A.  Rose,  Jr. 
(nee  Mary  Harris),  mother. 

Peggy  Sears,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Richard  Winborne  (nee 
Margaret  Warren),  grandmother;  Mrs.  James  Warren 
(nee  Elizabeth  Paxton),  great-grandmother. 

Louise  Slagle,  Gainesville,  Ga.  Mrs.  Dean  Slagle  (Alma 
Spencer),  mother;  Mrs.  F.  P.  Spencer  (Alice  Harris), 
grandmother ;  Mrs.  John  Graham  Harris  (Lillian  Kar- 
kert),  great-grandmother. 

Fairfax  Smith,  Dallas,  Texas.  Mrs.  Stoddart  Smith 
(nee  Lou  Holland  Pitts),  mother. 

Lila  Spilman,  Statesville.  Mrs.  Robert  Spilman  (nee 
Lila  Henkel),  mother. 

Joan  Stanford,  Greensboro.  Mrs.  Alex  R.  Stanford 
(nee  Jennie  Trotter),  mother. 

Joan  Stieber,  Pelham,  N.  Y.  Mrs.  F.  M.  Stieber  (nee 
Frances  Strong),  mother;  Mrs.  Daisy  Strong  (nee  Daisy 
Horn),  grandmother. 

Margaret  Story,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  M.  A.  Story  (nee  Vir- 
ginia Franklin  Wood),  mother. 

Mary  M.  Suratt,  Glen  Rock,  N.  J.  Mrs.  Samuel  T. 
Suratt  (nee  Mary  Ellen  Gilchrist),  mother. 

Catharine  Thomas,  Wilson.  Mrs.  Theodore  P.  Thomas 
(nee  Catharine  Miller),  mother. 

Anne  Townsend,  Marshall,  Va.  Mrs.  Henry  LeRoy 
Townsend  (nee  Ellen  Douglas  Pippen),  mother;  Mrs. 
Joseph  Pippen   (nee  Sally  Moore  Leach),   grandmother; 


Mrs.  John  Leach  (nee  Ellen  Douglas  Moore),  great-grand- 
mother. 

Beth  Toy,  New  Brunswick,  N.  J.  Mrs.  Clavert  Rogers 
Toy  (nee  Fielding  Douthat),  mother;  Mrs.  Walter  Toy 
(nee  Jane  Bingham),  grandmother. 

Nellie  Truslow,  Chestertown,  Md.  Mrs.  Claude  E.  Trus- 
low  (nee  Mildred  Collins),  mother. 

Marion  Turner,  Greensboro.  Mrs.  Thomas  Turner,  Jr. 
(nee  Elizabeth  Nolan),  mother. 

Logan  Vaught,  Winston-Salem.  Mrs.  James  R.  Shep- 
herd (nee  Mary  Louise  Collier),  mother;  Mrs.  Samuel 
Collier  (nee  Emma  Knight),  great-grandmother. 

Becky  Wall,  High  Point.  Mrs.  Matt  Wall  (nee  Eliza- 
beth Browne),  mother. 

Preston  Wescoat,  Moorestown,  N.  J.  Mrs.  G.  N.  A. 
Wescoat  (nee  Frances  Venable),  mother;  Mrs.  F.  P.  Ven- 
able  (nee  Sallie  Manning),  grandmother. 

Jacqueline  White,  Greensboro.  Mrs.  W.  A.  White  (nee 
Eliza  Branch),  grandmother. 

Ann  Whitener,  Hickory.  Mrs.  T.  Manly  Whitener  (nee 
Sophie  Egleston),  mother. 

Lenoir  Williams,  Faison.  Mrs.  Marshall  Williams  (nee 
Mary  Lyde  Hicks),  grandmother. 

Beth  Yarborough,  Florence,  S.  C.  Mrs.  DuVall  (nee 
Sara  Jane  Waddell),  great-grandmother. 

Martha  Zachary,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  R.  A.  Zachary  (nee 
Mildred  Jones),  mother;  Mrs.  George  C.  Jones  (nee 
Martha  Daisy  Scales),  grandmother;  Mrs.  N.  E.  Scales 
(nee  Mary  Steele  Lord),  great-grandmother. 


Alumnae  Chapters,  New  Officers,  Projects 


GOLDSBORO,  N.  C. 

A  luncheon  meeting  of  the  Goldsboro  Chapter  of  the 
Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  was  held  Wednesday, 
October  22,  at  Hotel  Goldsboro  with  Mrs.  II.  Fizhugh  Lee, 
council  member,  presiding. 

Visitors  at  the  meeting  were  Mrs.  Davis,  association 
president,  and  Miss  Bell,  alumnae-  secretary.  They  told 
of  improvements  and  news  of  school.  The  Goldsboro 
chapter  gave  a  boxwood  to  be  planted  on  the  grounds. 

Officers  elected  for  coming  year  were  Sally  Sanborn 
Best,  president ;  Elizabeth  Royall,  vice-president ;  Betty 
Michaux,  secretary-treasurer,  and  Elizabeth  Smith,  re- 
porter. 

A  discussion  was  held  as  to  what  project  our  chapter 
should  undertake  in  order  to  raise  funds  to  contribute  to 
one  of  the  many  worth-while  undertakings  at  Saint 
Mary's,  such  as,  redecorating  the  dining  room.  A  project 
committee  was  appointed  as  follows :  Mesdames  Kennon 
Borden,  William  Carroway,  and  Donnell  Cobb. 

Alumnae  attending  the  meeting  were  Mrs.  H.  Fitzhugh 
Lee  (Julia  Borden,  '11),  Mrs.  Kennon  Borden  (Margaret 
Gold,  '18),  Mrs.  John  Spicer,  Jr.  (Cora  Fuller  Collier, 
'30),  Mrs.  W.  A.  Royall  (Elizabeth  Waddell,  '19),  Mrs. 
Paul  Borden  (Martha  Gold  Winstead,  '12),  Mrs.  John 
Gray  Britt  (Edwina  Taylor,  '40),  Donnell  Cobb  (Sarah 
Borden,  '35),  William  Carroway  (Mela  Royall,  '27),  Mrs. 
Hazel  Zealy  (Susan  Collier,  '21),  Mrs.  Robert  Griffin 
(Martha  Ivey,  '33),  Misses  Sarah  Giddens,  '21,  Betty 
Michaux,   '43,   Elizabeth  Royall,   '43,   Mary   Cleve   Sten- 


house,  '45  Rena  Graham,  '42,  and  Elizabeth  Smith,  '28 
Mrs.  John  Peacock  (Julia  Bates  Brown,  '31)  and  Mrs. 
C.  H.  Rand  (Lucile  Slade,  '29),  both  of  Fremont,  attended. 

Betty  Michaux, 

Secretary. 

DURHAM,  N.  C. 

The  Durham  Alumnae  Chapter  met  at  the  Hope  Valley 
Country  Club  Tuesday,  October  28,  for  a  luncheon  meeting 
at  which  time  the  chapter  was  made  active  again.  Mrs. 
George  Watts  Carr,  council  member,  presided  and  the 
alumnae  secretary  was  a  special  guest. 

After  luncheon  the  following  officers  were  elected  for 
the  coming  .year:  Katherine  Jamieson  Gregory,  president; 
Ihrie  Pou  Carr,  vice-president ;  Elizabeth  Davis  Mallard, 
secretary;  Miss  Gertrude  Webb,  treasurer;  and  Katherine 
Leg'g  Carr,  reporter. 

Then  Miss  Bell  brought  us  up  to  date  on  the  improve- 
ments recently  made  at  Saint  Mary's  and  told  us  of  proj- 
ects now  at  hand  to  be  done.  After  a  general  discussion, 
Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr,  Sr„  was  named  project  chair- 
man, with  Mrs.  William  Linehan  assisting. 

Alumnae  present  were  as  follows :  Mrs.  J.  M.  M.  Greg- 
ory, Jr.  (Katherine  Jamieson,  '32),  Mrs.  Frank  Minter 
(Margaret  Yorke,  '19),  Mrs.  Watts  Carr,  Sr,  (Amy  Win- 
ston, '13),  Mrs.  Watts  Carr,  Jr.  (Ihrie  Pou,  '41),  Mrs. 
Mary  Norcott  Pemberton  (Norcott  Broadfoot,  '05),  Mrs. 
Jordan  Smith  (Jean  Poe,  '35),  Mrs.  Henrv  Emerson  (Mary 
Sibley,  '35),  Mrs.  J.  H.  Mallard   (Elizabeth  Davis,  '32), 
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Mrs.  Fred  Carrington  (Page  Gannaway,  '40),  Mrs.  Cam- 
den Hundley  (Eloise  Hannah,  '20),  Mrs.  L.  A.  Tomlinson 
(Jesse  Carroll,  '17),  Miss  Gertrude  Webb,  '35,  Mrs.  A.  G. 
Carr  (Katherine  Legg,  '44),  Mrs.  Robert  H.  Sykes  (Ade- 
laide Snow,  '93),  and  Mrs.  William  Linehan,  Jr.  (Adelaide 
Boylston,  '23,  of  Raleigh). 

Elizabeth  Davis  Mallard, 

Secretary. 
ROCKY  MOUNT,  N.  C. 

An  evening  meeting  of  the  Rocky  Mount  Alumnae 
Chapter  was  held  October  22  at  the  Braswell  Memorial 
Library  with  Mrs.  Davis,  association  president,  and  Miss 
Bell,  alumnae  secretary,  attending. 

Nancy  Brantley  Wilson  was  elected  president  for  the 
coming  year.  Julia  Russ  Thorp  was  elected  secretary- 
treasurer,  and  Miss  Jean  Sullivan,  reporter.  Peggy 
Speight  Woodard,  retiring  secretary,  gave  the  minutes  of 
the  last  meeting  held  in  February,  1946,  at  the  New  Ricks 
Hotel. 

News  of  school  and  the  program  of  the  year  was  given 
by  Mrs.  Davis.  Plans  were  discussed  for  a  chapter  project 
to  get  under  way  soon. 

Attending  the  meeting  were  Mrs.  Frank  Wilson  (Nancy 
Brantley,  '32),  Mrs.  W.  C.  Woodard,  Jr.  (Peggy  Speight, 
'41),  Mrs.  Gray  Temple  (Maria  Drane,  '35),  Mrs.  W.  B. 
Harrison  (Kate  Spruill,  '35),  Mrs.  L.  L.  Gravely,  Jr.  (Lee 
Stevens,  '42),  Mrs.  Gilford  Worsley  (Vivian  Davenport, 
'26),  and  Miss  Jean  Sullivan,  '45. 

TARBORO,  N.  C. 

The  Tarboro  Chapter  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  As- 
sociation was  reorganized  at  a  meeting  on  Thursday  after- 
noon, October  23,  at  the  quaint  Saint  Andrews  Episcopal 
Church  with  Louise  Bryan  Ballard  as  hostess.  Mrs.  Davis, 
association  president,  and  Miss  Bell,  alumnae  secretary, 
attended. 

Mary  Ferebec  Howard  was  appointed  president  of  the 
chapter,  Louise  Bryan  Ballard,  vice-president;  Kate  John- 
son, secretary-treasurer ;  and  Elizabeth  Cheshire  Nash 
Johnston,  reporter. 

Mrs.  Henry  Johnston  (Elizabeth  Cheshire  Nash,  '97), 
Mrs.  John  Phillip  Ballard  (Louise  Bryan,  '36),  Kate  John- 
son, '46,  and  Mary  Hester  Lewis,  '22,  attended  the  meet- 
ing. 

WILSON,  N.  C. 

The  reactivated  Wilson  Alumnae  Chapter  held  its  first 
meeting  of  the  year  at  the  home  of  Katharine  Fleming 
.  Dempsey  (Mrs.  James  C,  Jr.),  1204  Branch  Street,  on 
Thursday  evening,  October  23.  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr., 
of  Henderson,  president  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae 
Association,  and  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell  of  Raleigh,  alumnae 
secretary,  were  present.  They  told  of  the  many  improve- 
ments taking  place  at  school,  describing  the  new  entrance 
way,  the  landscaping,  redecorating  and  plans  for  a  future 
alumnae  house. 

During  the  meeting  the  following  officers  were  elected  : 
Katharine  Fleming  Dempsey,  president;  Kathryn  Fleming 
Sherwood,  vice-president ;  Mary  Elizabeth  Nash  Farris, 
secretary-treasurer ;  and  Miss  Grace  Harper  Woodard, 
reporter. 


Various  projects  were  discussed  to  enable  the  chapter 
to  have  an  active  part  in  the  school's  improvement  pro- 
gram, the  main  aim  being  the  redecoration  of  the  dining 
room.  The  chapter  plans  to  decide  upon  one  in  the  near 
future.  While  the  hostess  served  delicious  refreshments, 
the  guests  enjoyed  hearing  about  what  Saint  Mary's  was 
like  in  1891  as  told  by  Mrs.  H.  C.  MacNair  and  Mrs.  F.  L. 
Carr,  who  were  the  oldest  alumnae  present. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present  at  the  meeting: 
Mrs.  James  C.  Dempsey,  Jr.  (Katharine  "Tassie"  Fleming, 
'41),  Mrs.  J.  G.  Hughes  (Inez  White  Gold,  '23),  Mrs.  W. 
J.  King  (Sallie  Haywood,  '09),  Mrs.  F.  D.  Swindell  (Eliza- 
beth Gold,  '15),  Mrs.  F.  L.  Carr  (Nan  Branch,  1892),  Mrs. 
John  B.  Bruton  (Gladys  Smith,  '14),  Mrs.  Frank  B.  Davis 
(Helen  Patterson,  '13),  Mrs.  R.  C.  McElroy  (Sheppie 
Branch,  '14),  Mrs.  H.  S.  MacNair  (Mary  Graves  Connor, 
1892),  Mrs.  George  R.  Sherwood  (Kathryn  Briggs  Flem- 
ing, '37),  Mrs.  Charles  M.  Fleming,  Jr.  (Katharine  Mac- 
Nair, '15),  Mrs.  Robert  A.  Farris  (Mary  Elizabeth  Nash, 
'40),  and  Miss  Grace  Harper  Woodard,  ex  '41. 

Mary  E.  Nash  Farris, 

Secretary. 
GREENSBORO,  N.  C. 

The  fall  meeting  of  the  Greensboro  Alumnae  Chapter 
was  held  November  4  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  James  Henson,. 
3102  Collier  Drive.  Miss  Julia  Clark,  president,  presided. 
The  meeting  was  called  in  order  to  plan  a  project  to  raise 
funds  for  the  Alumnae  Council's  aim  of  the  year:  the  re- 
decoration  of  the  school  dining  room. 

After  a  business  discussion  the  chapter  decided  to  give 
a  benefit  bridge  tournament  the  last  of  January  or  first 
of  February  as  a  project  to  raise  funds  to  go  towards 
buying  draperies  for  the  dining  room.  Mrs.  Thomas 
Turner,  Jr.,  council  member,  reported  on  the  Council 
meeting  held  October  7  at  school. 

Mrs.  Dan  Martin  was  appointed  chairman  of  a  com- 
mittee to  investigate  a  place  to  have  the  tournament ; 
Mrs.  Charles  Pierce,  chairman  of  prize  committee;  and 
Mrs.  Turner,  chairman  of  the  telephone  committee. 

It  was  reported  that  Mrs.  Henson,  secretary-treasurer, 
had  collected  the  chapter  dues  and  was  sending  them  in 
to  the  alumnae  secretary  to  compete  for  the  silver  Mem- 
bership Cup  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association 
awarded  at  the  end  of  the  school  year. 

Members  present  at  the  meeting  were  Mrs.  James  Hen- 
son  (Harriet  Hall,  '37),  Mrs.  Charles  D.  Orth,  III  (Mary 
Elizabeth  Love,  '41  H.S.),  Mrs.  G.  S.  DeVane,  Mrs.  Harold 
Suggs  (Dorothy  Balsley,  '37),  Mrs.  J.  J.  Staples,  Mrs. 
Walter  Crouch,  Jr.  (Frances  Person,  '25),  Mrs.  Dan  Mar- 
tin (Martha  Ann  Farmer,  '36),  Mrs.  Frank  P.  Spruill,  Jr. 
(Polly  Easley,  '36),  council  member;  Mrs.  W.  C.  Wallin 
(Elizabeth  Grady,  '30),  Mrs.  Charles  Pierce  (Ida  Hinnant, 
'23),  Mrs.  Thomas  Turner,  Jr.  (Mary  Nolan,  '21),  Mrs. 
William  Beerman,  Jr.  (Elizabeth  Thorne,  '42),  Mrs.  John 
McNeill  Smith  (Louise  Jordan,  '38),  Misses  Cora  Lucas, 
'43,  Margaret  Stone,  '43,  Margaret  Glenn,  '42,  and  Julia 
Clark,  '42. 

Mrs.  Frank  Louthan,  Jr.  (Marilyn  Reaves,  '40),  of  the 
Richmond  Chapter,  was  a  special  guest. 

Sincerely, 

Julia  Clark, 
President. 
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RICHMOND,  VA. 

The  fall  luncheon  meeting  of  the  Richmond  Alumnae 
Chapter  was  held  at  the  Franklin  Terrace  Tea  Room  Sat- 
urday, November  1.  Mrs.  Travis  W.  Poole,  president, 
presided. 

Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  president  of  Saint  Mary's 
School,  was  the  guest  speaker  at  the  meeting.  Miss  Jane 
K.  Bell,  alumnae  secretary,  and  Mrs.  William  M.  Flippen, 
Headmistress  of  Collegiate  School  for  Girls  in  Richmond, 
were  special  guests. 

Following  the  luncheon  a  short  business  meeting  was 
held  at  which  time  it  was  decided  to  have  a  tea  in  the 
spring  for  those  high  school  juniors  and  seniors  who  are 
interested  in  attending  Saint  Mary's.  Mary  Virginia 
Hart,  '44,  was  elected  reporter  of  the  chapter. 

Dr.  Stone  gave  an  informal  talk  on  the  improvements 
that  have  been  made  in  the  physical  plans  of  the  school 
and  his  plans  for  new  construction  in  the  future. 

Miss  Bell  presented  the  plan  of  the  Alumnae  Council 
for  each  chapter  aiding  in  the  redecoration  of  the  dining 
room  by  having  a  chapter  project  to  raise  funds. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present  at  the  meeting : 
Mrs.  John  Paul  Jones  (Lib  Atkins,  '42),  Mrs.  Emmanuel 
Wallerstein  (Anne  Sims,  '23),  Mrs.  Cassius  Chichester 
(Virginia  Page,  '18),  Mrs.  Leland  Miller  (Emma  Bouk- 
night,  '14),  Mrs.  Travis  W.  Poole  (Helen  Montgomery, 
'39),  Mrs.  William  D.  Carleton  (Anne  Dickerson,  '37), 
Mrs.  Carl  A.  Stone  (Helen  Redfern,  '38),  Mrs.  George 
White  (Elizabeth  Young,  '37),  Mrs.  Floyd  Riddle  (Vir- 
ginia Noell,  '29),  Mrs.  John  Kinlaw  (Helen  Hocutt,  '43), 
Mrs.  Harry  Phillips.  Jr.  (Pauline  Chears,  '24),  Mrs.  Jack- 
son M.  Sneed  (Emily  Burgwyn,  '25),  Mrs.  Aubrey  Wil- 
liams (Sallie  Savage,  '13),  Virginia  Hart,  '44,  Mildred 
Chappell,  '46,  Evelyn  Jackson,  '10,  Dorothy  Barrett,  and 
Elizabeth  Thomas,  '29. 

Anne  Dickerson  Carleton, 

Secretary. 
RALEIGH,  N.  C. 

The  annual  meeting  of  the  Raleigh  Chapter  of  the  St. 
Mary's  Alumnae  Association  was  held  in  Smedes  parlor 
at  3  o'clock  on  November  19,  1947. 

Mrs.  Dillon,  President,  called  the  meeting  to  order,  and 
the  minutes  of  the  last  meeting  were  read  and  approved. 

In  the  absence  of  the  treasurer,  the  president  reported 
that  there  was  $310.00  on  hand  from  the  sales  from  the 
coca-cola  machine.  It  was  through  Mrs.  Dillon's  efforts 
that  this  machine  was  installed  in  the  basement  of  Smedes 
Hall,  and  her  untiring  work  in  going  weekly  to  collect 
the  money  from  the  machine  which  enables  the  chapter 
to  have  this  nice  amount  in  the  treasury.  With  this  sum 
she  has  made  it  possible  for  the  Raleigh  Chapter  to  place 
four  lights  of  the  Williamsburg  type  along  the  walk  from 
Smedes  Hall  to  the  gateway.  A  lantern  and  post  were 
displayed  at  the  meeting.  It  is  anticipated  that  the  lights 
will  soon  be  in  use.  A  rising  vote  of  thanks  was  given 
Mrs.  Dillon  for  her  thought,  energy  and  generosity  in 
this  matter. 

Mrs.  Cordon  made  a  motion  that  a  check  be  sent  immedi- 
ately in  payment  of  the  lights. 

The  President  spoke  of  the  project  for  1948  which  has 
been  undertaken  bjr  the  entire  Alumnae  Association : 
improving   and  redecorating   the   dining   room.     Motion 


was  made  by  Mrs.  Withers,  and  seconded  by  Miss  Louise 
Wright,  that  the  balance  left  in  the  treasury  after  the 
expense  of  installation  of  the  lights  be  paid  to  the  com- 
mittee on  the  dining  room  project. 

Since  the  last  meeting  of  this  chapter,  Miss  Lizzie  H. 
Lee,  beloved  and  long-time  member  of  the  Saint  Mary's 
faculty  and  our  fellow  alumna,  has  passed  away,  and  it 
was  suggested  that  a  portion  of  the  front  wall  be  erected 
by  her  pupils  in  memory  of  her. 

Mrs.  Cordon  was  asked  to  report  on  the  October  meet- 
ing of  the  Saint  Mary's  Council,  of  which  she  is  a  member. 
She  told  of  the  two  most  important  actions :  the  dining- 
room  project  and  a  proposed  change  in  the  BULLETIN. 
The  proposed  plan  is  to  create  an  Alumnae  Magazine 
and  a  separate  student  literary  booklet.  This  matter 
will  be  taken  up  at  the  next  Alumnae  Council  meeting. 

The  following  officers  for  1947-1948  were  elected : 

President,  Miss  Agatha  Chipley ;  Vice-President,  Mrs. 
Robert  Duckett ;  Secretary,  Miss  Elizabeth  Grimes ;  Treas- 
urer, Miss  Elizabeth  Walker ;  Reporter,  Mrs.  Ben  Rankin 
Morris. 

The  duties  of  the  Reporter  shall  be  the  sending  of 
Alumnae  news  and  articles  of  interest  to  the  General 
Alumnae  Secretary.  A  list  of  51  members  who  have  paid 
their  dues  for  1947-48  was  read.  It  is  hoped  that  further 
names  may  be  added  to  this  list  in  the  effort  to  bring- 
back  old  and  new  girls  into  the  Association. 

Miss  Jane  K.  Bell,  new  Alumnae  Secretary,  told  of  the 
Council's  plan  to  reorganize  the  inactive  chapters  and  to 
accomplish  this  end  by  planned  trips  to  the  chapters.  Up 
to  date  the  following  trips  have  been  made :  Mrs.  R.  G.  S. 
Davis,  Jr.,  President  of  the  General  Alumnae,  and  Miss 
Bell  visited  chapters  in  Goldsboro,  Rocky  Mount,  Tar- 
boro  and  Wilson;  Dr.  Stone  and  Miss  Bell  attended  the 
Richmond  chapter  meeting  and  Miss  Bell  went  to  Dur- 
ham. She  reports  that  these  contacts  have  greatly  in- 
creased the  interest  of  the  Alumnae.  Each  of  these  chap- 
ters are  working  on  an  original  project. 

Mrs.  Dillon  then  introduced  Miss  Martha  Dabney  Jones, 
recently  made  Dean  of  Saint  Mary's,  who  gave  an  in- 
formal talk  on  the  school  from  the  inside :  operation  of 
Student  Government,  orientation  of  students,  their  social 
and  religious  life. 

In  telling  of  the  recent  improvements  for  the  comfort 
and  pleasure  of  the  faculty  members,  she  thanked  Mrs. 
Stone  for  her  work  in  redecorating  Faculty  House  (old 
Senior  Hall  and  later  the  home  of  the  Chaplain's  family). 
This  building  was  thrown  open  after  the  meeting  ad- 
journed so  that  these  changes  and  improvements  might 
be  seen. 

This  being-  the  last  meeting  at  which  Mrs.  Dillon  pre- 
sided, she  was  given  a  rising  vote  of  thanks  for  her  ad- 
ministration. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present  at  the  meeting : 
Mrs.  Grover  L.  Dillon  (Mary  Guirken,  '20),  Mrs.  W.  A. 
Withers  (Jane  Peseud,  '92),  Mrs.  Paul  Davis  (Bessie  Law, 
'05),  Mrs.  James  Cordon  (Betsy  London,  '07),  Mrs.  I. 
Harding  Hughes  (Josephine  Bowen,  '02),  Mrs.  Robert 
Duckett  (Ruth  Lee,  13),  Mrs.  C.  M.  Lambe  (Mary  Habel, 
'09),  Mrs.  Walter  Simpson  (Martha  Roberts,  '03),  Agatha 
Chipley,  '44,  Elizabeth  Walker,  '13.  Louise  Wright,  '07, 
Martha  Ann  Olsen,  '46,  Florence  H.  Jones,  '90,  Martha 
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Dabney  Jones,  '26,  Elizabeth  Montgomery,  '01,  and  Jane 
K.  Bell,  '44.  Mrs.  Richard  G.  Stone  was  a  special  guest. 
Upon  adjournment,  refreshments  were  served  by  Mu- 
sette Brown,  president,  and  Adelaide  Linehan,  secretary, 
of  the  Granddaughters'  Club ;  Betty  Lokey,  president  of 


the    Day    Students ;    Agatha    Chipley    and   Martha    Ann 
Olsen. 

Respectfully  submitted, 

Elizabeth  M.  Montgomery, 

Secretary. 


3n  Ulemoriam 


Daisy  Shankle  Bruton  (Mrs.  Frederick),  1938-40,  of 
Mt.  Gilead  and  Troy,  on  July  2. 

Lucy  Bayard  Dortch,  1908-13,  of  Raleigh,  on  October  29. 

Marie  Elliott  McCabe  Godfrey  (Mrs.  C.  W.),  1918-20, 
of  Tarboro,  in  July. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Gregory  Jackson  (Mrs.  Charles  E.), 
of  Warrenton,  on  September  16. 

Caroline  Clarkson  Myers,  1941-44  H.S.,  of  Charlotte, 
on  August  29. 


Lizzie  Hinton  Lee,  1909-13,  of  Raleigh,  on  July  3. 

Margaret  English  Skidmore,  1943-45,  of  Albemarle,  on 

November  7. 

Lucy  London  Anderson  Wooten  (Mrs.  T.  W.),  1917-20, 

of  Fayetteville. 

*     *     #     *     # 

Mrs.  Warren  Wade  Way,  Sr.  (nee  Louisa  Atkinson 
Smith),  of  Oxford,  Miss.,  wife  of  Dr.  Way,  rector  of  Saint 
Mary's  School,  1919-32,  died  April  1. 


Keeping  Up  With  the  Alumnae 


1881 

Letter  from  Helen  Grausman  Elias  (Mrs.  David)  who 
continues  to  be  interested  in  Saint  Mary's  through  the 
years.  Address:  325  West  End  Ave.,  Apt.  10-C,  New 
York  23,  N.  T. 

"I  do  feel  gratified  that  you  (Alumnae  secretary) 
should  have  asked  me  to  reorganize  a  chapter  in  New 
York  City,  and  nothing  would  give  me  more  pleasure  if 
my  health  would  permit  me  to  do  so,  but  for  the  last 
three  years  I  have  had  to  give  up  all  social  and  civic 
duties,  and  have  a  companion  who  is  now  writing  this 
letter  for  me. 

"It  has  been  many  years  since  I  attended  Saint  Mary's. 
Dr.  Smedes  was  then  president,  and  a  most  adorable  lady 
was  principal,  whose  name  at  the  present  moment  I  cannot 
remember.  I  do  not  think  there  is  one  of  my  classmates 
living  today.  Among  them  was  Eliza  Skinner,  Mrs.  Mar- 
garet Ship,  Ella  Lumsden,  and  one  of  the  Tucker  girls. 
The  older  girls.  Miss  Emma  McVeigh,  Miss  Florence 
Slater,  and  the  two  Ravenel  girls  from  Charleston,  were 
always  so  lovely  to  me.  Miss  Root,  Miss  Tew,  whom  I 
loved  with  all  my  childish  fervor,  and  Miss  Idel,  the  two 
latter  were  my  favorite  teachers. 

"If  the  chapter  is  reorganized  and  I  am  able  to  attend, 
I  will  be  very  happy,  and  I  also  will  be  very  glad  to  have 
Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  and  you  come  up  and  see  me. 

"With  all  good  wishes  for  the  success  for  the  chapter. 

Sincerely, 

Helen  G.  Elias." 

1903 
Florence  Thomas   Drane    (Mrs.   Brent)    has   moved   to 
Chapel  Hill  to  live,  after  15  years  in  Washington,  D.  C. 

1904 
Cornelia  (Kitty)  Coleman  of  Macon,  Ga.,  has  been 
working  at  Warner  Robins  Air  Material  Area,  an  Air 
Force  Supply  Depot,  for  the  past  five  years.  This  spring 
she  passed  a  civil  service  examination  and  now  has  a 
permanent   civil   service   rating   as   Clerk   in   the   Supply 


Division.     She  was  62  years  old  on  October  7,  43  years 
after  her  graduation  from  Saint  Mary's  School. 

1906 

Betsey  London  Cordon  (Mrs.  James  H.)  of  Raleigh, 
past  president  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association, 
spent  the  summer  at  Island  Heights,  N.  J.,  as  director  of 
the  Girls'  Friendly  Holiday  House  for  the  16th  summer. 
Over  60  adolescent  girls  come  there  each  summer  and 
she  finds  it  very  interesting  work. 

Letter  from  Helen  Alston  Godsey  (Mrs.  James  N.) 
who  visited  Saint  Mary's  in  September  during  an  ex- 
tended trip  and  promised  to  write  us  about  it.  Address: 
DeRenne  Apt.  No.  81,  Savannah,  Ga. 

"Yes,  I  received  your  letter  and  full3'  intended  writing 
the  news  of  some  of  my  class  friends  of  1906,  but  I  was 
off  visiting  and  when  jumping  from  one  place  to  another, 
it  was  impossible  to  settle  down  and  wield  my  'pen.'  I 
have  just  reached  Savannah,  Sunday,  October  19th ;  was 
due  sooner,  but  the  storm  kept  me  in  South  Carolina  in 
my  old  home  town,  Greenwood,  S.  O,  but  I  got  as  far 
as  Augusta,  Ga.,  Friday,  17th. 

"Now,  speaking  of  what  all  I've  seen  and  whom  I've 
seen  of  the  1906  class,  only  a  few,  as  we  are  scattered  far 
and  wide.  First  of  all  I  visited  my  cousin,  Virginia 
Saunders  (Mrs.  Walter  C.  White,  now  of  Gates  Mills, 
Ohio),  just  out  of  Cleveland.  You  see  a  magnificent 
estate ;  has  her  own  polo  grounds,  golf,  etc.,  everything 
your  heart  can  desire ;  has  very  attractive  grown-up  chil- 
dren and  some  married.    One  grandchild. 

"Then  next  I  will  mention  Hoyle  Middleton  (Mrs.  Fred 
R.  Baker),  East  Bay,  Charleston,  S.  C.  Here  you  will 
find  some  of  the  oldest  historical  homes,  like  the  Ravenel 
House,  which  is  written  up  in  Charleston's  guides  to 
beautiful  homes  and  history.  Hoyle  has  recently  restored 
it  and  filled  it  up  with  lovely  antique  furniture.  The 
ballroom  is  upstairs  and  goes  all  the  way  across  the  front 
with  four  or  five  lovely  French  windows,  and  when  opened 
u  pyou  see  the  beautiful  river.  The  hand-carved  wood- 
work is  a  thing  of  beauty.  Hoyle  has  one  son  married  and 
one  grandbaby. 
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"Then  I've  just  finished  visiting  in  Raleigh  and  seeing 
my  cousins,  the  Ashes.  Hannah  Ashe  Bason  (Mrs.  Wil- 
liam) and  her  sister,  Josephine  Ashe  Graef  (Mrs.  Joseph 
E.),  have  recently  purchased  and  restored  the  old  Ashe 
home,  16  N.  Boylan  Avenue,  with  lovely  antique  furni- 
ture.    Hannah  has  two  sons  now  studying  law  at  UNO. 

"While  in  Raleigh  I  saw  many  Saint  Mary's  girls  and 
I  went  hack  to  see  the  Old  School  and  dined  there,  had 
lunch  in  the  dining  room.  Really  I  was  lost,  did  not 
seem  natural.  The  place  where  we  used  to  eat  in  the 
basement  of  the  Main  Building  now  has  been  made  into 
classrooms.  What  a  change!  And  far  more  attractive. 
As  for  the  parlor,  gracious,  I  hardly  recognized  it.  Chairs, 
yes,  chairs;  comfortable,  restful  chairs  artistically  ar- 
ranged around  the  room.  Well  do  I  recall  the  hard 
benches  around  the  wall,  cushions  on  them  with  a  frill 
to  the  floor.  I've  hid  under  some  several  times,  and 
niaybe  the  old  benches  could  tell  you  some  of  the  ro- 
mances that  budded  in  that  Ballroom.  I  presume  you 
now  call  it  the  parlor  or  some  other  modern  name. 

"I  saw  many  changes,  new  buildings,  post  office  in  a 
new  place.  1  wonder,  yes,  I  really  winder,  if  'the  girls  of 
today'  would  have  enjoyed  the  school  if  it  was  as  I  saw  it 
as  the  'school  of  yesterday'  in  1906.  I  can  tell  you  no. 
They  would  say,  'This  old  antique!'  They  would  really 
want  to  go  back  home  at  once.  But  we  of  the  Class  of 
1906  really  enjoyed  it. 

"Then  I  visited  on  my  last  lap  of  the  trip  my  cousin, 
Cornelia  Ashe  Harris  Little  (Mrs.  William)  in  Wades- 
boro.  Cornelia  loves  antiques,  and  likes  to  write  poetry. 
She  has  one  son  at  Chapel  Hill  and  another,  Ed,  working 
in  a  bank. 

"I  must  close  now,  and  will  say  au  revoir.  And  may 
the  last  of  1947  and  the  New  Year  of  1948  be  very,  very 
happy  for  all  of  you  girls.  Good  luck.  When  you  come 
to  Savannah,  look  me  up. 

Helen  A.  Godsey." 

1912 
Patsey  Smith  Godwin   (Mrs.  H.  D.)    is  now  living  at 
1200  Queens  Road,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

1913 
Katherine   Leak  Dunlap    (Mrs.   Frank   L.)    of  Wades- 
boro,  comes  by  the  Alumnae  Office  often  to  visit.     She  is 
very    interested    in    organizing    an    alumnae    chapter    in 
Wadesboro.     Who  will  help  her? 

1915 

Arabelle  Thomas  Rogers  (Mrs.  Paul  H.,  Jr.)  of  Harts- 
ville,  S.  C,  flew  to  Germany  in  August  to  visit  her  son 
and  his  wife.  She  expects  to  visit  Prance  and  Switzer- 
land before  returning  in  October. 

Pencie  C.  Warren  is  now  living  in  Norfolk,  Va.,  with 
her  brother  and  family,  the  William  Plummer  Warrens, 
at  410  Fairfax  Avenue.  She  writes  that  Annie  Sutton 
Cameron,  '16,  of  Hillsboro,  came  by  to  see  her  while  visit- 
ing relatives  in  Norfolk.  She  discovered  that  Helen 
Harris  Owen  (Mrs.  Randolph  Maynard)  or  "Helen  of  the 
amber  eyes,"  was  working  in  the  Safety  Deposit  Dept. 
of  the  First  and  Merchants  Bank  of  Richmond.  Often 
Pencie  visits  Nellie  Wood  Moore,  '14  (Mrs.  William  II.), 
and  Florence  Clark  Peele,  who  live  in  Norfolk  now. 


1918 

Katherine  Cumming  is  now  living  at  1229  Glenn  Ave- 
nue, Augusta,  Georgia. 

1922 

Mary  Smith  Wilcox  (Mrs.  Tilton)  has  a  position  in 
Washington,  D.  C.  Her  son,  Tilton,  is  in  his  third  year 
at  West  Point. 

1923 

Virginia  Thigpen  Loy  (Mrs.  Webb)  of  Eustis,  Fla., 
came  by  the  school  in  October  to  register  her  daughter. 

Harriet  Newberry  Martin  (Mrs.  George  G.)  is  now  liv- 
ing at  1048  Spotswood  Ave,  Norfolk,  Va. 

Annie  Thompson  McKay,  '23  (H.S.),  (Mrs.  James 
Worth)  of  Cleveland,  came  by  the  school  October  3  and 
registered  her  little  girl,  Margaret,  three  years  old. 

1924 
Mattie  King  Hancock  Davis  (Mrs.  E.  J.)  is  now  living 
at  4425  South  34th  Street,  Arlington,  Va. 

1925 
Bettie  Fell  Siegrist  (Mrs.  Henry  Gait)  of  Bordentown, 
N.  J.,  writes  that  her  oldest  daughter,  Sallie,  is  a  sopho- 
more at  Saint  Mary's  Hall  in  Burlington,  N.  J.,  and  may 
come  to  Saint  Mary's  later  on.  Her  son  goes  to  a  Friends' 
School,  and  the  two  youngest,  both  girls,  may  also  come 
to  Saint  Mary's  in  the  future. 

1926 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Cleave  Shore  Dodd  (Mrs.  Sim), 
312  North  Torrey  Avenue,  Ocala,  Florida. 
Hello,  Class  of  '26 : 

Celeste  Hubbard  has  moved  to  Raleigh.  Her  address 
is  Cameron  Court  Apt.,  L-l-A,  Raleigh,  N.  C.  Celeste 
says  "Have  been  in  Raleigh  since  September  doing  ele- 
mentary school  library  work.  I  have  10  libraries  and  am 
seeing  Raleigh  from  the  bus  and  it  is  quite  different  from 
Hillsboro  and  Fayetteville  streets.  I  live  across  from 
Saint  Mary's  but  haven't  had  time  to  go  over  to  see 
Martha  yet.  Understand  the  girls  like  her  very  much. 
Yes,  I  am  interested  in  a  class  reunion." 

Katherine  Lyon  Brand  (Mrs.  Vance),  201  Reynolds  St., 
Urbana,  Ohio,  writes  "I  would  be  very  much  interested 
in  a  class  reunion  and  would  do  my  best  to  attend.  Our 
twin  daughters  will  be  going  away  to  school  next  -year 
and  I  hope  to  send  them  to  Saint  Mary's." 

Ann  Lawrence  Way  (Mrs.  Warren  W.),  Morris  Field, 
Charlotte,  N.  G,  says  "We  have  Warren  Wade  Way  III, 
age  4,  and  Elizabeth  Lawrence,  age  2.  We  live  in  con- 
verted barracks  on  the  edge  of  the  airport — quite  excit- 
ing.    You  know  of  course  of  Ruth  Clark's  marriage." 

Margaret  Ellen  Lester  Register  (Mrs.  John  Everett), 
917  East  41st  St.,  Savannah,  Georgia,  really  broke  down 
and  wrote  me  a  long  letter  and  I  quote  from  same  as  fol- 
lows: "I  think  Class  Reunions  are  always  swell  for  those 
who  can  attend.  If  anyone  has  the  time,  it's  nice  to  get 
together  again.  I'm  Executive  Secretary  to  the  President 
of  the  Southern  Paperboard  Corporation  at  Port  Went- 
worth,  Georgia,  10  miles  from  Savannah.  I've  been  with 
them  ever  since  they  opened  their  offices  here  last  July, 
and  like  the  job  very  much.  Outside  of  that,  there  isn't 
any  news  of  myself.     Margaret  Ellen,  Jr.,  will  graduate 
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from  High  School  in  January ;  is  going  to  work  in  one  of 
the  hospitals  here  as  Nurses'  Aide  from  January  to  June. 
John  is  instructing  flying  at  Savannah  Municipal  Airport 
now." 

Of  course  you  all  have  heard  that  Martha  Dabney  Jones 
is  now  dean  at  Saint  Mary's.  We  are  very  proud  of  her 
and  wish  her  all  kinds  of  good  luck  in  her  undertaking. 
Martha  saj's,  "The  only  news  I  know  that  you  might  not 
is  of  the  rising  tide  of  daughters  of  our  old  schoolmates 
now  at  Saiut  Mary's.  This  year  we  have  daughters  of  the 
following  girls:  Ellen  Doughlas  Pippen,  Mary  Harris, 
Nellie  Perry  Cooper,  Jennie  Trotter,  and  Prances  Brown. 
Their  being  here  makes  me  feel  a  thousand  years  old, 
but  I  enjoy  a  chance  to  see  their  mothers  occasionally." 

Ruth  Loring  Clark  Mainord  (Mrs.  Hugh  I.),  251  Bast 
Third,  Moorestown,  New  Jersey.  For  those  who  have 
not  heard,  Huth  and  Hugh  (Lt.  Col.,  U.  S.  Army)  were 
married  on  the  24th  of  July  in  Memphis,  Tennessee.  Ruth 
writes,  "No  longer  am  I  the  typical  old  maid  school-marm ! 
Married  into  the  Army  in  July.  Have  heard  from  Dotty 
Daugherty  (Mrs.  J.  B.  Rankin),  Ann  Lawrence  (Mrs. 
Warren  W.  Way  II),  Sylbert  Pendleton  and  Cleave  Shore 
(Mrs.  Sim  Dodd).  It  takes  a  Big  Event  to  do  that !  I'm 
loving  this  state  of  married  bliss  and  thoroughly  enjoy 
being  a  housewife !  Hugh  is  the  world's  sweetest  husband ! 
(Sim  excepted,  of  course!).  .  .  .  Yes,  would  love  a  re- 
union." 

Cleave  Shore  Dodd  (Mrs.  Sim),  that's  me.  ...  I  get 
such  a  "kick"  out  of  this  "job"  that  I  only  wish  more  of 
you  knew  how  much  fun  it  is  to  hear  from  each  and 
everyone  of  the  Class  of  '26  from  time  to  time.  My  per- 
sonal news  this  time  is  that  I  have  had  the  good  fortune 
to  have  been  made  a  delegate  to  Provincial  Synod  which 
meets  in  Atlanta,  Georgia,  October  14,  15  and  16.  Sim 
and  I  are  going  to  make  a  hurried  trip.  Then  Sim  is 
coming  back  to  Ocala  and  I  am  staying  in  Atlanta  to 
attend  the  meetings  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary.  I  have 
attended  two  General  Conventions  but  this  is  my  first 
Sj'nod,  so  of  course  I  am  very  glad  of  the  opportunity. 

As  the  "dead  line"  for  the  Bulletin  is  the  15th,  I 
must  get  this  off  before  I  go,  so  if  your  "news"  is  not  in 
this  issue  I'll  keep  it  and  put  it  in  the  next  one.  Just 
keep  on  writing  me  about  yourselves  and  any  other  Saint 
Mary's  girls  you  hear  from  or  about. 

Sallie  Satterthwaite  Parker  (Mrs.  Robert)  writes  from 
Atlantic  Beach,  N.  C,  "One  of  my  old  friends  is  here  at 
the  beach  with  me.  We  left  our  husbands  and  children 
home.  We  decided  we  must  have  a  complete  rest  before 
school  opens  September  25th.  Bobby  (son)  and  Robert 
(husband)  are  fine.  Bobby  is  so  grown  up.  He  went  to 
Raleigh  for  a  week  to  attend  the  4-H  meeting.  We  plan 
every  winter  to  come  to  Florida  during  Christmas  vaca- 
tion. So  we  may  try  it  this  year  if  we  have  two  weeks 
for  Christmas.  I  went  to  S.M.S.  Commencement  this 
year.  Saw  only  Edna  Faust  Hams  and  Martha  Dabney 
Jones.  I  am  just  a  few  miles  from  Beaufort,  N.  O,  which 
makes  me  think  of  Marie  Clawson  (Mrs.  John  M.  Franck) 
who  now  lives  in  Fayetteville." 

If  anyone  knows  the  address  of  Margaret  "Mopsa"  Wil- 
son (Mrs.  N.  F.  Scudder),  please  let  me  have  it  as  my 
letter  to  her  at  2907  Dubois  Avenue,  Parkville,  Baltimore 
County,  Maryland,  was  returned. 


This  is  all  for  this  time,  Class  of  '26,  but  I'll  be  awaiting 
your  letters  and  cards  for  the  next  issue  of  the  Bulletin. 
(By  the  way,  have  you  sent  in  your  $2.00  to  insure  you  of 
getting  the  next  three  issues?    If  not,  do  so  at  once.) 

As  always, 
"C-Shore" 

(Cleave  Shore  Dodd) 

***** 

Dorothy  Daugherty  Rankin  (Mrs.  James  Bates)  is  liv- 
ing in  Evergreen,  Colo.  She  may  be  reached  by  General 
Delivery. 

1929 

Jacquelin  Drane  Nash  of  Tarboro  writes  that  she  leads 
a  busy  life  with  four  children,  three  of  them  girls  headed 
for  Saint  Mary's.    The  oldest  will  arrive  next  year. 

1935 

Maria  Drane  Temple  (Mrs.  Gray)  is  living  in  Rocky 
Mount  and  has  three  boys.  Her  husband  is  the  rector  of 
the  Good  Shepherd  Church. 

Peggy  Hite  Palmer  (Mrs.  William  Howard)  of  Gold 
Hill  Farm,  Huntly,  Va.,  has  two  children  now,  a  son,  Wil- 
liam Howard,  III,  nearly  five,  and  a  daughter,  Margaret 
Pendleton,  one  year,  who  will  enter  S.M.S.  when  she  be- 
comes of  age. 

1936 

Margaret  Jamieson  Cooley  (Mrs.  Richard  M.)  is  now 
living  at  1305  Russell  Ave.,  Salisbury,  Md.,  having  moved 
from  Oxford,  N.  O,  recently. 

1937 


REUNION  AT  COMMENCEMENT — Anne  Dickerson  Carleton 
(Mrs.  William  D.)  of  Richmond,  Va.,  Janet  McCoimell  Warner 
(Mrs.  James  R.)  of  Oxford,  Helen  Whitten  Duffy  (Mrs.  George) 
of  Oxford,  and  Elizabeth  Young  White  (Mrs.  George,  Jr.)  of 
Richmond,  Va.,  class  of  '37,  prove  that  class  reunions  at  com- 
mencement can  be  fun!  They  returned  last  June  for  a  grand 
get-together  on  their  tenth  anniversary.  Helen  suggests  that 
more  come  back  this  June  and  make  her  class  the  "good  ex- 
ample" class. 

Mary  Leigh  Gaither  Overton  (Mrs.  H.  H.)  is  now  living 
at  928  Florida  Avenue,  Bristol,  Tenn. 

Betsy  Leaiy,  of  Washington,  N.  O,  is  doing  social 
work  in  Baltimore,  Md.,  and  has  an  apartment  at  1431 
Park  Avenue,  says  Peggy  Hopkins  Downes  (Mrs.  Wil- 
liam) who  is  living  in  Baltimore.  Peggy  is  working  at 
Johns  Hopkins  Hospital.  She  says  it's  interesting  work. 
Address :  208  Laurens  Street,  Baltimore  17,  Maryland. 

Betty  Scott  Duff  (Mrs.  William  Powell,  Jr.) 'is  living 
at  227  West  Edenton  Street.    They  were  man-ied  on  July 
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19  in  Graham.     Betty  is  working  at  the  Carolina  Power 
and  Light  Co. 

1938 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Louise  Jordan  Smith  (Mrs.  John 
McNeill,  Jr.),  1713  Independence  Road,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 
Dear  Class : 

Anne  Burnett  Townsend  has  an  apartment  in  Atlanta 
and  a  new  address,  3175  W.  Shadowlawn  Ave.,  N.E.  So 
many  pepole  were  leaving  Atlanta  to  come  work  for 
Sears-Roebuck  in  Greensboro  that  they  really  didn't  have 
as  hard  a  time  finding  a  place  to  live  as  they  might  have 
had.  Anne  saw  Sairfax  Dockery  at  a  wedding  in  Char- 
lotte a  couple  of  weeks  ago. 

Anne  Cox  became  Mrs.  Calvin  McAlister  Worth  on 
September  26.  She  is  keeping  house  at  916  Cowper  Drive, 
Raleigh.  Josephine  Johnson  Ward  and  Mary  Louise  Hall 
Webb  were  in  the  wedding. 

A  long  letter  from  Sylvia  Cullum  Whitney  was  a  wel- 
come shock  this  summer.  Her  address  is  Mrs.  Roy  B. 
Whitney,  1672  Beard  Place,  Memphis,  Tenn.  She  met  Roy 
at  the  Naval  Air  Station  at  Lake  City,  Florida,  while  she 
was  in  the  Waves.  Both  of  them  got  out  of  the  Navy 
in  March,  1946,  and  were  married  a  few  months  later. 
Alexa  McCall  Kerr  was  in  the  wedding.  Their  son,  Roy 
Bradford  Whitney,  Jr.,  was  born  last  spring.  Roy,  Sr., 
is  director  of  Passenger  Service  for  Chicago  and  Southern 
Air  Lines.  Sylvia  sent  news  of  seeing  Aylette  Putney 
Hackney  in  Lake  City  and  of  Betty  Cleavenger's  marriage 
to  Lawrence  Denihan  of  New  York. 

Ann  Dawson  and  Seavy  Highsmith  of  Payetteville  were 
married  on  August  23rd  at  Saint  Mary's  Church,  Kinston. 
Jean  Blount  Blount  was  matron  of  honor.  Ann  and 
Seavy  are  living  at  12  Devereaux  Apts.,  Payetteville.  A 
great  honor  and  privilege  for  my  old  home  town  to  have 
such  a  delightful  new  citizen. 

Al  and  Sarah  Griffith  Upchurch  have  a  son,  Robert  Wil- 
liam, born  July  14th.  Sarah  says  he  is  lovely  and  of 
course  they  are  thrilled  with  him. 

Louise  Hall  and  Louise  Partrick  work  in  the  same  de- 
partment, at  the  University  library  at  Chapel  Hill.  Louise 
Hall  lives  at  316  Tenney  Circle  and  Louise  Partrick  at 
5231/2  E.  Franklin  St. 

Peggy  Holmes  Steven,  Box  132,  Shiloh,  N.  G,  writes 
that  they  spent  the  summer  with  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Holmes  at 
Nags  Head  and  have  been  busy  since  getting  straight. 
Sally,  4!/2  years  old,  and  Margaret,  7  months,  are  fine 
and  keep  her  busy. 

Mabel  Humphrey — I  thought  I  put  it  in  the  last  letter — 
is  Mrs.  J.  W.  Edmonson,  B-2  Edgewood  Apts.,  Goldsboro, 
N.  C.     Sairfax  Dockery  visited  her  there  last  spring. 

Patsy  and  Carl  Buffington  have  a  little  boy  and  a  little 
girl  noyv.  The  newcomer's  name  is  Carl  E.  Buffington,  Jr. 
The  family  is  living  with  Mrs.  Jones  at  211  N.  Park 
Drive,  Greensboro. 

Mary  Lily  Moore's  Dan  Arden  is  in  school  at  Emory, 
so  they  have  bought  a  small  house  outside  Decatur,  Ga., 
and  plan  to  be  there  about  three  years.  The  address  is 
General  Delivery,  Emory  University,  Ga. 

Can't  remember  whether  I  had  Helen  Noell  Branch's 
card  in  time  for  the  last  letter.  She  has  a  daughter,  Grace 
Nelson,  now  a  year  old,  and  lives  at  5403  Tuckahoe  Ave., 
Richmond,  Va. 


Have  not  heard  from  Parry  Patton  Hairston  since  she 
and  Nellie  and  daughter,  Martha,  lived  at  House  10,  1611 
Central  Street,  Evanston,  111.,  while  Nelson  was  in  school 
at  Northwestern  last  spring. 

Teenie  Eedfern  Stone  had  lunch  with  Anne  Cox  Worth 
several  weeks  ago  when  she  was  shopping  in  Richmond. 
Beverly  Vann  Gilliam  and  two  little  girls  live  only  three 
blocks  away  and  Teenie  has  seen  them  several  times.  The 
Stone's  spent  two  weeks  this  summer  at  Murrell's  Inlet 
with  Teenie's  sisters,  Anne  and  Betty,  and  their  families. 
Since  they  have  been  hard  at  work  retinishing  their  din- 
ing room  furniture.  They  did  take  time  off  to  go  to  Wil- 
liamsburg to  see  "The  Common  Glory"  last  month. 

Mary  Emma  Robbins  Jennings  has  a  daughter,  Mary 
Louise,  born  September  23.  She,  Mary  Emma,  that  is, 
and  husband,  Michael  Graham,  live  at  Apt.  5,  Cureton 
Street,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

Agnes  Sanford  Leary,  husband  Peter  and  son  Steve 
are  hoping  to  get  a  house  in  Georgetown.  Last  address 
1  have  is  5741  Colorado  Ave.,  N.W.,  Washington,  D.  C. 
Agnes  says  she  wouldn't  live  in  any  other  territory,  so 
guess  she  really  loves  the  "politics,  rumors  and  well- 
known  heat  and  humidity." 

Petie  Seidler  wrote  from  camp  that  she  planned  to  be 
in  Swedesboro  again  this  year. 

Have  not  heard  from  Anne  Shook  Peyton  since  she  and 
Gil  were  spending  an  interim  period  in  Wichita,  Kansas, 
with  Gil's  mother  before  trying  to  go  to  school  some- 
where— east,  Anne  fervently  prays !  She  has  been  stop- 
ping everybody  with  a  Southern  accent  to  get  a  little 
flavor  of  the  old  home  country  ever  since  they  went  to 
Stillwater,  Okla.  Her  main  link  with  the  past  in  Wichita 
has  been  Mrs.  Mabel  Cohen  Nathan,  aunt  of  Janet  Bear 
Durham,     Mrs.  Nathan  is  also  a  Saint  Mary's  girl. 

That's  all  for  this  time.  We  are  getting  ready  for  the 
North  Carolina  Convention  of  World  Federalists  next 
week-end  to  be  held  at  the  Alumnae  House  at  Woman's 
College.  I  wish  that  some  of  you  or  some  of  your  hus- 
bands might  be  coming. 

Devotedly, 

Louise  Jordan  Smith. 
*     *     * 

Betsy  Thomas  Rogers,  '38,  of  Westminster,  Md.,  and 
husband,  Charles  Osborn,  will  be  stationed  at  Quantico, 
Va.,  soon.     Charles  is  a  Marine. 

Betty  Wright  Dabney  (Mrs.  William  Cecil,  Jr.)  has 
recently  moved  from  Memphis,  Tenn.,  to  New  Madrid, 
Mo.  She  has  two  children  now,  Telfair,  four  years  old, 
and  William,  18  months. 

1939 

Mary  Coxe  Berlage  (Mrs.  Jan)  of  Bronxville,  N.  Y., 
writes  that  she  had  not  seen  many  Saint  Mary's  girls, 
but  that  she  sees  Marjorie  Lalor  from  time  to  time.  Miss 
Lalor,  former  biology  teacher  at  Saint  Mary's,  is  now 
teaching  in  New  York  City.  In  September,  Mary's  son, 
Jan  Coxe,  entered  the  first  grade.  Jan  and  Mary  spent 
week  at  Virginia  Beach  this  summer.  She  saw  Ernestine 
Rich  Tuton  of  Asheville  last  spring. 

Letty  Lassiter  Wilder  (Mrs.  Lynn,  Jr.),  Class  of  '35, 
is  living  on  Long  Island. 

Ernestine  Rich  Tuton,  '39  (Bus.),  and  husband,  John 
Walter,  are  now  living  in  Asheville,  where  John  has  just 
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been  made  rector.     Their  address  is :  Trinity  Rectory,  96 
Gertrude  Place,  Asheville,   N.   C. 

1940 

CLASS   SECRETARY:   Ann   Christian   Goodno    (Mrs. 
Charles  F.),  20iy2  Park  Ave.,  Raleigh,  X.  C. 
Dear  Belles  of  '40 : 

In  May,  1950,  just  a  few  years  away,  it  will  be  10  years 
since  we  graduated  from  Saint  Mary's.  A  great  many 
of  us  have  not  returned  since  that  time.  What  I  am 
getting  around  to  is  this :  1950  seems  an  appropriate  time 
for  us  to  have  a  really  swell  reunion.  An  affair  like  this 
cannot  be  planned  on  the  spur  of  the  moment.  We  will 
need  the  co-operation  of  each  of  you.  Please  give  this 
some  serious  thinking. 

And  now  for  the  bits  of  news — 

A  day  or  so  ago  I  learned  to  my  sorrow  that  we  have 
lost  a  member  of  the  Class  of  1940.  Mrs.  Fred  Bruton, 
Sr.,  of  Mt.  Gilead,  wrote  that  her  daughter-in-law,  Daisy 
Shankle  Bruton  (Mrs.  Frederick  A.),  died  July  2  leaving 
a  baby  girl. 

Lucretia  Hill  is  on  top  of  the  world  these  days.  She 
was  married  to  Robert  W.  Sills,  Jr.,  on  October  18  at 
St.  Pauls  Church,  Winston-Salem.  Congratulations  and 
best  wishes,  Hill !  Saint  Mary's  has  two  more  "futures," 
thanks  to  Erwin  and  Trotter.  Corinna  Erwin  Burlioe 
was  born  May  20.  Erwin  says  "she  is  attractive  and 
brainy,  so  promises  to  be  fair  material  for  the  Class  of 
'65."  Trotter  says  to  "sing  out  to  all"  Virginia  Trotter 
Hammond,  II,  was  born  September  4. 

It  was  grand  to  hear  from  Elizabeth  Wilson.  Eliza- 
beth was  married  in  June,  1946,  to  Dr.  David  R.  Hawkins. 
The  Hawkins  are  in  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  now  while 
David  interns  at  Strong  Memorial  Hospital.  Elizabeth 
also  writes  that  she  spent  three  weeks  this  summer  with 
Elizabeth  Saunders  at  Edisto,  S.  C.  Cornelia  Clark  House 
says  she  had  a  grand  trip  to  Rochester  in  August.  She 
tried  to  locate  Elizabeth  but  was  unable  to  do  so.  By 
the  way,  I  had  a  glimpse  of  Cornelia  at  the  State-Clemson 
football  game. 

Hak  writes  that  she  learned  to  can  fruits  and  vegetables 
this  summer.  My  hat's  off  to  her !  Mary  Helen  says  they 
are  divinely  happy  in  their  tropical  paradise  (Guantana- 
mo  Bay,  Cuba).  Little  Miss  Betsy  Hill  celebrated  her 
first  birthday  September  24.  Rodman  says  that  Betsy 
and  Mareia,  age  3y2,  are  both  blondes  with  blue  eyes. 

Mary  O'Keeffe  Bowman  shouts  that  she  has  finally 
heard  from  Uncle  Sam.  She  hopes  to  leave  in  November 
to  join  Joe  in  Japan.  One  day  in  the  summer  I  had  a 
delightful  surprise  when  I  Jetty  Young-blood  Harbin  called 
me.  We  had  a  grand  chat.  She  was  on  her  way  to  meet 
Fred  who  had  been  on  duty  out  of  the  States  since  spring. 
They  expect  to  be  stationed  in  this  country  for  awhile 
now  but  Betty  did  not  know  where. 

On  one  of  my  trips  to  Charlotte  I  bumped  into  Char- 
lotte Denny  Gilliam.  Charlotte  said  they  still  were  not 
too  settled  as  they  were  subletting  a  house  but  thought 
they  would  buy  this  fall.  She  said  that  Mary  Shaw  Hart 
and  her  husband  (William  Almon)  were  also  living  there. 
Mary  Elizabeth  Nash  Karris  and  family  are  in  Wilson 
until  they  decide  where  Hob  will  hang  out  his  shingle. 

In  September  Charlie  and  I  invaded  New  York.  We 
didn't  leave   many  stones  unturned.     Those  people  lead 


too   fast   a   pace   for   me   though.     Understand   Frances 
Moore  is  working  up  there. 

Carol  Swart  Dickinson  writes  from  Greensboro  that  her 
four-year-old  son,  John  B.,  Ill,  is  not  particularly  re- 
markable but  keeps  her  fit  for  the  100-yard  dash.  Caci 
Wheatly  Davidson  says  the}'  are  living  in  Beaufort  where 
Ed  is  plant  manager  of  Beaufort  Fisheries,  Inc. 

Thanks  for  the  cards.     Please  keep  them  coming  in. 
Loyally, 

Ann  Christian  Goodno,  Sec. 

*     *     * 

Helen  Kendrick  Leader  (Mrs.  G.  R.)  is  now  living  in 
Lexington,  Ky.  Her  address  is  Chemistiw  Dept.,  Uni- 
versity of  Ky.,  Lexington,  Ky. 

Lucie  Meade  Beard  (Mrs.  W.  Powers)  has  moved  from 
Arlington,  Va.,  to  1600  Military  St.,  Port  Huron,  Mich. 

Mary  Swan  Dodson  Nesbit  (Mrs.  John  Malcolm)  visited 
the  Alumnae  Office  on  September  26  with  her  little  boy, 
two  and  one-half  .years,  waiting  impatiently  in  the  car. 
They  are  living  in  Washington,  N.  C,  and  like  it  fine. 
She  paid  her  alumnae  dues!    (Plug.) 

Barbara  Rainey  Crookston  (Mrs.  Newman  Lee),  '40 
(H.S.),  is  living  at  1462  Washington  Blvd.,  Ogden,  Utah, 
now.  She  says  she  is  "merrily  keeping  house  in  far-off 
Utah,  with  a  baby  girl,  Mary  Ann,  of  seven  months,  who 
is  being  impressed  that  S.M.S.  will  be  her  Alma  Mater  in 
some  15  years." 

Margaret  Jordan  Young  Tolson  (Mrs.  John,  III)  is  liv- 
ing in  Birmingham,  Ala. 

1941 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Margaret  Swindell  Dickerman 
(Mrs.   Morgan   Paul,    II),    71   Fair   Street,   Wallingford, 
Conn. 
Hi,  Folks : 

Hope  Jane  can  squeeze  this  letter  in,  as  it  is  a  little 
past  the  deadline.  1  must  confess  I  was  a  little  late  in 
sending  out  the  cards  and  waited  until  the  very  last 
hoping  to  get  as  many  returns  as  possible  before  writing. 

It  was  grand  hearing  from  all  of  you  again  and  many 
thanks  for  the  news. 

Manie  Burnett  Willard  says  she  saw  Ann  Dana  at  a 
party  the  other  night.  Also  tells  me  that  Carolyn  West 
Lacy  has  been  canning  vegetables  from  her  own  garden. 
That's  really  something !  Mamie  says  her  son  Carlisle, 
now  16  months  old,  is  awfully  cute  but  gets  into  every- 
thing. 

Jean  Meredith  tells  me  she  was  married  last  May  to 
E.  Maxwell  Clay,  Jr.,  and  that  Margaret  Kitchen  Gilliam 
was  one  of  her  bridesmaids.  She  is  now  settled  in  Paints- 
ville,  Ky. 

Janice  Fitzgerald  Wellons  is  all  excited  about  furni- 
ture, stoves,  and  frigidaires  these  days,  as  she  and  Jimmy 
have  just  moved  into  their  house  in  Smithfield.  Says  she 
heard  from  Dede  Jones  and  Lucy  Meade  Beard. 

Bettie  London  Wooten,  now  Mrs.  William  B.  Traxler 
of  Greenville,  S.  C,  tells  of  a  wonderful  Saint  Mary's  get- 
together  with  Catherine  Powell  and  Mary  Huske  in  Sep- 
tember. 

There  isn't  much  news  from  Chris  Hatfield  Meyer  as 
she  and  Bob  are  still  at  Cambridge,  Mass.  She  says  she 
sees  Ginny  Kaulback  Hillyer  on  occasions.  Ginny  is  at 
M.I.T.  with  husband  Dick.     Elvira  Cheatham  Jones  says 
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the  Georgia-Carolina  game  was  like  a  regular  Saint  Mary's 
reunion  with  Anna  Wood  Ragland,  Mary  White  Teague, 
Sara  Nair  James,  Becky  Davis,  Mary  Dodson  Xesbit,  and 
loads  more.  Ruth  Bond  Conger  and  Margaret  Kitchen 
Gilliam  are  also  living  in  Edenton  so  "Vi"  sees  them  quite 
often.  She  said  Ann  Seeley  Davis  and  little  girl  who  live 
in  Windsor  paid  her  a  nice  visit  on  a  sight-seeing  trip  to 
Edenton. 

Mary  Martha  Cobb  Phillips  says  she  and  Martha  Gatlin 
were  in  Chapel  Hill  all  summer  where  Craig  finishes  work 
on  his  M.A.  Now  they  are  back  in  Winston-Salem  where 
he  is  teaching  and  coaching  at  one  of  the  high  schools. 

Isabelle  Montgomery  Marshall  says  she  loves  Char- 
lottesville where  she  is  now  living  while  husband  Arthur 
goes  through  law  school. 

Tassie  Fleming  Dempsey  has  two  adorable  sons  now. 
She  and  Jimmy  are  all  settled  in  a  new  house  in  Wilson 
where  Jimmy  is  engaged  in  the  laundry  business.  Says 
she  has  seen  loads  of  Saint  Mary's  girls  at  football  games 
this  fall.  She  sees  Toddy  Boykin  Edwards  quite  often. 
Toddy  now  has  a  little  boy  and  girl. 

Edna  Boykin  is  teaching  in  Wilson.  Marjorie  Sten- 
house  was  married  recently  in  Goldsboro  to  James  Nor- 
fleet  Smith.  Mildred  Lee  Stout  and  husband  Doyle  were 
visiting  in  Goldsboro  recently.  Mildred  now  lives  in 
Colorado.  I  haven't  heard  from  Gale  Lamb  Severy  in 
ages  (my  fault,  too!),  but  I  think  she  and  husband  Char- 
lie are  still  chasing  oil  wells  in  Natchez,  Miss.  He  is  an 
engineer,  incidentally. 

Response  for  a  reunion  appears  that  the  class  would 
really  like  one.  Let's  set  the  date  for  this  spring  and 
make  it  a  unanimous  "turn-out." 

Paul,  Sally  Dick,  and  Pare  heading  home  to  Wilson  for 
Christmas,  and  I  can  hardly  wait  to  get  back  to  North 
Carolina.     Let's  hear  from  all  of  you  folks  next  time ! 
Margaret  Swindell  Dickerman. 
*     *     * 

Mary  Love  Orth,  '41  (H.S.),  (Mrs.  Charles  D.,  Ill)  has 
a  son,  Christopher  William,  born  May  6,  1947. 

Nancy  Martin,  '41  (H.S.),  is  doing  secretarial  work 
with  the  Norfolk  Public  Schools. 

Martha  Knight,  '41  (H.S.),  is  teaching  physical  educa- 
tion in  the  Norfolk  Public  Schools. 

Anne  Davis  Reid  (Mrs.  R.  J.,  Jr.)  is  now  living  at 
Quarters  D-22,  Naval  Base,  Philadelphia  12,  Penna. 

Marcia  Rodman  Lawrence  (Mrs.  George  Edward)  is 
living  at  Camp  Lejeune,  N.  C.  Marcia  was  formerly  of 
Washington,  N.  C. 

Margaret  Kitchin  Gilliam  and  Charles  have  an  apart- 
ment in  Warrenton  now,  where  Charles  is  in  business. 

Alex  Wells  is  working  in  Richmond,  Va.  Elizabeth 
("Bitty")  Grimes,  '41  H.S.,  is  at  the  Farmers  Cooperative 
Exchange  in  Raleigh.  Ann  Geoghegan  White,  '41  H.S. 
(Mrs.  S.  M.)  has  moved  into  a  duplex  house  in  Raleigh 
and  is  having  fun  fixing  it  up. 

1942 

SUBSTITUTING  FOR   ALLIE :   Carol   Cobb   Hamilton 
(Mrs.  Dan  K.),  Dept.  of  Geology,  Univ.  of  Ky.,  Lexing- 
ton, Ky. 
Dearest  Nubs : 

I'm  pinch-hitting  for  Allie  this  time — she's  busy  honey- 
mooning at  Sea  Island,  Georgia,  and  not  even  our  practi- 


cal, efficient  Allie  could  be  expected  to  toss  out  copy 
under  the  circumstances. 

First,  I  must  tell  you  of  her  lovely  wedding  which  took 
place  October  4  in  Pittsboro,  with  Bishop  Penick  offici- 
ating. Olivia  Anne,  Betsy  London  Cordon  ('45),  and  I 
were  bridesmaids  along  with  three  others,  and  Allie's 
sister  Betty  was  maid-of-honor.  Due  to  uncertainty  of 
plans,  Kay  was  unable  to  be  in  the  wedding,  but  at  the 
last  minute  she  and  Dean  were  able  to  attend.  We  wore 
green  faille  dresses  and  the  little  three-year-old  junior 
bridesmaid,  a  cousin  of  Allie's,  looked  precious  in  her 
miniature  dress  like  ours.  Allie  looked  lovelier  than  ever 
in  heirloom  rose  point  lace  and  satin.  She  is  Mrs.  Joseph 
Emmett  Sebrell  III  now.  Emmett  hails  from  Charlotte, 
but  at  the  moment  is  working  for  a  construction  company 
in  Chapel  Hill.  He  and  Allie  have  a  darling  little  house 
which  promises  to  be  full  of  company  on  every  football 
week-end. 

It  was  grand  seeing  Olivia  Anne  at  Allie's  wedding. 
Afterwards  she  spent  a  day  with  me  in  Chapel  Hill,  and 
we  had  a  grand  reunion  dinner  at  the  Carolina  Inn  with 
Mrs.  Roper,  Kay's  brother  Bert,  and  Dean  and  Kay.  0.  A. 
is  with  her  family  in  Rowland,  and  her  "occupation"  these 
days  is  farming.  From  all  I  hear,  she's  doing  a  bang-up 
job,  too.  She  spent  September  30  in  Goldsboro  with 
Mildred  Lee  Stout,  home  on  vacation  from  Denver.  Ruth 
Bond  Conger  was  also  there — they  had  a  reunion  of  their 
old  New  York  apartment  crowd — the  only  one  missing 
was  Jean  Fulton  Wingerd.  Olivia  Anne  spent,  seven 
weeks  at  Myrtle  Beach  this  summer,  and  Kay  and  Dean 
visited  her  over  the  4th  of  July. 

Ida  Dunn  Harris  Parnell  writes  that  the  biggest  news 
in  her  life  right  now  is  her  big  four-months-old  boy,  Jerry. 
Ida  Dunn  has  been  visiting  her  parents  in  Raleigh  and 
says  the  baby  is  getting  good  and  spoiled.  She  says  she 
has  seen  Frances  Crowder  Jones  who  is  also  visiting  par- 
ents in  Raleigh. 

Mary  Gene  Kelly  says  she's  "still  playing  at  the  same 
old  stand  covering  that  gory  police  run !"  She  writes  that 
Eugenia  Cox  ('41)  is  a  teacher  at  St.  Andrew's  Priory 
(Episcopal),  Queen  Emma  Square,  Honolulu  43,  T.  H., 
and  was  married  to  Edward  Harris  of  Alabama  and 
Honolulu. 

Ellis  Barnard  is  about  ready  to  embark  upon  an  ex- 
tended trip  to  California.  "Who  knows,"  she  says,  "I 
might  meet  my  destiny  out  there !" 

Betty  Willcox  Crawford  (Mrs.  John  C.)  has  a  new  little 
daughter  born  September  17th.  Betty  saw  Sophia  Red- 
wood Bass  and  Ruth  Bond  Conger  this  summer.  Sophia 
writes  that  after  moving  seven  times  in  less  than  a  year 
she  hopes  that  they're  settled  for  a  while  in  Charleston. 

As  of  tomorrow,  October  11,  Dolores  Mullett  will  be 
Mrs.  E.  Paul  Flynn.  She  is  being  married  at  Camp  Lee, 
Virginia,  and  her  Lt.  Col.  husband-to-be  is  stationed  at 
the  Office  of  the  Quartermaster  General,  Washington, 
I).  C. 

hili  Adkins  Jones  writes  that  "it's  wonderful  to  be  in  a 
house  by  ourselves."  They  have  lots  of  room  for  a  gar- 
den, and  she's  been  digging  around  and  having  a  big 
time.  She  and  John  celebrated  their  fifth  anniversary 
last  month  and  Lib  says  it's  hard  to  believe  it's  been  that 
long.     Her  two  little  boys  are  getting  along  fine. 
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Had  a  nice  note  from  Elizabeth  Ann  Jones  who  said  she 
had  seen  Betty  Suiter  Whitehead  several  times  recently. 
Betty  has  an  adorable  home  in  Scotland  Neck  and  a 
precious  little  girl. 

Carolyn  West  Lacy  (Mrs.  Ben  E.  Ill),  who  lives  in 
Blaeksburg.  Virginia,  says  she  doesn't  get  out  of  the 
mountains  very  often ;  so  doesn't  know  any  news. 

Kaj-  and  Dean  spent  their  between-quarter  vacation 
in  Minnesota  visiting  Dean's  family  and  are  now  back  in 
Chapel  Hill  where  Dean  is  continuing  his  graduate  work. 
Kay  is  doing  Girl  Scout  work,  "Y"  work,  and  no  telling 
what  else.  She's  the  busiest  little  person  I  ever  saw.  She 
and  Dean  are  "holed-up"  five  miles  from  town  in  the  most 
atmospheric  little  antique  shop  you  ever  saw.  The  house 
is  over  a  hundred  years  old,  and  some  of  the  furnishings 
and  bric-a-brac  must  be  priceless.  But  as  far  as  Kay  is 
concerned,  the  whole  place  is  a  big  nuisance — including 
the  seven  geese  that  wander  around  the  yard.  The  house 
is  not  only  hard  to  keep  clean,  but  the  heating  system  is 
temperamental,  and  for  the  past  three  weeks  the  plumb- 
ing has  been  out  of  order,  the  latter  difficulty  necessi- 
tating frequent  trips  to  the  picturesque  old  well  outside. 
Prom  now  one  Kay  says  she  will  leave  the  antiques  to 
Minkie,  who  seems  to  love  them.  It's  a  modern  house 
for  her  when  she  and  Dean  get  around  to  building. 

Speaking  of  Minkie,  she  and  Harry  are  still  in  Austria. 
A  note  from  her  sister,  Foxie  ('44),  says  they  will  be  home 
in  January  or  February  of  '48.  In  their  numerous  travels 
they  have  hit  such  spots  as  the  Riviera,  Prague,  Czecho- 
slovakia, the  Austrian  Alps,  and  the  Italian  Riviera. 
They've  also  been  skiing  in  the  Vienna  Woods. 

I  spent  the  month  of  September  in  Chapel  Hill  visiting 
my  family  and  Dan's.  Kirk,  otherwise  known  as  the 
Monster,  or  Punkin'  Head,  is  walking  now,  and  naturally 
is  rather  intriguing  to  his  numerous  relatives.  Dan  and 
I  took  in  the  Georgia-Carolina  game  where  I  saw  Ruth 
Bond  Conger,  looking  like  a  million  dollars  as  usual. 

I  want  to  thank  all  you  kiddies  who  wrote  answers  to 
my  cards.  In  case  any  of  you  who  wrote  don't  find  your 
names  in  this  letter,  it's  only  because  I  mailed  this  in 
before  I  got  your  card. 

Sincerely, 

Carol  Cobb  Hamilton. 

*     *     # 

Aurelia  Rutherford  of  Roanoke,  Va.,  came  down  to 
school  on  October  1  to  visit  her  sister,  Harriot,  who  broke 
her  arm. 

Ellis  Barnard  writes  that  she  is  getting  involved  in 
ceramics  with  their  own  kiln.  She  says  it  is  really  fasci- 
nating and  profitable.  Address:  615  E.  Leland  Street, 
Chevy  Chase,  Maryland. 

Mary  Gene  Kelly  is  still  chasing  fire  trucks,  ambu- 
lances, and  patrol  cars  as  police  and  city  hall  reporter  on 
the  Corpus  Christi  "Caller-Times."  She  just  finished  a 
two  months  search  for  an  apartment  and  was  in  the  midst 
Of  moving  when  she  dropped  us  a  line.  "I  write  this 
from  an  island  of  floor  space  surrounded  by  19  packing 
boxes."  she  says. 

Jean  Fulton  Wingerd  (Mrs.  Edmund  C,  Jr.)  has  moved 
from  Fayetteville,  Pa.,  to  820  Lincoln  Way  East,  Chani- 
bersburg,  Pa. 

Betsy  Casteen  Wright,  '42  (U.S.).  (Mrs.  Homer  Ed- 
ward, Jr.)  is  living  in  Leaksville  now.    Thev  have  a  small 


house  built  right  behind  her  parents.     She  loves  to  cook 
and  keep  house ! 

Betsey  John  West  Odell,  ex  '42  (Mrs.  John  Patterson), 
is  living  in  Concord  where  John  is  connected  with  Can- 
non Mills. 

1943 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Daphne  Richardson  Spurlock 
(Mrs.  Harold  Norman),  117  Olive  Road,  Fayetteville,  N.  C. 
Dear  Class : 

As  each  school  year  begins,  our  thoughts  naturally 
turn  to  our  carefree(f)  college  days  and  to  the  friends 
we  made  there.  It's  unfortunate  that  we're  all  so  scat- 
tered about  the  country ;  but  even  more  unfortunate  that 
we  hear  so  little  news  of  one  another.  Of  course,  that's 
my  job,  but  unless  I  hear  from  you  every  now  and  then 
'tis  impossible  for  me  to  divulge  much  information.  Let's 
try  to  correct  this  sad  situation,  and  send  in  some  news. 
My  present  address  is  above ! 

Now  for  the  little  I  know,  starting  with  Faj'etteville. 
Betty  McKay  Pollard  (as  of  June  17th)  and  her  husband, 
Capt.  John  S.  Pollard,  and  little  Ibbey  left  in  September 
for  London.  John  is  Military  Attache  at  the  Court  of 
St.  James,  and  they  expect  to  be  over  there  for  two  years. 
Betty  writes  that  it's  all  very  exciting  and  interesting, 
and  that  the  food  situation  in  England  is  even  more  criti- 
cal than  she  had  imagined. 

Mary  Burns  Detgen  is  busy  making  preparations  for 
Derry's  first  birthday  party,  and  we're  all  planning  to 
attend  with  our  various-age  children.  Yes,  I'm  now  the 
very  proud  mama  of  Sally  Spurlock  who  arrived  Au- 
gust 22nd. 

The  other  Fayetteville  girls,  Margaret  deRosset,  Han- 
nah Lyon,  and  Stuart  Verdery  are  working  here  in  Fay- 
etteville this  year.  Sarah  Stewart  Shaw  and  Harry  are 
in  Davidson  where  Harry  is  continuing  his  education. 
Kate  Broadfoot  Holmes  and  her  husband,  Oliver,  have 
just  returned  from  a  week  in  New  York. 

For  the  benefit  of  you  who  aren't  living  in  North  Caro- 
lina, here's  some  news :  Cora  Lucas  and  Johnny  McAlister 
have  set  the  date  for  November  29th  in  Greensboro ;  Meg 
Stone  and  John  Berry  will  follow  suit  on  December  20th 
down  in  Florida. 

This  next  is  all  hearsay.  Mary  Ann  Cooper  Broughton 
and  Melville  are  now  in  Chapel  Hill  where  Melville  is 
studying  law.  They're  living  in  the  apartment  that  Sarah 
Dawson  Davis  and  Johnny  occupied  last  year.  Johnny 
graduated  in  July,  and  they  are  now  living  in  Henderson. 

I  missed  seeing  Dodie  Winters  when  she  was  in  Raleigh 
a  month  or  so  ago  for  Jane  Clark  Cheshire's  wedding. 
The  lucky  man  was  Edwin  Penick. 

Hank  and  I  attended  the  wedding  of  Bets.y  John  West 
to  John  O'Dell  recently.  We  went  by  to  see  Mary  Ann 
Dixon  who's  living  in  Raleigh  now,  and  she  told  me  news 
of  Pender  and  Anne  Dickson.  Pender  and  her  husband 
are  still  living  in  Norfolk,  and  Anne  Dickson  is  about 
to  say  "I  do."  The  lucky  man's  name  escapes  me  right 
now,  though  (Ed.  Chick  Jordan).  I  also  saw  Henry 
Hampton  Morris  who  was  in  the  wedding,  along  with  four 
other  Saint  Mary's  girls — Anne  Geoghagan  White,  Bitty 
Grimes,  Michelle  Telfair  Bratton,  and  Henrietta  Ragland 
Badham.  Lolly  White  Norris  and  her  husband  were 
there,  too.     They  were  married  in  June. 
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Well,  I'm  completely  out  of  news.  Lib  Hackney,  Sally 
Sanborn  Best,  Betty  Lou  Britt,  Lib  Royall,  Essie  Bryce 
Evans,  Sally  McKinley,  Jane  Evans  Wetmore — how  about 
some  news  from  you? 

Sincerely, 

Daphne  Richardson  Spurlock. 
#     *     # 

Betty  Lou  Britt  of  Mt,  Airy  is  at  St.  Luke's  Hospital 
in  Cleveland,  Ohio,  taking  a  six  months'  training  course, 
after  being  personnel  director  at  N.  C.  Baptist  Hospital 
in  Winston-Salem  for  the  past  year.  She  finds  her  work 
very  interesting. 

Betsy  Gallagher  Recder  (Mrs.  Boyd  P.)  and  daughter, 
"Betsy,  Jr.,"  will  head  for  Germany  in  November  where 
Bud  is  on  duty.  They  will  be  gone  for  about  a  year  and 
a  half  or  two  years.  Betsy,  Jr.,  will  be  six  months  old 
in  November.  Her  address  will  be  c/o  Lt.  Boyd  P. 
Reeder,  0-1323480,  "B"  Troop,  72nd  Constab.  Sqdn.,  APO 
154,  c/o  Postmaster,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Newly-wed  Anne  Dickson  Jordan  (Mrs.  Goodwin  Shep- 
herd) wrote  before  her  wedding  that  she  and  Chick  were 
going  to  live  at  "Quail  Roost,"  Cavalier  Park,  Virginia 
Beach,  Va.,  which  she  says  suits  her  fine,  "  'cause  I  loves 
it!"  For  the  past  year  Anne  has  been  studying  at  the 
University  of  Paris.  They  came  b}'  S.M.S.  on  their  honey- 
moon at  Southern  Pines.     Loj'alty ! 

Doris  Lloyd  Xeely  (Mrs.  J.  K.)  of  Raleigh  is  the  assist- 
ant librarian  at  Saint  Mary's  and  has  been  for  several 
years.  Her  husband  is  studying  music  at  Birmingham 
Southern  College,  Birmingham,  Ala.  She  plans  to  go 
down  for  Thanksgiving. 

Lib  Hackney  is  librarian  at  Elizabeth  City  High  School. 
Grace  Harper  Woodard  ran  into  her  at  Carolina  recently. 
Grace  Harper  is  planning  to  work  in  Washington,  D.  C, 
soon.  Mary  Thomas  is  working  in  Richmond,  Va.  Betty 
Bassett  is  studying  organ  in  New  York  City. 

Mildred  Denny  is  working  as  a  medical  secretary  in 
San  Francisco,  Calif.  Her  address  is  1966  Pacific  Ave. 
This  summer  she  held  a  position  with  the  United  Nations 
in  New  York  City. 

1944 

CLASS    SECRETARY:    Patty    Weaver,    66    Gracelyn 
Road,  Asheville,  N.  C. 
Dear  Class  of  '44 : 

You  can't  imagine  how  glad  I  was  to  hear  from  so 
many  of  you  after  a  long  summer  without  any  news ! 
First,  I  want  to  apologize  to  everyone  I  addressed  as 
"Miss"  instead  of  "Mrs." — I  lost  the  list  of  married  names ! 

Jane  K.  Bell  is  the  new  Alumnae  Secretary  at  S.M.S. 
and  seems  to  be  doing  a  grand  job — I've  already  had 
several  notices  to  please  get  my  article  in  on  time  (which 
sounds  vaguely  familiar!).  She's  been  on  several  S.M.S. 
tours  already.  Jane  says  that  Raleigh  is  lively  with 
parties  for  brides-to-be.  She  went  up  to  Winston  not 
long  ago  for  Betsy  Long's  wedding;  she  married  Kenneth 
M.  Sprunt  and  will  live  at  Orton  Plantation. 

I'm  still  a  caseworker  and  love  it  more  every  day ;  it 
gives  me  a  chance  to  straighten  out  other  people's  prob- 
lems, even  if  I'm  unsuccessful  with  my  own !  Went  to 
Shreveport  and  Memphis  on  my  vacation  in  August  and 
had  a  glorious  time.  At  the  Duke-Tennessee  game  in 
Knoxville  I  ran  into  some  Pi  Phi's  who  were  organizing  a 
chapter  there,  among  whom  was  Anne  D.   Greene  from 


Searsdale,  N.  Y.  (she  was  with  us  our  first  year  at  Saint 
Mary's,  remember?)  !  We  had  a  grand  chat  about  old 
times,  and  she  said  that  Mildred  Denny  is  now  in  Cali- 
fornia. 

Bettie  Gaither  is  Society  Editor  for  the  Daily  Advance 
in  Elizabeth  City ;  she  came  through  Asheville  last  sum- 
mer but  we  missed  connections.  Mary  Pierce  Johnson 
is  assistant  to  a  dentist  at.  Duke  Hospital,  and  Margaret 
Winslow  is  working  for  her  father  in  Rocky  Mount. 
Peggy  Cates  is  at  home  after  graduating  from  Carolina 
last  summer.  Alma  Young'  Drake  has  moved  to  Charlotte 
where  she  and  her  husband  have  bought  a  lovely  six- 
room  house ;  a  good  friend  of  Wade's  lives  with  them  and 
is  known  as  their  "paying  guest !"  Emily  McMillan,  who 
is  visiting  Alma  this  week-end,  is  considering  going  to 
the  University  of  Mexico  after  Christmas  for  graduate 
work.  Chinkic  Martin  Goodale  and  her  husband  are  now 
living  in  Clinton,  S.  C. 

Marion  Thomas  King  says  that  all  she  does  these  days 
is  cook  three  meals  a  day  and  keep  house  but  she  loves 
it !  Nickie  was  a  Home  Ec  major,  I  think — if  Miss  Bason 
could  see  her  now !  Her  husband  was  one  of  the  boys 
from  State  College  who  drilled  us  years  ago  !  Clara  Leigh 
Kemper  Jones'  husband  is  back  in  school  at  Carolina  and 
the  only  way  they  could  find  a  place  to  stay  was  to  buy 
a  trailer !  She  says  it's  a  little  crowded  but  lots  of  fun. 
Clara  Leigh  is  working  as  Research  Lab  Technician  for 
Dr.  Brinkhouse,  head  of  the  Pathology  Dept. 

Mary  West  Paul  is  working  this  fall  as  head  of  the 
Junior  Red  Cross  in  Norfolk.  She  went  to  West  Point 
not  long  ago  and  plans  to  attend  a  football  game  some- 
where nearly  every  week-end !  Mar}'  West  said  that  the 
N.  C.  Debutante  Ball  was  practically  a  Saint  Mary's 
reunion. 

Which  reminds  me  that  we  must  plan  a  class  reunion 
soon ;  give  me  some  suggestions  on  the  next  cards  for  a 
good  time  to  schedule  it !  Mary  Lynn  Lewis  Johnson  is 
living  in  Raleigh  where  Marshall  is  working  for  Dun  and 
Bradstreet,  so  she  would  be  right  on  the  spot. 

Betty  Graham  writes  that  she  is  teaching  Latin  and 
English  at  Cannon  High  School  in  Kannapolis,  N.  C.  She 
saw  Margaret  Rodwell  ('45)  not  long  ago  in  Durham; 
she  is  teaching  also.  Libby  Shaw  has  a  new  job  this  year; 
she  is  librarian  at  three  different  schools  in  Portsmouth, 
Va.  Libby  went  to  school  last  summer  in  Williamsburg 
to  get  some  Library  Science  Training  so  that  she  would 
have  some  idea  of  what  she's  doing.  She  deserts  the 
library  for  gay  week-ends  at  V.M.I.,  where  her  "big  mo- 
ment" is  a  junior !  Lots  of  news  from  her — Betty  Via 
Carbin,  who  was  with  us  our  first  year,  and  her  husband 
have  gone  to  Switzerland  for  a  couple  of  years  where  he 
will  do  post  graduate  work  in  international  relations ! 

Believe  it  or  not,  Harriet  Whitaker  has  at  last  gone  to 
work !    She's  receptionist  at  Gralyu  Hospital  in  Winston- 
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Salem.  Can't  you  imagine  the  predicaments  she  must  get 
into !  Carol  Talbot  Egelhoff's  card  was  an  example  of 
sheer  will  power — she  had  to  write  left-handed  because 
her  right  arm  was  in  a  sling  from  a  deep  cut  incurred 
the  da}r  before  (while  cooking,  I  presume!).  She  was 
married  on  August  2nd,  with  Margaret  Betty  Winslow, 
Beverly  Bridgers  ('38),  and  Florence  Talbot  Ruffin  ('49) 
as  bridesmaids. 

Alice  Craig  Edsall  was  married  on  July  26th  in  Con- 
cord, and  she  is  now  housekeeping  in  Louisville,  Ky., 
where  Ralph  works  for  Reynolds  Metal  Co.  I  certainly 
think  it  was  sweet  of  these  newly-weds  to  take  time  out. 
to  answer  my  cards — deepest  appreciation! 

By  the  way,  Foxie  Clarke  will  be  the  bride  of  Frank 
Legg,  brother  of  Katherine  and  Maria,  before  this  is  pub- 
lished !  I  haven't  heard  where  they  plan  to  live  but  wa 
all  hope  it's  Henderson,  X.  C. !  Joanie  Hamner  Tuthill 
is  having  a  grand  time  with  all  my  Kappa  sisters  in  Baton 
Rouge ;  she  and  Tut  are  planning  a  two-week  vacation  to 
Mexico  on  October  24th!  Doesn't  that  sound  divine? 
Helena  Williams  is  again  teaching  Physical  Education 
and  Biology  at  Chatham  Hall ;  but  she  said  that,  as  most 
of  the  girls  are  from  the  North,  her  S.M.S.  propaganda 
is  entirely  wasted !  She  also  said  that  Betty  Ruth  Windes 
(can't  remember  her  married  name)  (Ed.,  Mrs.  Thomas 
G.  Willis)  has  an  adorable  baby! 

Rebecca  Drane  is  thoroughly  enjoying  home  life  this 
fall  and  is  taking  a  business  course,  probably  so  that 
she  can  return  to  New  York !  Had  a  long  letter  from 
Charlotte  Crawford  in  August.  She  and  her  family  have 
a  grand  apartment  in  Long  Beach,  California,  and  Char- 
lotte loves  it  "out  west" !  Her  f ammis  father  was  ex- 
pected to  return  to  China,  but  his  plans  have  changed 
and  he  will  be  here  until  next  fall,  which  seems  practically 
permanent  to  a  Navy  family.  She  has  taken  trips  to 
Hollywood,  Los  Angeles,  Laguna,  Pasadena,  and  Mexico; 
she  has  attended  numerous  broadcasts,  visited  several  old 
Spanish  missions,  and  danced  at  some  of  those  heavenly 
night  clubs — Club  Morocco,  Cocoanut  Grove,  etc. ! 

That's  about  all  the  news  for  now.     Thank  you  again 
for  the  co-operation — 1   just  wish  that  there  were  more 
space  on  those  cards !    Till  next  time.  .  .  . 
Sincerely, 

Patty  Weaver, 
Class  Secretary  of  '44. 

The  Class  of  '44  would  like  to  express  their  sympathy 
to  Mary  Elizabeth  Campbell  Langley  (Mrs.  George  Ed- 
ward, Jr.)  who  recently  lost  her  mother  and  father.  She 
and  Buck  are  living  at  179  Dupont  Circle,  Norfolk,  Va. 

Agatha  Chipley  is  at  home  in  Raleigh  for  "the  longest 
vacation  you've  ever  heard  of,"  she  says.  She  has  just 
graduated  from  nursing  school  in  New  York,  after  three 
hard  .years  of  work.     Congratulations  to. you! 

Joan  Hamner  Tuthill  (Mrs.  Arthur  H.)  is  living  at 
Clarke  Apts.,  330  Louisiana  Ave.,  Baton  Rouge,  La.  Her 
husband  just  obtained  a  pilot's  license  and  is  with  Stand- 
ard Oil  Co. 

Patsy  Rodgers  is  teaching  commercial  subjects  in  the 
John  Graham  High  School  in  Warrenton.  She  says  she 
is  glad  to  be  home  after  three  years  in  Richmond,  Va. 
She  often  visits  Raleigh  and  Wake  Forest. 


Patricia  Jane  James  Bullock  (Mrs.  Rufus,  Jr.),  who 
was  married  on  September  20  in  Jacksonville,  Fla.,  is 
now  living  in  Thomasville,  Ga.  She  said,  "Places  are  hard 
to  find,  but  we  have  bought  a  vine-covered  cottage  all 
our  own." 

Anne  Dysart  is  teaching  this  year  at  Berryhill  High 
School,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Jane  Clark  Cheshire  Penick  (Mrs.  Edwin  A.,  Jr.)  says 
they  are  having  a  wonderful  time  fixing  up  their  apart- 
ment. Ed  is  at  Yale  Divinity  School.  Her  address  is: 
Box  179,  Yale  Divinity  School,  New  Haven,  Conn. 

Marjorie  Cole  Ford  (Mrs.  Emmett  B.,  Jr.)  is  living  at 
Garden  City,  Long  Island,  N.  Y.  She  recently  visited  her 
parents  in  Raleigh.  Vidette  Bass  is  working  in  New 
York  City.  Ida  Ray  Vann  of  Clinton  is  a  senior  at  Flora 
Macdonald  College  this  year. 

Henrietta  Ragland  Badham,  '44  (Bus.),  (Mrs.  Richard 
P.,  Jr.)  is  keeping  house  at  Chapel  Hill,  while  Dick  fin- 
ishes school.  "Perk"  Arwood  Towler  (Mrs.  Reid)  is  busy 
with  an  apartment  in  Raleigh  where  Reid  is  a  special 
ag  nt  with  New  England  Mutual  Life  Insurance  Co. 

Betty  Barnes  is  working  with  an  insurance  company 
in  Charlottesville,  Va.,  her  home.  She  attended  Betsy 
Long's  wedding  in  September,  and  says  she  hopes  to  get 
back  to  school  before  they  change  it  so  much  she  won't 
recognize  the  place. 

Evelyn  Ann  White  Norris  (Mrs.  Thomas,  Jr.)  is  keep- 
ing house  in  Raleigh  where  Tom  is  associated  with  a 
motor  company.  Her  address  is  500y2  Whitaker  Mill 
Road. 

Betty  Edwards  McNair  (Mrs.  Robert)  is  living  twenty 
miles  out  of  Boston.  Bob  is  working  on  his  Ph.D.  at 
Harvard.  Her  address  is  Box  151,  West  Midway,  Mass. 
She  asks  any  S.M.S.  girls  thereabouts  please  to  contact 
her. 

1945 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Jane  Peete,  Spencer  Hall, 
Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

CLASS   FUND   TREASURER:   Anna   Margaret   Moo- 
maw,  Falling  Spring,  Va. 
Dear  Class  of  '45 : 

It's  about  time  for  us  to  start  thinking  about  our  class 
reunion.  I  wish  all  of  you  would  write  me  what  you 
think  about  it,  and  when  you  would  like  to  have  the  re- 
union. It  is  something  we  talked  about  so  many  times  at 
school,  and  we  would  have  a  wonderful  time  going  back 
in  a  body  and  seeing  all  the  changes  which  have  occurred 
since  our  own  days  there. 

As  I  failed  to  send  the  cards  earlier,  I  am  disappointed 
not  to  give  you  news  from  a  larger  number  of  our  class. 
But  here  goes  with  what  I  have.  .  .  . 

The  weddings  this  past  summer  take  the  present  lime- 
light. May  Bunn  became  Mrs.  Bill  Brantley  in  June. 
They  are  living  in  Rocky  Mount.  Mary  Holmes  was 
married  to  McDonald  Stephens  in  July.  They  were  in 
Irvington  this  summer  and  now  they  are  living  in  New 
Orleans.  Jane  Divers,  a  bride  of  July,  is  now  Mrs.  Bill 
Wysor ;  they  are  living  in  Pulaski,  Va.  I  heard  Betty 
Lou  Hood  was  married  this  summer,  but  I  don't  know 
his  name  or  where  they  are  living,  though  I  believe  he  is 
from  South  Carolina. 

Frances  Avera  writes  that  Barnie  White  is  to  be  mar- 
ried December  20th  to  Ed  Rawl  of  Greenville,  N.  C.    She 
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says  of  herself  that  she  is   going  to   business  school   in 
Rocky  Mount  this  year. 

Bobby  Jean  Hardy  VanHoy  has  a  baby  girl  whose  name 
is  Barbara  Jean. 

It  is  very  interesting  to  hear  about  what  everybody's 
doing  this  year ;  some  of  us  are  back  in  school,  more  are 
working,  and  many  are  just  loafing.  Quite  a  number  are 
teaching.  Virginia  Wilson  is  teaching  at  a  school  near 
Elizabeth  City  and  is  living  at  home.  Ruth  Gay  is  teach- 
ing English  in  the  little  Washington  high  school;  Sallie 
Robertson  is  also  teaching  in  Washington.  Margaret 
Rodwell  is  in  Warrenton  teaching  English  to  the  9th, 
10th,  and  11th  grades.  Teence  Davis  is  living  at  home 
and  teaching  in  a  school  near  Wilson.  Mary  C.  Bowers 
is  back  in  Lynchburg,  teaching  kindergarten. 

Marty  Martin  is  working  at  the  Leaksville  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
where  she  is  the  junior  "Y"  secretary.  She  wrote  that 
she  had  heard  from  Susan  Thorpe  who  has  a  wonderful 
job  as  a  horticulturist  at  Mt.  Vernon.  Marty  said  she 
saw  Sue  Moore  this  summer,  and  learned  that  she  was 
going  to  art  school  in  New  York  this  fall.  Bettie  Ken- 
drick  is  with  Montaldo's  in  Winston-Salem.  Jean  Sullivan 
is  in  business  school  in  Rocky  Mount  after  graduating  in 
June  from  Salem.     Luzette  Callum  has  a  job  in  Raleigh. 

Lucy  Seaman,  Peggy  Moran,  Vicky  Tyler,  and  I  are 
back  at  Carolina  this  fall.  Margaret  Rodwell  said  she 
planned  to  see  Ann  Edmonds  at  the  Duke  Homecoming'. 
Ann,  I  think,  is  working  in  New  York.  Caroline  Long  is 
going  to  Pan-American  in  Richmond.  Missie  Parker 
Welseh  is  back  at  school  here,  and  plans  to  graduate  in 
December,  when  she  will  join  Jim  in  Panama.  Mary 
Arden  Tucker  Sutterfield  is  spending  several  months  in 
Warrenton  while  Jerry  is  riding  the  high  seas.  Maria 
Gregory  was  here  a  few  weeks  ago ;  she  is  spending  the 
winter  in  Richmond. 

It  is  always  so  good  to  hear  from  all  of  you,  and  I  know 
you  want  to  hear  from  everybody  else,  so  please  let  me 
hear  from  you  any  time.  And  please  answer  the  cards 
as  they  are  our  onty  means  of  communicating  with  you 
at  the  same  time. 

Sincerely, 

Jane  Peete, 
Secretary,  Class  of  1945. 

P.  S.  I  am  very  sorry  to  tell  j'ou  the  news  I  have  just 
received  of  Caroline  Myers'  death.  I'm  sure  you  feel  as 
I  do  that  it  seems  most  untimely  for  such  a  wonderful  girl 
to  be  deprived  of  her  life  and  the  beautiful,  sweet  way 

she  lived.  Jane. 

*     *     # 

Stuart  Verdery  of  Fayetteville  dropped  by  school  be- 
fore the  Debutante  Ball  in  September  to  say  hello  to 
everyone.  Margaret  deRosset,  Hannah  Lyon,  Kate 
Broadfoot  Holmes,  and  Stuart  were  in  Raleigh  for  the 
Deb  Ball,  along  with  many  other  S.M.S.  girls. 

Jane  Lee  Parker  stopped  by  school  on  September  17  to 
report  that  everything  was  going  along  nicely  at  "The 
Hill"  (UNC)  these  days,  and  that  it  looks  almost  like 
Saint  Mary's  with  so  many  grads  over  there. 

Bettie  Kendrick  has  a  marvelous  job  in  Winston-Salem, 
directing  the  fashion  shows  given  by  Montaldo's  at  the 
local  schools  and  social  functions.  She  graduated  from 
the  University  of  North  Carolina  in  June. 


Jean  Conover  is  going  to  Carolina  Business  School  in 
Charlotte  this  year.  She  wrote  that  Lucy  Harvey  is  to 
be  married  soon. 

Winifred  Sharpe,  ex  '45,  is  a  member  of  the  Smithfleld 
High  School  faculty.  Frances  Avera  is  living  at  home 
(Rocky  Mount)  this  year. 

1946 

CLASS  SECRETARY :  Amie  Watkins,  Box  293,  Salem 
Station,  Winston-Salem  2,  N.  C. 

CLASS   FUND   TREASURER:   Kathryn   Fulton,   Box 
288,  Sweet  Briar  College,  Sweet  Briar,  Va. 
Dear  Girls : 

The  "Bell(e)s  of  Saint  Mary's"  are  really  ringing 
these  days.  Estelle  has  hers ;  Mil  has  hers ;  Jean  Wilson 
has  hers ;  Sarah  Belle  has  hers.  Estelle  is  engaged  to 
John  Steadman  of  Lumberton,  X.  C.  She's  to  be  married 
in  the  near  future,  but  at  this  writing,  plans  for  the  wed- 
ding are  not  complete;  Helen  Barnes  will  be  the  maid-of- 
houor  when  the  event  takes  place.  Mil  is  engaged  to  Wil, 
of  course,  and  rumor  says  it'll  be  a  June  wedding.  Jean 
is  engaged  to  a  home-town  boy,  Jim  Mickleen  (and  if  the 
name  isn't  spelled  right,  Jean,  it's  because  I  can't  read 
Beverly's  writing).  I'm  sorry  1  don't  know  who  the 
lucky  guy  is  that's  marrying  Sarah  Belle. 

While  we're  on  our  favorite  subject,  I  might  add  that 
Marty  Van  Patten  wrote  that  "everyone  was  at  Susan's 
wedding,  and  Susan  looked  lovely."  In  case  some  of  you 
don't  know,  Susan  is  now  Mrs.  Joseph  Cotten  of  Virginia 
Beach,  Va.,  and  Scotland  Neck,  N.  C.  Marty  also  said 
she  is  still  going  with  her  "little  midshipman."  Helene 
Carpenter  Blackwell  wrote  that  she  is  still  keeping  house 
in  Florence,  S.  C.  Karlyn  and  Guy  are  living  at  Glad- 
wyne,  Pennsylvania.  I  haven't  heard  one  word  from 
Sally  Ann  Elliott  Mann.  I  believe  this  takes  care  of  all 
our  matrons. 

Have  recently  seen  Dabney,  Helen  Barnes,  Margo,  and 
Lib  Clinard  down  at  Chapel  Hill.  Margo  is  president 
of  A  D  Pi  this  year;  Sallie  Lee  is  vice-president  of  Pi  Phi. 
Margo,  by  the  way,  is  pinned  to  Charlie  Warren,  a  Zete. 
Mary  Glen  has  joined  the  crowd  at  Carolina,  and  she 
wrote  that  she  had  pledged  Pi  Phi.  Saw  Helen  Mardre 
at  the  Georgia  game  but  didn't  get  to  speak  to  her. 

Loula  wrote  the  nicest  letter ;  she  is  at  Goucher  College 
in  Baltimore.  She  had  quite  a  gay  summer  and  said  that 
she  saw  Martha  Stoney  ('45)  and  Lenora  Dempsey  (ex 
'46).  Betty  Smith  visited  Betty' Goodwyn  in  Henderson 
in  August,  and  it  was  grand  seeing  her  again.  Betty  S., 
Betty  G.,  and  I  played  bridge  one  afternoon  with  Kathryn 
who  was  also  visiting  in  Henderson,  and,  of  course,  the 
entire  conversation  was  Saint  Mary's. 

Betty  Goodwyn  is  in  New  York  and  beginning  her 
second  3rear  at  Parson's ;  Dolly  B.  is  up  there,  too.  Also 
heard  from  our  three  Georgia  peaches.  Jane  is  at  Agnes 
Scott ;  Charlotte  is  a  Chi  0  at  the  University  of  Georgia ; 
Sue  is  working  at  the  Travelers'  Insurance  Company  in 
Atlanta  and  plans  to  take  a  business  course  after  Christ- 
mas. Kathryn  and  Poncie  are  at  Sweet  Briar  and  Ran- 
dolph-Macon, respectively,  and  the)'  manage  to  see  a  lot 
of  each  other.  Tommie  Cates  graduated  from  Carolina  in 
June  and  is  working  with  the  N.  C.  State  News  Bureau 
in  Raleigh.  Also  on  the  working  list  is  Lib  Price  who  is 
teaching  piano  in  Whitakers,  N.  C. 
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Saint  Maky's  School 


Mary  Helen,  Beverly,  Mary  Billings,  Christine,  Mar- 
garet Newman  (ex  '46),  and  I  are  thoroughly  enjoying 
being  seniors  at  Salem  this  year.  Christine  is  on  the  Legis- 
lative Board,  and  Margaret  is  president  of  the  Alpha  Iota 
Pi  (Latin  club  to  .you),  and  I'm  a  member  of  the  same 
organization.  Mary  is  working  on  her  graduation  piano 
recital  for  next  spring,  and  3rou  all  will  miss  a  treat  if 
you  don't  come  on  up.  Mary  Helen,  Beverly,  and  I  are 
practice-teaching  this  semester,  Mary  Helen  in  the  first 
grade  and  Beverly  and  I  in  the  third,  and  we've  really 
had  some  rare  experiences.  (Incidentally,  Mr.  Moore,  I 
have  already  started  correcting  them,  my  pupils,  that  is, 
about  "real  good."    Aren't  you  proud  of  me?) 

Thanks  so  much  for  your  cards  and  letters,  and  be  sure 
to  help  Jane  Campbell  out  next  time.  Mary  Helen,  Bev- 
erly, Mary  Billings,  Christine,  and  Margaret  Newman  all 
join  me  in  sending 

Lots  of  love  to  each  of  you. 

Amie. 
#     #     * 

Mary  Rose  Crisp,  '46  (H.S.),  of  Greenville  stopped  by 
the  latter  part  of  September  to  look  over  the  renova- 
tions. She  is  a  sophomore  at  Sweet  Briar  College  now  and 
likes  it  a  lot. 

1947 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Joan  Hassler,  Box  296,  Salem 
Station,  Winston-Salem,  X.  C. 

CLASS  FUND  TREASURER:  Rose  Wallace,  Box  245, 
Randolph-Macon  Woman's  College,  Lynchburg,  Va. 

Dear  Class  of  '47  : 

"Saint  Mary's,  wherever  thy  daughters  may  be"  pops 
into  m}r  mind  as  I  look  over  the  addresses  of  all  the  class. 
We  are  scattered  from  Rhode  Island  to  Georgia.  Confi- 
dentially, every  S.M.S.  girl  I've  seen  is  a  "tad"  homesick 
for  everybody  and  everything. 

If  you  want  almost  a  complete  class  reunion,  the  Uni- 
versity of  North  Carolina  is  the  place  to  go.  Heard  from 
Anne  Huske,  "Marty"  and  "Pinky"  that  they  are  having 
a  grand  time  rooming  together.  While  "Marty"  was  home 
not  long  ago,  she  invited  me  out  to  supper.  We  could 
hardly  stop  eating  long  enough  to  talk.  What  am  I  say- 
ing? What  I  mean  is  we  could  hardly  stop  talking  long- 
enough  to  eat.  She  told  me  that  she  is  working  at  the 
Baptist  Church  Nursery  on  Thursdays,  entertaining  vet- 
erans' children. 

Betsy  Tom  reveals  the  exciting  news  that  she  has 
pledged  Pi  Beta  Phi  and  I  heard  the  same  news  about 
Anne  Huske,  Jean  Roberts,  "Liddy  Bett"  and  "Weddy." 
"Beau"  and  "Demp"  went  A.  D.  Pi  and  the  Chi  Omega 
pledges  are  Willie  Majorie,  Mary  Leah,  Martha  Best,  Ida, 
"Pinky"  and  "Coop." 

That  Carolina  must  be  some  place.  They  even  ask  the 
girls  how  they  want  their  eggs  cooked.  Now  don't  you  all 
get  spoiled ! 

"Bo"  Boaz  is  working  as  a  secretary  in  the  medical 
department  of  Western  Electric  and  is  living  at  home. 
"Sybbe,"  "T"  and  I  went  out  to  see  her  the  other  clay. 
She  went  to  Noel  Gibbs'  wedding  in  Raleigh  on  Saturday, 
October  18.  "Bee"  Beasley  is  working  in  Lynchburg 
"and  has  Saturdays  off,  which  makes  it  real  nice." 
"Woolie"  Boyle  is  also  at  home.  Think  she  is  a  day  stu- 
dent at  Queens,  and  from  what  she  says,  she  is  homesick 


for  S.M.S.  Heard  from  Ann  Lanier  that  Swindell  is  home 
now  but  plans  to  enter  U.N.C.  for  the  second  semester. 

The  "Big  City"  has  a  good  representation  of  our  girls. 
Martha  and  Margaret,  at  Tobe  Coburn,  are  studying  hard. 
They  love  the  metropolitan  life.  They  keep  in  close  con- 
tact with  Nancy  O'Keeffe  who  is  learning  "nurse"  tactics 
at  St.  Luke's,  and  the}'  recently  had  lunch  with  Betty 
Goodwyn.  Peggy  Powell  is  at  the  Latin-American  Insti- 
tute studying  "furrin"  languages. 

"Cindy"  is  enrolled  in  the  Home  Ee.  School  of  R.  I. 
State  College.  Her  heavy  schedule  includes  foods,  nutri- 
tion, clothing  and  textiles,  child-development  plus  other 
academic  subjects.  However,  she  still  has  time  to  miss 
Saint  Mary's,  "all  that  it  stands  for  and  the  gals." 

Now  for  the  news  of  the  Virginia  students.  "Dinny" 
Bonnet  loves  Hollins  and  says  that  she  simply  "ate  up" 
the  copy  of  the  Belles  that  she  received.  (We  always 
hope  that  our  Reader's  Digest!  Oh!  Fatigue.  I'm  crack- 
ing up!)  According  to  Gene  Rose  at  Sweet  Briar:  "The 
U.  of  Va.  is  almost  as  fine  as  U.N.C,  but  not  quite.  Any- 
way, W.n'L.  is  still  best."  Rose  Wallace,  our  class  fund 
treasurer,  is  a  Tri  Delt  pledge  at  Randolph-Macon  and, 
like  S.M.S.  girls  everywhere,  she  is  working  hard  but  still 
having  fun.  Betty  Adkerson  and  Katherine  Clark  are 
day  students  there. 

Margaret  Lee,  "Libba"  Roberts  and  Jane  Bowler  are 
attending  Pan-American  Business  School  in  Richmond. 
Margaret  Lee  sends  word  that  she  is  going  to  homecoming 
at  V.M.I,  the  25th  of  October  and  is  going  to  see  Jane 
Lowe  and  "Birdie"  in  Washington  the  18th  of  October. 
Jane  is  at  Majorie  Webster;  don't  know  if  "Birdie"  is 
there  or  at  Washington  Secretarial  School.  Oh  yes ! 
Margaret  Lee  visited  Mell  and  Betsy  this  summer  in 
Birmingham.  I'm  not  sure  but  I  think  maybe  those  two 
are  now  at  the  University  of  Alabama.  Hope  they'll  write 
soon. 

Jane  Dickey  visited  Jacq  White  the  first  of  August 
at  Ocean  Drive  and  later  in  Greensboro.  "Dick"  has 
pledged  Kappa  Alpha  Theta  at  the  University  of  Mary- 
land. 

Communique  from  Dot  Leak,  Converse :  "Jane  Lewis, 
Connie  Herbert,  Alice  Henderson,  'Pripp,'  'Chubby'  and 
Mary  Nelson  are  all  down  here.  Joined  the  I.  R.  C,  Cotil- 
lion Club,  Myatt  Music  Club,  Social  Science  Club,  and  I'm 
majoring  in  Sociology."  Needless  to  say,  she  likes  Con- 
verse. However,  she  also  confesses  that  she  misses  S.M.S. 
lots. 

Mary  Jane  Mason  and  Jean  Gatlin  are  having  quite 
the  time  at  Duke  Hospital.  "Not  only  do  we  have  to 
learn  the  subjects  we're  taking,  but  also  we  have  to  learn 
to  pronounce  them."  Along  with  this  work,  somehow 
they  find  time  to  be  choir  members.  They  visited  S.M.S. 
September  20  and  report  that  everything  was  looking 
good. 

Betsy  Siler  stopped  by  to  see  me  the  other  day  and  I 
was  so  glad  to  see  her  that  I  nearly  knocked  her  over. 
She  and  "Pody"  are  living  right  across  the  street  from 
Nancy  Ford  at  W.CU.N.C. 

Betty  Hobby  is  in  Raleigh  this  winter  but  she  plans  to 
go  to  Appalachian  next  year.  "Strook"  is  in  Wilson,  and 
T  have  heard  rumors  about  her  third  finger,  left  hand. 
Can't  wait  to  hear  more. 


December  1947 


Odd  coincidence :  Betsy  Blnndon,  at  the  University  of 
South  Carolina,  is  rooming  with  an  ex-Salem  girl,  one  of 
my  roommate's  best  friends.  We  will  probably  carry  on 
a  "P.  S."  correspondence  all  winter.  Harriott  Barnwell 
and  Betsy  pledged  Tri  Delt  and  Sande  Chikls  went  Kappa 
Delta.  Betsy  saw  Serena  and  Hope  Duke  at  Virginia 
Beach  this  summer. 

The  first  day  of  school  at  Salem,  "Sybbe,"  "T,"  Ann 
■Lanier,  Lib  Taylor  and  I  had  a  huge  reunion.  We  all 
nearly  cried  when  we  saw  one  another.  Don't  think  for 
a  minute  that  this  place  isn't  running  over  with  S.M.S. 
girls,  'cause  it  is.  Betty  Beal,  Ann  Wicker,  Clara  Justice 
and  Mary  Beth  Kittrell  were  cute  little  rabbits  during 
"rat  week."  They  all  were  panics  at  the  Sophomore 
Court.  Mary  Beth  had  to  make  a  five-minute  talk  on 
"Why  I  like  Saint  Mary's."  Believe  me,  she  was  still 
going  strong  at  the  end  of  the  allotted  time. 

Please,  please,  please  do  write  me  sometime  and  tell  me 
what  you  are  doing  and  where  you  are.  1  want,  to  know 
all  the  exciting  things  that  are  going  on  so  that  next  time 
we  can  have  some  really  sensational  news.  I  know  that 
where  there  are  S.M.S.  girls,  there  is  bound  to  be  excite- 
ment. Even  if  you  didn't  write  me  before  this  issue,  do 
write  before  the  next. 

"Colie"  sends  love.     Keep  smiling.     Don't  forget. 

"See  you  in  Kansas  City,  Mo." 

Joan. 

Cynthia  McCaw  writes  from  Roosevelt  Hall,  Rhode 
Island  State  College,  Kingston,  R.  I.,  that  she  likes  it  very 
much  but  misses  S.M.S.  She  said  she  would  like  to  see 
the  new  decorations  in  West  Rock,  and  that  she  hopes  to 
get  down  to  school  sometime  this  year. 

Margery  Cameron  Carey  of  Orlando,  Fla.,  became  Mrs. 
Julius  R.  Bennett,  Jr.,  of  Pine  Apple,  Ala.,  on  August  25. 
S.M.S.  girls  present  for  the  wedding  included  Jean  Dick- 
er-son of  Lakeland,  Fla.,  Eleanor  Hope  Xewell  of  Orlando, 
Fla.,  Emily  Weathers  of  Orlando,  Fla.,  Barbara  McLaugh- 
lin of  Orlando,  Fla.,  and  Mary  Matheson  Williamson  of 
Pine  Apple,  Ala.,  her  roommate. 

Marilyn  Whetstone,  '47  (H.S.),  (Box  1892,  College  Sta- 
tion, Fredericksburg,  Va.)  is  at,  Mary  Washington  Col- 
lege and  is  having  a  grand  time.  Says  she  missed  "all 
the  hilarious  times  we  used  to  have  at  Saint  Mary's." 
Her  suite-mate  is  Virginia  Woodley,  '47,  and  Serena 
(Doolie)  Ashburn  lives  off  campus  literally,  but  other- 
wise resides  in  their  room. 

Etta  Craig  Dick  of  Charlotte  is  at  Sweet  Briar  College 
(Box  322)  along  with  Susan  Taylor  and  Myrtle  Alston, 
also  '47  H.S.,  and  they  all  like  it  a  lot.  Etta  says  "Sweet 
Briar  is  a  wonderful  school  and  I'm  simply  in  love  with 
it,  but  I  still  miss  my  ole  friends  at  Saint  Mary's,  though  !" 

Betsy  Ann  Blundon,  now  at  the  University  of  S.  C, 
writes  that  this  summer  she  advertised  for  ole  S.M.S.  on 
the  air.  A  friend  of  hers  asked  her  to  tell  of  her  experi- 
ences at  Saint  Mary's  on  an  informal  program.  She 
writes  that  Mary  Craig  visited  her  this  summer  and  they 
had  a  grand  time.  She  saw  Serena  Ashburn  and  Hope 
Duke  at  Virginia  Beach.  She  says  the  S.M.S.  girls  love 
the  University.  She  saw  Carolyn  DesChamps  at  a  wed- 
ding recently. 

Lillian  Lumpkin  pledged  Phi  Mu  at  the  University  of 
Georgia. 


News  from  UNC-SMS  co-eds :  Barbara  Pope  is  running 
for  the  Co-ed  Senate ;  she  pledged  Tri  Belt.  Violet  LaRue 
has  a  big  part  in  "Sound  and  Fury,"  the  dramatics  organi- 
zation ;  she  went  Alpha  Gam  with  Rut  and  Mary  Ellen. 
Margaret  Alfred  is  a  member  of  the  student  legislature 
and  the  Woman's  Athletic  Council.  Lib  Kiser  pledged 
Tri  Delt.  Mary  Ellen  is  president  of  Alderman  Dormi- 
tory and  writes  that  she  is  "about  to  go  crazy  looking 
after  my  20  girls  !" 

News  from  USC-SMS  co-eds:  Harriott  Barnwell  and 
Sande  Chikls  are  on  the  Woman's  Athletic  Council,  and 
Betsy  Blundon  and  Holly  Beck  are  very  active  in  the 
Canterbury  Club.  Charlotte  Buchanan  writes  that  she  is 
taking  ballet  lessons  at  the  Foster  School  of  Dance  and 
her  instructor  is  Fannie  Mae  ("Tumpie")  Hudson. 

Emily  Harrison  Weathers,  '47,  H.S.,  a  Florida  gal,  says 
she  is  half  frozen  up  at  Smith  College  in  Northampton, 
Mass.,  but  she  loves  it !     Laura  Pope  is  at  Vassar. 

P.  S.  Here  are  some  addresses  of  interest  (mainly  Class 
of  '47 )  : 

Adkerson,  Betty,  3112  Rivermont  Ave.,  Lynchburg,  Va. 

Beasley,  Betty,  1025  Rivermont  Terrace,  Lynchburg, 
Virginia. 

Bickett,  Frances,  U.N.C.,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Blundon,  Betsy,  Box  367,  U.  of  South  Carolina,  Colum- 
bia, S.  C. 

Boaz,  Jeannette,  507  Westover  Ave.,  Winston-Salem, 
N.  C. 

Bonnett,  Virginia.  (Dinny),  Hollins  College,  Va. 

Boyle,  Helen  (Wollie),"l616  Brandon  Rd.,  Charlotte, 
N.  C. 

Clark,  Katherine,  104  Lee  Circle,  Lynchburg,  Va. 

Conger,  Martha  Leah,  Barbizon  Hotel,  Lexington  Ave., 
New  York  City,  N.  V. 

Constable,  Ida,  Spencer  Hall,  U.N.C.,  Chapel  Hill,  X.  C. 

Cooper,  Betty  Anne  Melver,  U.N.C.,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Covington,  "Chubby,"  Converse  College,  Spartanburg. 
S.  C. 

Dempsey,  Betsy,  Spencer  Hall,  U.N.C.,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Dickey,  Jane  Miller,  Box  1400,  University  of  Maryland, 
College  Park,  Maryland. 

Dunbar,  Mary  Anna  Melver,  U.N.C.,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Ford,  Nancy,  Box  172,  W.C.U.N.C,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Gatlin,  Jean  Miller,  Box  2956,  Duke  Hospital,  Dur- 
ham, N.  C. 

Green,  Sylvia,  Salem  Station,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Hassler,  Joan,  Box  296,  Salem  Station,  Winston-Salem, 
X.  C. 

Henderson,  Alice,  Converse  College,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Hinkle,  "Marty,"  204  Spencer  Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Hobby,  Betty,  919  West  South  St.,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Hunter,  Mary  Craig,  R.P.I.,  Richmond,  Va. 

Huske,  Anne  Alves,  204  Spencer  Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  X.  C. 

Jennings,  Ann,  U.  of  Ga.,  Athens,  Ga. 

Jones,  Ann  Fripp,  Converse  College,  Spartanburg.  S.  C. 

Lanier,  Ann,  Salem  Station,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Lawrence,  Betsv  Tom,  307  Spencer  Hall,  Chapel  Hill, 
X.  C. 

Leak,  Dorothy,  Converse  College,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Lewis,  Jane,  Converse  College,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Lowe,  Jane,  Marjorie  Webster  College,  Rock  Creek 
Park,  Washington  12,  D.  C. 

Lumpkin,  Lillian,  U.  of  Ga.,  Athens,  Ga. 


Saint  Mary's  School 


Mason,  Mary  Jane,  Duke  Hospital,  Durham,  N.  C. 

McCaw,  Cynthia,  R.  I.  State  College,  Kingston,  R.  I. 

Myatt,  Elizabeth,  Spencer  Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Nanee,  Janie,  2118  Cowper  Dr.,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Not-fleet,  Margaret  6.,  Barbizon  Hotel,  Lexington  and 
63rd,  New  York  City,  N.  Y. 

O'Keeffe,  Nancy,  419  W.  114th  St.,  New  York  25,  N.  Y. 

Payne,  Margaret  Lee,  1824  Monument  Ave.,  Richmond, 
Virginia. 

Pendleton,  Nancy,  204  Spencer  Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Powell,  Peggy  Ann,  Allerton  House,  130  E.  57th  St., 
New  York  22,  N.  Y. 

Riddiek,  Willie  Marjorie,  Spencer  Hall,  Chapel  Hill, 
N.  C. 

Roberts,  Elizabeth,  Pan-American  Business  School, 
Richmond,  Va. 

Roberts,  Jean,  Spencer  Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 


Rose,  Gene,  Sweet  Briar  College,  Sweet  Briar,  Va. 

Siler,  Betsy,  W.C.U.N.C,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Smith,  Mell,  TJ.  of  Alabama,  Tuscaloosa,  Alabama. 

Smithwick,  Mary  Nelson,  Converse  College,  Spartan- 
burg, S.  C. 

Strickland,  Jean,  105  West  End  Ave.,  Wilson,  N.  C. 

Swindell,  Peggy,  524  West  Main  St.,  Washington,  N.  C. 

Taylor,  Lib,  1155  North  Hawthorne  Rd.,  Winston- 
Salem,  N.  C. 

Thomas,  Jane,  Salem  Station,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Thorne,  Mary  Leah,  Spencer  Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Thorp,  "Wed'dy,"  Spencer  Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Wallace,  Rose,  Box  245,  R.M.W.C,  Lynchburg,  Va. 

Way,  "Pody,"  W.C.U.N.C,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Welsh,  Myra  (Beau),  Spencer  Hall,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Wetterau,  Betsy,  U.  of  Alabama,  Tuscaloosa,  Alabama. 

Yorke,  Martha  Best,  217  Spencer  Hall,  Chapel  Hill, 
N.  C. 


Engagements 

Estelle  Norman  Boyce,  '46,  of  Warren- 
ton,  to  John  Branch  Stedman  of  Lumber- 
ton.  The  wedding  will  take  place  in  the 
fall. 

Betty    Van    Dyke    Hess,    '4  3,    of    New 

York    City,    to    Richard    Clement    Ander- 
son, Major,  USA,  of  Atlanta,  Ga. 

Gwen  Hughes,  '45,  of  Tabor  City,  to 
Henry  B.  Barnes,  of  Atlanta,  Ga.  The 
wedding  will  take  place  this  winter. 

Shields  Daughtridge  Jones,  '42  (H.S.), 
of  Rocky  Mount,  to  Charles  Cooper  Har- 
ris, Jr.,  also  of  Rocky  Mount.  The  wed- 
ding will  take  place  on  November   28. 

Maria  Southerland  Legg,  '44,  of  Hen- 
derson, to  Turner  Jones  Wortham,  also 
of  Henderson.  The  wedding  will  take 
place   November    26    in   Henderson. 

Cora  Cox  Lucas,  '43.  of  Greensboro, 
tc  John  Worth  McAllister,  Jr.,  also  of 
Greensboro.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  November   29. 

Jane  Winter  Maultsby,  '4  4,  of  White- 
ville,  to  Ralph  Farrior  Powell,  also  of 
Whiteville.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
this  summer. 

Cynthia  McCaw,  '47.  of  Bristol,  R.  I., 
to  Richard  Simmons  Palmer  of  Bristol, 
R.  I.     Announced  June  29.  1947. 

Virginia  Lee  McRae,  '4  2  (H.S.),  of 
Rockingham,  to  Dr.  Thomas  Claibourne 
Guthrie.   Ill,  of  Newark,  N.  J. 

Margaret  Andrews  Stone,  '43,  of 
Greensboro,  to  John  Berry,  also,  of 
Greensboro.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  on  December  20  in  Fort  Lauder- 
dale. Fla. 

Jean  Strickland,  '47,  of  Wilson,  to 
Ernest  Dean  Hackney,  also  of  Wilson. 
The  wedding  is  planned  for  January  17, 
1948. 

Fabian  Wadsworth,  '4  6.  of  Raleigh,  to 
Martin  (Buddy)  Mackie  of  Winston- 
Salem,   N.   C. 


Milestones 

Betsy  Ann  Pou,  '45,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Roland  McClamrock,  Jr..  of  Chapel  Hill. 
The  wedding  will  take  place  in  December. 

Lillian  West,  '42,  H.S.,  of  Kinston,  to 
Marion  Arendell  Parrott  of  Kinston.  The 
wedding  w~ill  take  place  in  early  spring. 

Josie  Barnes  White,  '45,  of  Greenville, 
to  Ed  Rawls  of  Greenville.  The  wedding 
will  take  place  December  20. 

Anne  Davis  Henson,  '47,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Emilio  Yachan  of  Santiago,  Chile.  The 
wedding  will  take  place  in  December. 

Rena  Hoyt  Harding,  '37,  of  Washing- 
ton, N.  C,  to  Julian  Mayo  Davenport. 
The  wedding  will  take  place  on  Decem- 
ber 31. 


Weddings 


Susan  Burruss  Ashburn,  '4  5,  of  Vir- 
ginia Beach,  Va.,  to  Joseph  Whitmel  Cot- 
ten,  Jr.,  of  Scotland  Neck,  on  September 
20.  At  home,  16th  and  Pacific  Ave.,  Vir- 
ginia Beach,  Va.  Charlotte  Andrews 
Underwood  and  Martha  Van  Patten  at- 
tended the  wedding. 

Alice  People  (Allie)  Bell,  '42,  of  Pitts- 
boro,  to  Joseph  Emmett  Sebrell,  III,  of 
Charlotte,  on  Saturday  evening,  October 
4,  at  St.  Bartholomew's  Episcopal 
Church,  Pittsboro.  Betty  McLin  Bell, 
'3  9.  sister  of  the  bride,  was  the  maid-of- 
honor;  Betsey  London  Cordon.  '45,  Olivia 
Anne  Smith,  '42.  and  Carolyn  Cobb  Ham- 
ilton, '42,  were  bridesmaids.  At  home. 
Chapel  Hill,  for  several  months  before 
moving  to  Charlotte.  Allie  was  the 
alumnae  secretary  at  Saint  Mary's  School, 
1946-47. 

Mary  Hargrove  Bellamy,  '44,  of  Wil- 
mington, to  Michael  Corbett  Stovall,  also 
of  Wilmington,  on  July  5,  in  a  private 
ceremony,  Saint  Andrews  Episcopal 
Church.  Wrightsville  Sound. 

Margery  Cameron  Carey,  '4  7,  of  Or- 
lando, Fla.,  to  Julius  Richardson  Ben- 
nett, Jr..  of  Pine  Apple,  Ala.,  on  Monday, 
August  25,  in  the  Cathedral  Church  of 
St.   Luke,   Orlando.      At  home  after   Sep- 


tember 15.  Greenville.  Ala.,  where  Julius 
is  engaged  in  the  lumber  business.  Saint 
Mary's  girls  at  the  wedding  were  Jean 
Dickerson,  Eleanor  Hope  Newell,  Emily 
Weathers,  Barbara  McLaughlin,  and 
Mary  Matheson  Williamson. 

Jane  Clark  Cheshire,  '44,  of  Raleigh 
to  Edwin  Anderson  Penick,  Jr.,  of  Ra- 
leigh, on  Saturday  night,  September  6, 
at  Church  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  Ra- 
leigh. Mary  DuBose,  '49,  of  Columbia, 
S.  C,  was  maid-of-honor,  and  the  S.M.S. 
bridesmaids  were  Dora  Winters,  '43,  of 
Washington,  D.  C;  Margaret  Winslow, 
'44,  of  Rocky  Mount;  Rebecca  Drane, 
'4  4,  of  Monroe;  Elizabeth  Campbell 
Langley,  '45,  of  Norfolk,  Va. ;  and  Betty 
Ruth  Windes  Willis.  '44,  of  Raleigh.  At 
home,  320  Willow  St.,  New  Haven  11, 
Conn.,  c/o  Dr.  Ralph  Meader.  Edwin  is 
now  attending  Yale  Divinity  School. 

Ruth  Loaring  Clark,  '26.  of  Memphis, 
Tenn.,  to  Lt.  Col.  Hugh  Ira  Mainord  on 
Thursday,  July  24,  Memphis,  Tenn.  At 
home,  Headquarters,  39th  Bn.,  5th  Rgt., 
Fort  Dix,  N.  J. 

Mary  Fox  Clarke,  '44,  of  Maysville, 
Ky.,  to  Milton  Franklin  Legg,  Jr.,  of 
Henderson,  October  IS,  in  the  Trinity 
Methodist  Church,  Maysville.  Maria 
Legg,  '4  4,  of  Henderson,  sister  of  the 
bridegroom,  was  maid-of-honor.  At  home, 
Henderson. 

Harriet  Corbitt,  '3  9,  of  Suffolk,  Va.,  to 
John  Greenville  Staples,  of  Suffolk,  Va., 
on  May  10,  4:00,  St.  Paul's  Episcopal 
Church,  Suffolk,  Va.  At  home,  1417  De 
Soto  Place,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Anne  Elizabeth  Cox,  '38,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Calvin  McAlister  Worth,  also  of  Ra- 
leigh, Friday  evening,  September  26,  at 
Christ  Episcopal  Church,  Raleigh.  At 
home  916  Cowper  Dr..  Raleigh,  where 
Calvin  is  employed  by  the  North  Caro- 
lina Fire  Insurance  Rating  Bureau.  Mary 
Louise  Hall  Webb,  '3  7,  and  Josephine 
Johnson  Ward,  '40,  were  bridesmaids. 

Alice  Louise  Craig,  '44,  of  Concord,  to 
Ralph  William  Edsall,  Ens.,  USN,  of 
Louisville,  Ky.,  on  July  26,  at  All  Saints 


30 


December  1947 


Episcopal    Church,    Concord.      At    home, 
646  South  36th  St.,  Louisville,  Ky. 

Ann  Bright  Dawson,  '3S,  of  Kinston, 
to  Seavy  Highsmith,  Jr.,  of  Fayetteville 
on  Saturday,  August  2  3,  in  Saint  Mary's 
Episcopal  Church,  Kinston.  At  home, 
Fayetteville.  Jean  Blount  Blount  (Mrs. 
S.  Gilbert),  '38,  her  roommate,  was  ma- 
tron of  honor.  Jean  is  living  in  Augusta, 
Georgia. 

Anne  Talbott  Dickson,  '4  3,  of  Vir- 
ginia Beach,  Va.,  to  Goodwin  Shepherd 
Jordan  also  of  Virginia  Beach  on  Fri- 
day, October  17.  Minor  Jordan,  '49, 
sister  of  the  bridegroom,  was  maid  of 
honor.  At  home.  "Quail  Roost,"  Cava- 
lier Park,  Virginia  Beach,  Virginia. 
S.M.S.  girls  attending  were  Mary  Ann 
Dixon  of  Raleigh. 

Jane  Evans  Dille,  '4  3,  of  Roanoke, 
Va.,  to  Richard  Weber  Klise.  of  Rich- 
mond, Va.,  on  Saturday  afternoon,  Sep- 
tember 27,  at  her  home.  At  home,  Mon- 
mouth Apts.,  1819  G  Street,  N.W.,  Wash- 
ington, D.  C,  where  Dick  is  associated 
with  the  state  department.  They  might 
go  to  New  Delhi,  India,  in  the  diplomatic 
service. 

Jane  Divers,  '45,  of  Pulaski,  Va.,  to 
William  Henry  Wysor,  Jr.,  also  of  Pu- 
laski, Va.,  on  July  5,  at  the  Episcopal 
Church  there.  Ann  Brundage,  '45,  of 
Tryon,  was  a  bridesmaid.  S.M.S.  girls 
attending  were  Ann  Cutts,  '45,  of  Cor- 
dele,  Ga.,  and  Carolyn  Long,  '45,  of 
Garysburg,  N.  C.  The  Rev.  and  Mrs. 
James  McDowell  Dick  and  daughters, 
Lana  and  Margaret,  of  Raleigh,  also  at- 
tended. At  home,  35  Fourth  Street,  Pu- 
laski, Va.,  where  they  have  a  rose-vine- 
covered  cottage  of  white  brick  just  made 
for  two. 

Sue  Tucker  Kason,  '45,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Thomas  Henry  Briggs,  V,  also  of  Raleigh, 
on  Friday  evening,  October  3,  at  Christ 
Episcopal  Church.  Raleigh.  At  home, 
Raleigh  Apartments.  Patsy  McKimmon 
Tucker,  '46.  Luzette  Callum,  '45,  Mary 
Frances  Dillon,  '4S,  Mabel  McDonald, 
'46,  and  Barbara  Smith,  '45,  were  brides- 
maids. 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  McKay  Gibson,  '42,  of 
Fayetteville,  to  Capt.  John  Scott  Pollard, 
USA,  of  Selma,  Ala.,  on  June  17,  in  Fay- 
etteville. 

Margaret  Gillam,  '3  9,  of  Windsor,  to 
Charles  Paddock  Wales.  Jr.,  of  Edenton, 
on  Thursday,  September  11,  at  St. 
Thomas'  Episcopal  Church.  Cornelia  Gil- 
lam, '38,  of  Windsor,  cousin  of  the  bride, 
and  Betty  Wales  Silver,  '41,  of  Raleigh, 
were  bridesmaids. 

Doris  Poole  Green,  '47,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Alexander  Kenan  Brook,  also  of  Raleigh, 
on  Friday,  August  2  2,  at  Saint  Saviour's 
Episcopal  Church,  Raleigh. 

Mary  Patricia  Gwyn,  '4  4,  of  Fayette- 
ville, to  John  Elliott  Woltz  of  Mt.  Airy, 
on    September    5,    in    Waynesville. 

Mary  Holmes,  '45,  of  Greensboro,  to 
McDonald  Lee  Stephens,  New  Orleans, 
La.,  and  Virginia,  on  July  12  in  Greens- 
boro.     At  home,   New  Orleans,   La. 

Betty  Lou  Hood,  '45,  of  Portsmouth, 
Va.,  to  James  Anderson  Atwell  of  Spar- 
tanburg, S.  C,  on  August  23  at  Court 
Street  Baptist  Church,  Portsmouth.  Jean- 


nette  Hood  Ellis,  '41,  of  Charlottesville, 
sister  of  the  bride,  was  matron  of  honor 
and  Mary  Tom  Gilman,  '45,  of  Ports-' 
mouth,   Va.,   was   a   bridesmaid. 

Patricia  Jane  James,  '44,  of  Jackson- 
ville. Fla.,  to  Rufus  George  Bullock,  Jr., 
of  Thomasville,  Ga.,  on  Saturday  eve- 
ning, September  20,  St.  John's  Episcopal 
Church,  Jacksonville.  Reception  at 
Florida  Yacht  Club.  At  home,  Thomas- 
ville, Ga. 

Mary  Katherine  Klyman,  '4  4  (Bus.), 
to  William  Daniel  Acton  on  Friday,  Sep- 
tember 19,  at  Trinity  Methodist  Church. 
At  home,  J-3  Country  Club  Homes,  Ra- 
leigh. Doris  Linzey  Kenyon,  '44,  was 
matron  of  honor  and  Nell  Klyman.  '46, 
of  Raleigh,  sister  of  the  bride,  was  maid 
of  honor.  Jane  Winston,  '4  6  (H.S.), 
and  Annabelle  Gill,  '44,  both  of  Raleigh, 
were  bridesmaids. 

Mary  Lynn  Lewis,  44,  of  Greensboro, 
to  Marshall  Hardy  Johnson,  of  Raleigh, 
on  June  24,  in  New  York  City.  At  home, 
914   Vance   Street,  Raleigh. 

Elizabeth  McCaw  Long,  '4  4.  of  Win- 
ston-Salem, to  Kenneth  Murchison 
Sprunt  of  Wilmington,  on  Saturday 
afternoon,  September  20,  at  Reynolda 
Presbyterian  Church,  Winston-Salem.  At 
home,  Orton  Plantation,  Wilmington. 
S.M.S.  girls  attending  the  wedding:  Jane 
K.  Bell,  Betty  Barnes,  Elizabeth  Thomp- 
son, and  Harriet  Whitaker. 

Ellen  Montgomery  Phlegar,  '42,  of 
Norfolk,  Va.,  to  Benjamin  Walton  Turn- 
bull  of  Emporia,  Va.,  on  September  6  at 
the  First  Presbyterian  Church,  Norfolk. 
Ann  Phlegar,  '4  3  (Bus.),  sister  of  the 
bride,  was  maid  of  honor  and  Alice  Bell, 
'42,  of  Pittsboro,  was  a  bridesmaid. 

Emily  Ploried  Schenck,  '41,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Thomas  Mitchell  Ripley,  Jr.,  of 
Anderson,  S.  C„  on  Saturday,  August  23, 
at  Christ  Episcopal  Church,  Raleigh. 
Mrs.  Rosemary  Schenck  Vaughan,  '38,  of 
Raleigh,  sister,  was  matron  of  honor. 
At  home,  747  Hillsboro  St.,  Raleigh,  until 
they  get  an  apartment. 

Elizabeth  Eugenia  Scott,  '3  7,  of  Gra- 
ham, to  William  Powell  Duff,  Jr.,  of  Ra- 
leigh, on  July  19  at  the  Presbyterian 
Church.  At  home,  227  West  Edenton 
Street,  Raleigh.  S.M.S.  girls  attending 
the  wedding  were  Katherine  Duff  Powell 
of  Raleigh,  sister  of  the  bridegroom; 
Lillian  Small  Idol  of  High  Point,  Matilda 
Ehi'ins'haus  Cordon  of  Raleigh,  Betsy 
Scott  Thompson  Justice  of  Cheraw,  S.  C, 
and  Cora  Harden  Stratford  of  Graham, 
Matilda  Haughton  Ehringhaus,  and 
Louise  Thomson  Peters. 

Anne  Blount  Skinner,  '43,  of  Green- 
ville, to  Watson  Roberts  Coffee,  of  Doug- 
las, Ga.,  on  September  20,  in  Greenville. 

Mar.iorie  Stenhouse,  '41,  of  Goldsboro. 
to  James  Norfleet  Smith  of  Scotland 
Neck  on  September  4  at  the  home  of  her 
parents.     At  home,  Beech  St..  Goldsboro. 

Cora  Harden  Stratford,  '43,  of  Graham, 
to  Houston  Powell  Sharpe  of  Madison 
and  High  Point,  on  October  IS  at  Church 
of  the  Holy  Comforter  in  Burlington. 
Helen  Williams  Batchelor.  '4  1,  of  Nash- 
ville, was  maid  of  honor,  and  her  former 
roommate  at  S.M.S. 

Carol  Brackenridge  Talbot,  '4  4.  of  Nor- 
folk,   Va.,    to    William    Frederick    Engle- 


hoff,  of  Boston,  Mass.,  on  August  2,  at 
Christ  and  St.  Luke's  Episcopal  Church, 
Norfolk.  Margaret  Winslow,  '44,  of 
Rocky  Mount,  and  Betty  Winslow,  '44,  of 
Hertford,  were  bridesmaids. 

Mary  Louise  Thomson,  '43,  of  Golds- 
boro, to  Dr.  William  Anthony  Peters, 
Jr.,  of  Elizabeth  City,  on  June  28,  at 
the  First  Presbyterian  Church,  Golds- 
boro. At  home,  Durham,  where  Dr. 
Peters  is  on  the  staff  of  Duke   Hospital. 

Betsey      John      Haywood      West,       '42 

(H.S.),  of  Raleigh,  to  John  Kay  Patter- 
son Odell  of  Concord,  on  Friday  evening, 
S:30,  October  10.  at  Christ  Episcopal 
Church.  Elizabeth  Grimes,  '42  (H.S. ); 
Ann  Geoghegan  White,  '42  (H.S.);  Hen- 
rietta Hampton  Morris,  '43,  all  of  Ra- 
leigh; Henrietta  Ragland  Badham,  '44 
(Bus.),  of  Chapel  Hill,  and  Michelle  Tel- 
fair Bratton.  '44,  of  Kings  Mountain, 
were  bridesmaids.  At  home,  Concord, 
N.  C.  Out  of  town  S.  M.  S.  girls  here 
for  the  wedding:  Fanny  Cooper  of  Hen- 
derson, Bettie  Kendrick  of  Winston- 
Salem,  Peggy  Misenheimer,  Martha  Ann 
Combs,  Martha  Best  York,  Margie  Ann 
Gregory  Zuchling,  of  Lynchburg,   Va. 

Ann  Louise  Whitaker,  '45,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Robert  Tilton  Geile,  also  of  Raleigh, 
on  September  6,  at  the  Hillyer  Memorial 
Christian  Church,  Raleigh.  Robert  is  at- 
tending N.   C.   State.      At  home,   Raleigh.  ' 

Erin  Tuttle  Woodall,  '42.  of  Warren- 
ton,  to  David  Thomas  Tayloe  of  Wash- 
ington, N.  C,  on  June  18  at  the  Wesley 
Memorial  Church,  Warrenton.  At  home, 
Philadelphia,  Pa.,  where  David  is  in  the 
Medical  School  of  the  University  of 
Philadelphia.  Patsy  Maria  Rodgers,  '44, 
of   Warrenton    was   a    bridesmaid. 

Katherine  Gray  Woodard,  '41,  of 
Rocky  Mount,  to  Lt.  (jg)  Julian  Chisolm 
Brantley,  Jr.,  USNR,  also  of  Rocky 
Mount,  on  August  5,  in  Pasadena,  Cali- 
fornia. 

Lucretia  Hill,  '40,  of  Winston-Salem, 
to  Robert  William  Sills,  Jr.,  also  of  Win- 
ston-Salem, on  October  18  at  St.  Paul's 
Episcopal   Church. 

Mary  Frances  Hunter,  '3  7,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Eugene  Rhodes  Maxwell  of  Orlando, 
Fla.,  on  October  IS  at  her  home.  At 
home,    Orlando,    Fla.    (P.    O.    Box    3269). 

Margaret  Andrews  Osborn,  '43,  of 
Welch,  West  Va.,  to  James  Lewis  Foster, 
on  November  S  at  St.  Luke's  Episcopal 
Church.  Welch.  At  home,  Bluefield, 
West  Va. 

Dolores  Mullett,  '42,  of  Camp  Lee,  Va., 
to  Lt.  Col.  E.  Paul  Flynn,  on  October  11, 
at  Camp  Lee,  Va.  At  home,  Washing- 
ton. D.  C. 

Elizabeth  Wilson,  '40,  of  Batavia,  N. 
Y.,  to  Dr.  David  Rollo  Hawkins,  in  June. 
At  home,  Rochester,  N.  Y..  where  David 
is  interning  at  Strong  Memorial  Hospital. 

Jean  Meredith,  '41.  of  Lawrenceville, 
Va.,  to  E.  Maxwell  Clay,  Jr.,  in  May. 
Margaret  Kitchin  Gilliam  was  a  brides- 
maid.    At  home,  Paintsville,  Ky. 

Noel  Gibbs,  '47,  H.S..  of  Engelhard, 
to  William  Habersham  Barnwell  of 
Whitmire,  S.  C,  on  Saturday  evening, 
October  18,  at  Saint  Mary's  Chapel,  Ra- 
leigh. Misses  Elizabeth  Carter,  Betty 
Bowles,     Caroline     Camp,     Patricia     Am- 
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tarose,  and  Alice  Elizabeth  Bryn.es,  stu- 
dents at  Saint  Mary's,  were  bridesmaids. 
The  reception  was  held  at  the  home  of 
Prof,  and  Mrs.  Carroll  L.  Mann,  1702 
Hillsboro  St.,  immediately  after  the  cere- 
mony. At  home.  Greensboro,  where  Bill 
is  engaged  with  a  textile  corporation. 


Births 


A  son,  McDaniel  Lewis,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Hugh  Joseph  Beard  of  Burlington, 
on  September  15.  Mrs.  Beard  is  the 
former  Margaret  Betts  Lewis,  '3S,  of 
Greensboro.  Their  address  is  806  West 
Davis  Street,  Burlington. 

A  daughter.  Mary  Lucie  Beard,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  W.  Powers  Beard,  of  Port 
Huron,  Mich.,  on  August  30,  1947.  Mrs. 
Beard  is  the  former  Lucie  P.  Meade,  '40, 
of  Arlington,  Va. 

A  son,  Sterling  Price,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
John  Handley  Bowen,  Jr.,  of  Burgin,  Ky., 
on  October  4  in  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Bowen 
is  the  former  Sarah  Sterling  Price,  '37, 
of  Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  Elizabeth  Blunt,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  John  Crawford  of  Norfolk,  Va., 
on  September  17,  at  De  Paul  Hospital, 
Norfolk,  Va.  Mrs.  Crawford  is  the  for- 
mer Betty  Willcox,  '42,  of  Norfolk,  Va. 

A  daughter,  Noell  Johnson,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Claiborne  Johnson  of  Kinston,  on 
September  4.  Mrs.  Johnson  is  the  for- 
mer  Catherine  N'oell,    '34,   of   Raleigh. 

A  son,  John  Duncan,  III,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  John  Duncan  Lee,  Jr..  of  Charlotte 
and  Wadesboro,  on  October  8.  Mrs.  Lee 
is  the  former  Martha  Thomas,  '30,  of 
Richmond.  Va.  Daughter,  Mary  Stella 
is  four  years  of  age.  They  live  at  2030 
Vail  Ave.,  Charlotte. 

A  son.  Wade,  III,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Wade  Lewis,  Jr.,  of  Raleigh,  on  Septem- 
ber 11.  Mrs.  Lewis  is  the  former  Helen 
Ritchie  Morton,  '32,  of  Raleigh  and  Rox- 
boro.  The  Lewises  are  living  at  1915 
McDonald  Lane  in  Raleigh. 


A  son,  Thomas  McNeill,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Robert  N.  Massengale  of  Austin, 
Texas,  on  August  20.  Mrs.  Massengale 
is  the  former  Rosalie  Fitzhugh  McNeill, 
'35,  of  Lumberton. 

A  son,  Thomas  W.,  III.  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Thomas  W.  Mullen,  Jr.,  of  Rich- 
mond, Va.,  on  July  6.  Mrs.  Mullen  is  the 
former  Susan  Britt,   '40,   of   Tarboro. 

A  son,  Christopher  William,  born  to 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  D.  Orth,  III,  of 
Greensboro,  on  May  6.  Mrs.  Orth  is  the 
former  Mary  Elizabeth  Love,  '41  (H.S.), 
of  Burlington. 

A  son,  Frank  Jolly,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
George  Y.  Ragsdale  of  Raleigh,  on  Oc- 
tober 15.  Mrs.  Ragsdale  is  the  former 
Susan  Jolly,    '26,   of   Raleigh. 

A  daughter,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stanley 
Winbourne,  Jr.,  of  Wilmington,  on  Oc- 
tober 12.  Mrs.  Winbourne  is  the  former 
Mary  Robertson,    '3  9,   of  Wilmington. 

A  daughter,  Corinna  Erwin  Burhoe, 
to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Hammond  on 
May  30.  Mrs.  Hammond  is  the  former 
Virginia   Trotter,    '40,   of  La   Grange   Ga. 

A  son,  Robert  William,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Alfred  Upchurch  of  Concord  on 
July  14.  Mrs.  Upchurch  is  the  former 
Sarah   Griffith,   '38,   of  Asheville. 

A  daughter,  Mary  Louise,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Michael  Jennings  of  Greenville,  S. 
C,  on  September  23.  Mrs.  Jennings  is 
the  former  Mary  Emma  Bobbins,  '38,  of 
Durham. 

A  daughter,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  C. 
Crawford  of  Norfolk,  Va.,  on  September 
17.  Mrs.  Crawford  is  the  former  Miss 
Betty  Wilcox,  '40,  of  Norfolk,  Va. 

A  daughter,  Sally,  to  Mr.  and.  Mrs. 
Harold  N.  Spurlock  of  Fayetteville,  on 
August  22.  Mrs.  Spurlock  is  the  former 
Daphne  Richardson,   '43,   of  Fayetteville. 

A  son,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Travis  W. 
Poole  of  Richmond,  Va.,  in  October.  Mrs. 


Poole  is   the  former  Helen  Montgomery, 
J39,  of  Richmond,  Va. 

A  daughter,  Virginia  Bryan,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Henry  Cutchin  of  Davidson  on 
September  8.  Mrs.  Cutchin  is  the  former 
Virginia   Woodard  of  Rocky  Mount. 

A  daughter,  Willa  Elizabeth,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  H.  Wayne  Whitley,  Jr.,  of 
Rocky  Mount  on  July  17.  Mrs.  Whitley 
is  the  former  Martha  Lynch,  '41,  of 
Rocky  Mount. 

A  son,  Talbot  Sanborn,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Paul  Best  of  Goldsboro  on  October  8. 
Mrs.  Best  in  the  former  Sally  Sanborn, 
'43,  of  Goldsboro. 

A  daughter,  Mildred  Dortch,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  John  Dortch  Lewis  of  Golds- 
boro on  September  23.  Mrs.  Lewis  is 
the  former  Carolyn  Stenhouse,  '40,  of 
Goldsboro. 

A  son,  Charles  Kenneth,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  James  Dwight  Martin  of  Summer- 
ville,  S.  C,  on  October  20.  Mrs.  Martin 
is  the  former  Sue  Gant,  '41,  of  Raleigh,      j 

A  son,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.   Carl  Buffinton 
of    Greensboro    in    July.      Mrs.    Buffinton 
is  the  former  Louise  Patsy  Jones,  '3  8,  of     j 
Greensboro. 

A  daughter,  Sara  Nair,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.     ; 
William    D.    James,    Jr.,    of    Hamlet    on 
June  28.     Mrs.  James  is  the  former  Sara 
Nair,   '39,  H.S.,  of  Clifton  Forge,  Va. 

A  son,  Edward  Carlisle,  Jr.,  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Edward  C.  Carson  of  2401  Lake 
Drive,  Raleigh,  on  October  17.  Mrs.  Car- 
son is  the  former  Nancy  Wood,  '45,  of 
Edenton. 

A  son,  John  William,  V,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  John  William  Neal,  IV,  of  Monroe, 
on  July  1.  Mrs.  Neal  is  the  former 
Nancy  Albright  McEachern,  '47,  of  Ra- 
leigh. 

A  daughter,  Barbara  Jean,  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Clinton  Van  Hoy  of  Oregon,  in  Sep- 
tember. Mrs.  Van  Hoy  is  the  former 
Bobby   Jean    Hardy,    '45,    of   Durham. 


Saint  Mary's  in  the  Fall 

(Continued  from  P.  12) 

Senior  marshals  are  Betsy  Evans,  Enfield ;  Nancy  Hol- 
land, Franklin,  Va. ;  Nancy  Hannah,  Pegge  Misenheimer, 
Concord ;  Anne  Amonette,  Lynchburg,  Va.,  and  Lila  Spil- 
man,  Statesville. 

With  Caroline  Von  Adelung,  Berkely,  Calif.,  playing 
the  lead,  the  Dramatic  Club,  directed  by  Miss  Florence 
Davis,  will  present  "Dear  Ruth"  in  December.  Other 
students  taking  parts  are  Carolyn  Watson,  Greensboro; 
Preston  Westcoat,  Chapel  Hill;  Susan  Jenkins,  Virginia 
Smith,  Ridley  Park,  Pa. ;  Logan  Vaught,  Anne  Moore, 
Anne  Raker,  Lumberton  ;  and  Nellie  Truslow. 

Witches  and  goblins  in  spooky  suits,  slightly  resembling 
various  Saint  Mary's  personalities,  descended  on  the 
school  during  the  annual  Hallowe'en  party  given  by  the 
junior  class  in  the  gym.  Nell  Clark,  Wilson,  dressed  as 
a  cave  woman,  won  first  prize,  while  Nita  Buck  as  "Snow 
White"  with  Seven  Dwarfs  from  West  Wing  won  second 
prize.  Among  the  entertainers  were  Mary  Jo  Wisenant, 
Maiden,  who  gave  her  interpretation  of  "St.  Louis  Wom- 
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an" ;  Ruth  Clark,  Tarboro,  who  was  a  perfect  Carmen 
Miranda  ;  and  Anne  Baker,  who  recited  the  poem,  "Little 
Orphan  Annie." 

There  will  be  another  complete  news  coverage  of  school 
events  in  the  April  issue  of  the  BULLETIN. 


1947  Debutantes 


(Continued  from  P.  13) 
Washington;  Henrietta  Thorp,  Rocky  Mount;  Page  Sham- 
burger,  Aberdeen ;  Mary  Betty,  Anne  Bryan,  Marietta 
Duke  and  Jacqueline  White,  Greensboro ;  Peggy  Powell, 
Clinton ;  Pegge  Misenheimer,  Concord ;  Pauline  Louise 
Gray  and  Lula  Hall  Vance,  Winston-Salem ;  Edith  Alli- 
son and  Carolyn  Joyce  Tomlin,  Statesville ;  Marguerite 
Way  and  Alice  Elizabeth  Siler,  Waynesville,  and  Iris 
Holt  McEwen,  Burlington. 

Elinore  Page  Parrish  of  Richmond,  Va.,  president,  of 
the  student  body  this  year,  will  make  her  debut  at  a 
ball  to  be  given  by  her  parents,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Ran- 
dolph Parrish,  on  December  23,  1947,  at  the  Country  Club 
of  Virginia.  Mrs.  Parrish  is  the  former  Elinore  Louise 
Page,  '23,  of  University,  Va. 
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Saint  Mary's  Wedgwood  plates  are  once  more  available  for  alumnae 
and  students.  The  plates,  produced  by  the  firm  of  Josiah  Wedgwood 
and  Sons  in  Etruria,  England,  are  dinner  size  and  may  be  ordered  in 
blue  and  rose. 

A  view  of  Smedes  Hall  is  pictured  on  front  and  a  small  .sketch  of  West 
Rock  on  the  back.  The  border  design  of  Wedgwood  is  easily  matched 
with  other  china  making  this  a  lovely  wedding  gift  for  every  Saint 
Mary's  girl. 

Address  orders  to 

Jane  K.  Bell,  Alumnae  Secretary 

Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College 

Raleigh,  N.  C. 


Volume   37,   Number   2 

of   the   Bulletin   is   the   Catalogue   of    the 

Saint  Mary's   School  and   Junior   College, 

published  in  February,    1948. 

It  is   bound   separately. 


Saint  Maty* 


Saint  Mary's  School  Library 


Sch 


-BULLETIN 


MARCH  1948 


STUDENT  BODY  LEADERS 

The  responsibility  of  leading  the  1947-48  student  body  at  Saint  Mary's  rests  on  the  ten  girls  pictured  above.  They  are,  front  row, 
Betsy  Ann  Evans,  Eniield,  chief  marshal;  Page  Parrish,  Richmond,  Va.,  president  of  student  government;  Luck  Flanders,  Swainsboro, 
Ga.,  vice-president  of  student  government  and  co-chairman  of  legislative  body;  Elisabeth  Burns,  Fayetteville,  secretary  of  student  gov- 
ernment;  Peggy  Swinson,  Wilson,  editor  of  the  BULLETIN. 

Back  row,  Helen  Eppes,  Henderson,  editor  of  THE  STAGECOACH;  June  Fleenor,  Charlotte,  chairman  of  hall  council;  Betty  Lokey, 
Raleigh,  president  of  the  day  students;  Jane  Gower,  Greenville,  S.  C.,  editor  of  the  BELLES;  and  Anne  WiUingham,  Marietta,  Ga., 
president  of  the  Circle. 


THE  COVER 

The  cover  of  this  issue  of  the  BULLETIN  is  a  picture  of  the  1048  May  Court.  Seated  are  Betsy  Evans  of  Enfield;  Nellie  Truslow 
of  Chestertown,  Md.;  Standing,  first  row,  are  Annecia  Eure  of  Raleigh;  Betty  Bowles  of  Statesville;  Queen,  Sandy  Spilman  of  States- 
ville;  Frances  Isbell  of  Greenville,  S.  C. ;  Betty  Lokey  of  Raleigh.  Top  row,  Sylvia  Newsom  of  Charlotte;  Tiny  Hobart  of  Pampa,  Texas; 
Gene  Hines  of  Greenville,  S.  C.J   and  Anne  Amonette  of  Lynchburg,  Virginia; 
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A  CHALLENGE 

True,  the  road  of  life  is  a  rather  rocky  course  and  not 
easy  for  one  to  tread,  but  the  bumps  that  one  must  take 
do  not  by  any  means  completely  cover  the  way.  It  might 
be  said  that  life  is  really  a  challenge,  demanding  con- 
stantly from  us  earnest  toil  and  effort  and  rewarding  us 
only  when  we  have  proved  ourselves  worthy.  Saint 
Mary's  itself  is  a  challenge.  It  is  here  with  opportunities 
for  learning  and  bettering  ourselves  in  character,  but  we 
may  better  ourselves  only  if  we  have  a  sincere  desire  and 
make  an  honest  effort  to  do  so.  Without  capitalizing 
this  effort  for  improvement,  we  forfeit  the  benefit  of 
these  opportunities  and  hurt  only  ourselves.  If  and  when 
we  give  of  our  best,  however,  striving  forward  in  spite  of 
discouragements  and  hardships  that  hinder  us,  life  be- 
comes generous  with  her  fruits  and  happily  lavishes  on 
us  our  earned  reward.  We,  at  Saint  Mary's,  must  realize 
that  success  comes  only  as  a  reward  of  work  and  effort 
and  can  never  be  obtained  by  mere  wishing.  It  comes 
also  as  a  result  only  of  one's  individual  efforts,  independ- 
ent of  others,  for  one  is  never  merited  at  the  expense  of 
someone  else. 

We  should  bear  heartily  the  bumps  which  discourage 
us,  even  though  life's  road  is  not  an  easy  one  and  there 
are  detours  that  one  must  take  and  times  when  only  a 
faltering  step  would  mean  a  downfall.  Saint  Mary's 
offers  these  hardships  as  well  as  pleasures.  Sometimes 
when  we  take  what  appears  to  be  the  easiest  road,  it 
turns  out  to  be  the  least  profitable  in  the  end  :  therefore 
we  should  not  avoid  the  rough  spots  but  try  to  overcome 
them,  striving  always  to  reach  our  ultimate  goal.  For 
always  in  the  midst  of  this  rocky  course,  no  matter  how 
hard  it  may  seem,  there  comes  some  good,  some  real  good, 
the  appreciation  of  which  comes  only  after  a  trying- 
struggle  and  finally,  true  satisfaction  of  its  worth  is 
obtained. 

We  should  face  life  courageously,  bear  its  strife,  and 
reap  of  its  final  rewards  without  misgivings,  for  it  comes 
only  once.  B.A.Y. 

Editor  Peggy  Swinson 

Alumnae  Secretary Jane  K.  Bell 

The  BULLETIN  is  issued  five  times  a  year  by  the  students 
of  Saint  Mary's  School  in  the  interest  of  the  alumnae  and  the 
school:  December,  February  (catalogue  issue).  March,  June, 
and  July   (book  of  views). 

Articles  of  interest  to  students  and  alumnae  are  requested. 
Address  communications  to  SAINT  MARY'S  SCHOOL  BULLE- 
TIN, Saint  Mary's  School.  Raleigh.  North  Carolina. 

Entered  July  3.  1905,  at  Raleigh.  North  Carolina,  as  second- 
class  matter  under  Act  of  Congress  of  July  16,  1894. 
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As  a  Saint  Mary's  granddaughter,  I  was  brought  up 
on  stories  of  Saint  Mary's  in  the  olden  days.  Now  that 
■  I  am  telling  my  own,  I  find  that  my  stories  of  the  1920's 
stir  the  same  incredulity  in  the  present  Saint  Mary's  gen- 
eration that  my  grandmother's  stories  of  Civil  War  school 
days  stirred  in  me.  To  this  extent  history  is  repeating 
itself,  but  not  in  regard  to  the  stories  themselves,  for 
changes  in  student  life  at  Saint  Mary's  have  not  described 
a  circle.  Rather,  they  have  been  aimed  consistently  to- 
ward the  goal  of  maximum  freedom  and  responsibility 
for  the  student,  and  in  recent  years  they  have  moved 
toward  that  goal  in  accelerating  tempo.  In  doing  so, 
they  have  paralleled  the  changing  status  of  women — par- 
ticularly of  young  women — in  our  civilization  generally. 

It  is  in  social  matters  that  the  change  is  most  immedi- 
ately obvious.  For  some  years  each  student  has  had  a 
quota  of  week-end  absences  based  upon  her  classification 
and  academic  record.  In  addition,  she  may  now  go  on 
Saturdays  to  neighboring  college  towns  for  football 
games  and  other  special  events.  Often,  if  she  is  a  college 
girl,  she  drives  over  and  back  with  her  escort — a  far  cry 
from  the  eight-to-nine  dates  in  study  hall  and  parlor  that 
most  of  us  remember.  On  any  week-end.  college  students 
may  go  out  with  boys  on  Saturday  night  and  Sunday 
afternoon.  High  school  students  have  the  same  privi- 
leges if  they  are  double-dating  with  upperclassmen.  Many 
students  use  their  week-end  absences  to  attend  dances 
at  colleges  throughout  the  Carolinas  and  Virginia.  New 
this  year  is  the  privilege  of  attending  Saturday  night 
dances  in  Raleigh  and  returning  to  school  immediately 
afterwards.  This  popular  innovation  enables  a  student 
to  attend  a  local  dance  without  using  up  one  of  her  quota 
of  week-end  overnight  absences. 

Not.  all  social  activity  is  off  campus.  On  school  after- 
noons from  five  to  six  o'clock  when  students  may  have 
dates  on  campus,  so  many  boys  are  in  evidence  that  one 
would  think  Saint  Mary's  a  co-educational  school.  More- 
over, there  are  Saint  Mary's  dances.  Besides  three  formal 
dances — the  senior  dance,  the  high  school  dance,  and  the 
junior-senior  dance  (replacing  the  old  junior-senior  ban- 
quet)— there  are  occasional  informal  girl-breaks,  all  held 
in  Saint  Mary's  gymnasium. 

Other  innovations,  now  taken  for  granted  by  students 
but  still  sometimes  amazing  to  alumnae,  are  the  smoking 
privilege  (students  may  smoke  in  the  dormitories,  but 
not  in  the  public  parts  of  the  school  and  not  at  all  off 
campus   in   Raleigh),   the   telephones   in   each    dormitory 


Life  at  Saint  Mary's  - 1  948 

by  Maktha  Dabney  Jokes,  '26 
Dean  of  Women 


connecting  with  a  central  switchboard,  and  the  well 
patronized  Coca-Cola  machine  installed  by  the  Raleigh 
Alumnae  Chapter  in  the  basement  of  Smedes  Hall. 

in  religious  activities,  as  in  social  matters,  changes 
have  occurred.  Compulsory  chapel  twice  daily,  except 
when  a  few  services  a  week  were  replaced  by  prayers  in 
the  dining  room,  lies  not  far  behind  us.  At  an  earlier 
period  regular  prayers  in  parlor  or  dining  room  were 
additional  to  a  full  schedule  of  chapel  services.  Now 
prayers  in  the  dining  room  have  taken  the  place  of  all 
but  three  of  the  compulsory  weekday  services.  At  special 
times  during  the  year — Lent  and  examination  week — ad- 
ditional services,  entirely  voluntary,  are  sponsored  and 
led  by  the  YWCA  and  the  student  Woman's  Auxiliary. 
These  two  organizations,  both  voluntary,  have  replaced 
tlie  old  compulsory  YPSL.  Besides  carrying  out  their 
regular  programs,  they  assist  the  Chaplain  in  the  leader- 
ship of  religious  and  social-service  activities  within  the 
school.  Even  the  Altar  Guild,  whose  work  has  changed 
comparatively  little,  no  longer  has  an  automatic  member- 
ship. In  addition  to  working  in  organizations,  students 
serve  at  the  altar  and  take  charge  of  prayers  in  the  dining 
room  in  the  Chaplain's  absence.  The  lightening  of  the 
chapel  schedule  and  the  end  of  compulsory  membership 
in  church  organizations  seem  to  have  had  the  double 
effect  of  making  the  chapel  services  more  meaningful 
and  increasing  among  the  students  the  feeling  of  indi- 
vidual and  group  responsibility  for  the  religious  and 
social-service  life  of  the  school. 

Individual  responsibility,  active  in  all  phases  of  school 
life,  is  the  very  keynote  of  student  government  at  Saint 
Mary's.  Completely  reorganized  in  the  spring  of  1937, 
the  new  Student  Government  Association,  headed  by 
President  Page  Parrish  of  Richmond,  has  shown  itself 
capable  of  carrying  a  growing  share  of  the  government 
of  social  and  dormitory  life  and  of  upholding  the  Honor 
Code  as  the  standard  of  student  conduct.  Selected  seniors, 
replacing  teachers  in  charge  of  the  dormitory  halls,  serve 
as  counselors  of  the  younger  girls  and  are  in  charge  of 
discipline  among  them.  Together  these  seniors  form  the 
Hall  Council,  which  deals  with  infractions  of  discipline 
not  involving  honor.  The  Honor  Council,  smaller  and 
more  carefully  selected  than  in  former  years,  deals  with 
infractions  of  the  Honor  Code.  They  are  not  frequent. 
In  all  official  matters,  a  student  is  trusted  to  be  entirely 
truthful. 

Regardless  of  what  she  may  have  been  accustomed  to 
seeing  or  even  participating  in  elsewhere,  the  new  Saint 
Mary's  student  soon  learns  that  public  opinion  at  Saint 
Mary's  supports  an  uncompromising  attitude  toward 
honor ;  by  degrees  she  herself  slips  into  that  attitude, 
becomes  a  girl  who  automatically  puts  honor  first.  At 
the  beginning  of  each  year,  student  government  leaders 
hold  classes  to  familiarize  the  new  girls  with  the  Con- 
( Continued  on  Page  3) 
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The  Heart  of  Saint  Mary's 

by  the  Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding  Hughes,  Chaplain 


The  religious  life  at  Saint  Mary's  is  centered  in  the 
Chapel,  where  services  are  held  three  times  on  Sunday 
and  three  times  during  the  week.  The  Early  Service  on 
Sunday  mornings  is  a  voluntary  one,  as  are  a  number  of 
other  services. 

Some  eight  years  ago  or  more  it  was  decided  to  have 
Chapel  service  during  the  week  only  on  certain  days.  We 
now  have  a  10 :30  a.  m.  service  on  Mondays,  Wednesdays 
and  Fridays,  this  hour  having  been  chosen  in  order  to 
have  the  day  pupils  here  for  the  service.  An  innovation 
has  taken  place  during  this  year,  an  address  and  a  few 
prayers  and  hymns  on  Wednesday  mornings,  instead  of 
Morning  Prayer. 

There  are  no  evening  services  at  the  Chapel  during 
weekdays,  as  the  Tuesday  evening  service  period  was 
changed  to  a  school  choir  practice  period,  when  the  girls 
become  familiar  with  the  hymns  for  next  Sunday's  serv- 
ices. Incidentally,  this  should  be  valuable  for  girls  in 
years  to  come  when  they  have  to  assume  leadership  in 
choir  work  in  their  various  churches. 

In  the  dining  room  prayers  are  held  twice  each  day, 
except  on  those  mornings  when  there  is  a  Chapel  service. 
Whenever  the  Chaplain  is  absent,  seniors,  taken  from  the 
whole  senior  class,  have  these  prayers,  thus  teaching  them 
how  to  feel  natural  in  standing  up  and  leading  in  devo- 
tional exercises.  A  great  variety  of  prayers  are  said, 
seeking  to  give  a  wide  scope  in  thanksgivings,  confessions, 
petitions,  and  intercessions. 

Sophomores  and  freshmen  are  required  to  have  one 
hour  per  week  in  Hible.  Beginning  next  year  all  juniors 
will  be  required  to  have  three  hours  of  Bible  for  a  half 
year.  Senior  Bible  will  be  a  three  hour  optional  course 
beginning  next  year. 

In  the  Bible  courses  the  girls  write  papers  dealing  with 
why  they  believe  in  God,  what  prayer  means  to  them, 
what  they  believe  about  miracles,  how  they  now  feel 
about  social  drinking  in  their  homes,  when  they  have 
homes  of  their  own,  and  many  other  topics  which  apply 
to  religion  and  its  influence  in  their  lives.  Also,  this 
enables  the  Chaplain  to  find  out  where  are  doubts,  uncer- 


tainties, or  false  ideas.  The  whole  program  aims  toward 
having  girls  to  think  about  their  faith  while  here,  seeking 
to  get  them  on  the  right  footing.  The  topic,  "Am  I  my 
brother's  keeper?"  has  brought  forth  grateful  remarks 
from  many  girls  who  before  they  began  to  write  about 
this  never  gave  it  a  serious  thought,  even  though  such 
girls  are  19  to  20  years  of  age. 

Clergymen,  bishops,  missionaries,  and  other  religious 
leaders  visit  the  school  from  time  to  time  enabling  the 
girls  to  hear  the  best.  Also  the  chaplain  at  times  ex- 
changes pulpits  with  clergy  near  by  to  give  the  girls  a 
change  and  to  enjoy  contacts  with  leading  clergy  in  close 
touch  with  Raleigh. 

Extra  services  come  during  Lent,  and  stress  is  laid 
upon  the  Self-denial  boxes  given  out.  The  offering  from 
the  boxes  goes  to  the  Rev.  Wm.  J.  Gordon,  formerly  of 
Point  Hope,  Alaska,  now  the  bishop-elect  of  Alaska. 

The  Rev.  Kay  Holder,  Rector  of  Christ  Church,  Raleigh, 
opened  the  series  of  talks  February  11,  Ash  Wednesday. 

Other  preachers  presented  during  Lent  and  the  re- 
spective time  for  their  services  were  the  Rev.  Thomas  C. 
Darst,  B.D.,  Retired  Bishop  of  East  Carolina,  from  Wil- 
mington, Feb.  18 ;  the  Rt.  Rev.  Noble  Cilley  Powell.  D.D., 
Bishop  of  Maryland,  from  Baltimore,  Feb.  25;  the  Rt. 
Rev.  Charles  Avery  Mason,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Dallas,  from 
Dallas,  Texas,  March  3 ;  the  Rev.  Julien  Gunn,  Jr.,  Order 
of  the  Holy  Cross,  from  West  Park,  X.  Y.,  March  10; 
and .  the  Rev.  John  W.  Drake,  Jr.,  Rector  of  Trinity 
Church,  Scotland  Neck,  March  24. 

Social  service  work  is  done  in  the  community.  The 
"V.  W."  girls  have  sponsored  parties  during  the  year  a1 
the  Methodist  Orphanage  here.  The  Auxiliary  girls  send 
special  contributions  to  the  Thompson  Orphanage  and 
at  times  do  local  work  also. 

In  all  teaching  and  in  social  welfare  activities,  the 
chaplain  seeks  to  show  the  girls  how  to  carry  out  the 
best  methods  in  days  to  come  when  they  settle  down  and 
become  leaders  in  their  own  church  life.  In  every  way 
we  seek  to  stay  aloof  as  far  as  possible  from  regimenting 
our  religious  worship  and  activities  here. 


(Continued  from  Page  2) 
stitution  of  the  Student  Government  Association  and 
other  material  in  the  student  handbook.  Afterwards  stu- 
dents are  responsible  for  knowing  what  is  expected  of 
them,  reporting  themselves  for  infractions  of  regulations, 
and  above  all,  supporting  the  Honor .  Code.  Near  the 
beginning  of  the  current  school  year,  this  training  was 
reinforced  for  old  and  new  students  alike  by  a  project 
undertaken  by  the  Circle,  the  Saint  Mary's  honor  society. 
Posters,  a  special  assembly,  a  number  of  group  meetings, 
and  a  BELLES  extra — all  emphasizing  the  slogan  "Stu- 
dent Government  Is  You" — had  telling  effect. 

A  valuable  by-product  of  increased  student  responsi- 
bility has  been  gradual  faculty  liberation.  The  old  bur- 
dens of  dormitory  duty  and  constant  chaperonage  have 


largely  disappeared.  One  faculty  or  staff  member  still 
lives  in  each  dormitory  building  to  take  charge  in  case 
of  emergency.  Others  who  live  on  campus  have  a  house 
to  themselves.  With  its  living  rooms  and  kitchen,  Fac- 
ulty House,  formerly  the  Chaplain's  House  and  still  earlier 
Senior  Hall,  provides  a  place  for  faculty  and  staff  mem- 
bers to  gather,  to  bring  friends,  to  brew  a  pot  of  tea  or 
coffee  at  any  hour,  to  give  simple  entertainments.  Not 
the  least  important  of  recent  changes  at  Saint  Mary's 
is  this  opportunity  for  more  naturalness  in  faculty  living. 
In  fact,  it  is  the  current  naturalness  of  living  combined 
with  individual  student  responsibility  in  all  phases  of 
school  life  that  makes  the  Saint  Mary's  of  just  a  few 
years  ago  almost  incredible  to  the  Saint  Mary's  girl  of 
1948. 
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Understanding  Art 


by  Katharine  Morris,  '25 
Instructor  of  Art  and  Art  History 


The  Art  Department  at  Saint  Mary's  offers  courses  in 
Fine  Arts,  Design,  and  the  History  of  Art.  In  addition 
to  training  students  who  wish  to  specialize  in  art,  the 
Department  endeavors  to  develop,  in  each  student,  keener 
powers  of  observation  and  discrimination  in  order  that 
she  may  appreciate  more  fully  art  in  everyday  life. 

The  History  of  Art  course  is  designed  to  give  the  stu- 
dent a  thorough  background  in  the  origin  and  develop- 
ment of  various  trends  in  art,  and  to  develop  her  ability 
to  evaluate  and  appreciate  art  in  its  many  forms.  By 
studying  the  growth  of  art  from  prehistoric  times  to  the 
present,  a  student  becomes  acquainted  with  numerous  art 
forms  and  styles,  and  learns  to  trace  their  origin.  She 
realizes  that  so-called  "modern  art"  is  not  so  modern  after 
all.  She  recognizes  many  ancient  motifs  used  in  present- 
day  costumes,  and  realizes  the  extent  to  which  contem- 
porary designers  and  decorators  depend  on  research  for 
their  inspiration.  She  becomes  familiar  with  the  sculp- 
ture, painting,  and  architecture  of  various  periods,  and 
derives  satisfaction  and  confidence  from  this  knowledge. 

The  technical  classes  are  not  designed  to  give  complete 
courses  in  any  branch  of  art.  However,  it  is  the  objec- 
tive of  the  Department  to  give  the  student  a  sound  foun- 
dation upon  which  to  base  further  study.  The  greater 
part  of  these  courses  is  devoted  to  problems  and  exercises 
concerned  with  the  fundamental  principles  of  design. 
Much  time  is  allotted  to  learning  the  techniques  of  vari- 
ous media,  and  to  becoming  familiar  with  the  working 
tools  of  an  artist. 

Many  students  are  disappointed  upon  learning  that  it 
will  be  a  long,  long  time  before  they  can  "paint  a  pretty 
picture  to  send  to  mama."  However,  the  disappointment 
soon  passes  as  they  become  interested  in  the  down-to- 
earth  problems  upon  which  any  art  career  must  be  based. 

The  atmosphere  of  friendliness,  helpfulness,  and  good- 
natured  rivalry  which  prevails  in  the  studio  is  always 
an  inspiration  to  the  instructor.  Art  classes  at  Saint 
Mary's  prove  over  and  over  again  that  art,  aside  from 


being  hard  work,  can  be  a  lot  of  fun.  When  Mrs.  Par- 
trick's  Bible  class  is  disturbed  by  gales  of  laughter  from 
the  studio,  it  is  safe  to  assume  that  the  art  students  are 
making  contour  drawings  of  their  teacher  with  the  re- 
sults being  a  cross  between  Gravel  Gertie  and  Lena  the 
Hyena. 

For  the  past  four  years  Saint  Mary's  students  have 
participated  in  the  College  Students'  Exhibition  at  the 
State  Gallery,  and  during  commencement  each  year  a 
students'  exhibition  is  held  in  the  school  studio.  In 
March  two  oil  paintings  by  Barbara  Stoughton  will  rep- 
resent Saint  Mary's  in  the  College  Art  Show  at.  W.C. 
U.N.C.  in  Greensboro.  Alice  Henderson,  one  of  the  most 
promising  students  of  1947,  has  been  invited  to  have  a 
one-man  show  at  the  State  Art  Gallery,  an  honor  only 
once  before  accorded  a  student. 

In  addition  to  their  regular  assignments  the  art  stu- 
dents execute  sketches  for  the  Stage  Coach,  BULLETIN", 
anrl  Handbook ;  they  make  posters  for  numerous  school 
events,  assist  with  dance  decorations,  and  design  some 
of  the  costumes  for  May  Day. 

The  number  of  girls  interested  in  art  is  increasing 
steadily.  Many  of  these  plan  to  continue  their  art  train- 
ing after  leaving  Saint  Mary's,  and  a  few  hope  to  enter 
the  field  of  art  professionally. 

Among  the  alumnae  who  are  pursuing  their  art  studies 
in  colleges  or  attending  professional  art  schools  are:  Spot 
Baskerville,  '46,  Ringling  School  of  Art,  Sarasota ;  Dolly 
Redwine,  '46,  who  is  studying  dress  designing  and  mer- 
chandising in  New  York;  Betty  Goodwin,  '46,  Parson's 
School  of  Art,  New  York  City;  Mary  Craig  Hunter,  '46, 
who  plans  to  go  into  museum  work,  Richmond  Profes- 
sional Institute,  and  Jane  Campbell,  '46,  who  says  her 
Art  History  course  decided  her  to  major  in  art  at  Agnes 
Scott.  Jane,  too,  is  planning  to  make  museum  work  her 
career.  Space  will  not  permit  the  names  of  many  others 
who  are  continuing  to  build  upon  the  foundation  they 
received  at  Saint  Mary's. 
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"With  Wings  Upon  My  Feet" 


by  Mrs.  William  C.  Guess 
Head  of  Physical  Education  Department 

Modern  dance  has  become  an  important  part  of  the 
physical  education  program  at  Saint  Mary's.  It  has 
earned  its  place  because  it  is  recognized  as  making  a  defi- 
nite contribution  to  the  development  of  the  individual. 

Through  the  medium  of  movement,  each  girl  partici- 
pates in  art  form,  thus  having  an  opportunity  for  self- 
expression  in  a  creative  activity. 

Working  alone  and  in  groups,  the  girls  at  Saint  Mary's 
plan  and  execute  the  May  Day  program  to  be  presented 
on  May  1.  A  theme  is  selected  or  created  in  which  a 
place  is  found  for  the  Queen  and  her  court. 

The  modern  dance  classes  learn  the  techniques  and  help 
create  the  movement  patterns  for  group  dances.  Com- 
mittees work  with  the  art  department  in  designing  cos- 
tumes and  with  the  music  department  in  selecting  music. 
Anyone  in  school  may  be  called  upon  for  advice  or  as- 
sistance, and  everyone  is  always  interested  and  co-opera- 
tive. Every  effort  is  made  to  make  May  Day  a  general 
school  project. 

This  year  the  May  Day  pageant  will  be  a  dance  dra- 
matization of  the  following  poem  by  Grace  Noll  Crowell : 


High-tangled  bird  notes,  keenly  thinned. 
Like  flying  color  in  the  wind. 

Xo  day  has  ever  failed  me  quite  ; 
Before  the  grayest  day  is  done, 
I  come  upon  some  mist}'  bloom, 
Or  a  late  line  of  crimson  sun. 
Each  night  I  pause,  remembering 
Some  gay,  adventurous,  lovely  thing." 


"The  Day  will  bring  some  lovely  thing, 
I  say  it.  over  each  new  dawn — 
Some  gay,  adventurous  thing  to  hold 
Within  my  heart  when  it  is  gone, 
And  so  I  rise  and  go  to  meet 
The  day,  with  wings  upon  my  feet. 

I  come  upon  it  unaware, 
Some  hidden  beauty  without  name, 
A  snatch  of  song,  a  breath  of  pine, 
A  poem  lit  with  golden  flame, 


The  Glee  Club,  under  the  direction  of  Miss  Geraldine 
Cate,  will  open  the  pageant  singing  the  words  of  the  poem 
to  music  composed  by  Russell  Broughton,  head  of  the 
music  department.  A  narrator  will  speak  the  poem  as  a 
solo  dancer  takes  the  part  of  the  person  "I."  The  Queen 
is  to  be  "day"  and  will  be  attended  by  the  colors  of  dawn. 

After  the  Queen's  attendants  enter,  "I"  experiences  the 
lovely  things  "day"  has  to  offer.  The  Glee  Club  will  sing 
"a  snatch  of  song" ;  and  modern  dance  groups  will  por- 
tray "a  breath  of  pine  ...  a  poem  lit  with  golden  flame 
.  .  .  high-tangled  bird  notes,  keenly  thinned,  like  flying- 
color  in  the  wind  ...  a  misty  bloom  ...  a  late  line  of 
crimson  sun." 

The  pageant  will  end  with  the  exit  of  "da}'"  and  her 
attendants  as  the  Glee  Club  sings  "When  Day  Is  Done." 

"Orehesis,"  the  modern  dance  club,  is  sponsoring  the 
May  Day  pageant,  and  has  hopes  of  producing  a  pageant 
which  will  equal,  if  not  surpass,  the  May  Days  of  former 
years. 

May  Day  of  1948  will  be  quite  different  from  the  May 
Day  of  1913  when  Amy  Winston  Carr  (Mrs.  George 
Watts,  Sr.)  of  Durham  reigned  as  the  first  Queen  of  May 
at  Saint  Mary's.  She  made  her  entrance  in  the  old  laun- 
dry wagon  drawn  by  her  attendants. 


The  Importance  of  Speech 


by  Florence 
Instructor  of  Speech 

Good  voice  quality,  correct  use  of  English,  correct  pro- 
nunciation and  posture  are  important  factors  in  social, 
economic,  and  personal  adjustment. 

The  social  and  economic  aspects  of  speech  enter  into 
our  daily  lives,  including  the  business  and  professional- 
world.  Everyday  conversation,  salesmanship,  all  matters 
pertaining  to  civic,  state  and  the  nation  are  promoted  by 
tlie  ability  to  speak  and  express  ideas  fluently  and  well. 

The  radio  has  awakened  us  to  becoming  speech  con- 
scious. We  notice  the  diction,  pitch,  resonance,  range  of 
voice,  phrasing,  and  oral  expression  of  the  person  or  per- 
sons giving  the  radio  program. 

Realizing  the  cultural  importance  of  speech  in  the 
school  curriculum.  Saint  Mary's  requires  all  new  students 
on  arrival  to  take  a  speech  test.  If  she  does  not  pass,  she 
is  enrolled  in  a  class  of  speech  fundamentals,  a  one-hour- 
a-week  course. 


C.  Davis 

and  Theatre  Arts 

Recordings  and  use  of  the  speech  mirror,  a  machine 
which  records  and  plays  back  as  the  student  desires, 
enables  her  to  listen  to  her  own  voice  and  strive  to  correct 
the  faults  recorded  on  the  machine. 

The  course  includes  the  study  of  vowels,  consonants, 
diphthongs,  and  their  combinations,  posture,  breath  con- 
trol, pitch,  range,  and  resonance.  Telephone  conversa- 
tions, group  discussions,  talks,  including  salesmanship, 
interviews,  and  oral  interpretation  of  prose  and  poetry 
help  to  improve  the  student's  speech  and  voice. 

This  remedial  course  also  helps  to  develop  the  girl's 
poise  while  speaking  to  a  group  of  people. 

The  theatre  arts  students  are  now  working  on  I  lie 
Shakespearean  play,  "Much  Ado  About  Nothing."  This 
play  will  be  presented  by  the  Saint  Mary's  Dramatic  Club 
on  Friday  evening,  June  4,  during  graduation.  "Dear 
Ruth,"  a  two-act  comedy  by  Norman  Krasna,  was  pre- 
sented in  the  fall. 
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Have  you  ever  visited  the  music  building  at  Saint 
Mary's?  You  would  discover  a  beehive  of  activity  where 
students  are  busy  with  such  things  as  mastering  the 
cadenza  in  Debussy's  Fireworks,  who  was  Jean  Baptiste 
de  Lully  ?  or  the  resolution  of  a  five  four-two  going  to  a 
one-six  chord. 

Former  Saint  Mary's  students  have  continued  their 
studies  at  such  schools  as  Converse  and  Salem  Colleges, 
or  at  Peabody  or  The  Xew  England  Conservatory. 

The  teaching  program  is  a  varied  one,  designed  for 
those  interested  in  music  professionally  or  as  an  avoca- 
tion. This  year's  certificate  recitals  will  be  given  by  four 
Raleigh  girls  (take  a  bow,  day  students!)  :  Barbara  Mar- 
ley  and  Mary  Allen  Nicholson  (special  student),  voice; 
Martha  Upehurch,  organ ;  and  Julia  Anne  Perry,  piano. 
Already  practice  time  in  the  auditorium  is  hard  to  get. 
These  recitals  are  not  far  away ;  better  put  them  down 
in  your  date  book. 

"Who  is  that  new  teacher  in  the  bright  sweater?" 
That  young  man  is  Ralph  Osthoff,  and  Saint  Mary's  was 
fortunate  to  get  him  this  year.  A  popular  and  witty 
teacher,  Osthoff  is  completing  work  towards  a  master's 
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usic  is  Fun! 

by  Donald  Peeby 
Instructor  in  Piano  and  Theory 


degree  at  Converse.  At  his  Saint  Mary's  recital  he  will 
play  the  Bach-Busoni  Chaconne,  the  Chopin  Sonata  in  B 
ft  at  minor,  and  a  group  of  solos  by  Claude  Debussy.  From 
one  pianist  to  another,  Osthoff  can  "knock  the  daylights" 
out  of  the  instrument,  and  that  is  just  what  the  Chopin 
Sonata  calls  for. 

"Mr.  Broughton,  this  is  the  city  editor  of  The  Raleigh 
Times.  Can  you  get  your  review  of  the  Szigeti  recital  to 
us  by  Monday  morning  at  nine?" 

"Yes,  Mr.  Peery  is  playing  on  tonight's  program  of 
The  Chamber  Music  Guild.  You  can  get  tickets  at  the 
door." 

"No,  Miss  Cate  is  not  here.  I  believe  Saint  Cecilia 
(local  choral  organization)  is  rehearsing  today." 

"Miss  Haig,  would  you  give  a  talk  for  the  Music  Study 
Group  on  Modern  Music?" 

Oh  me — so  it  goes,  and  all  in  a  busy  teaching  schedule. 
Whether  it  is  mastering  the  bass  clef  or  singing  an  oper- 
atic aria,  music  is  work.  And  you  have  to  work  at  Saint 
Mary's,  or  OUT  YOU  GO  !  But  we  do  have  a  lot  of  fun. 
Come  bv  and  see  for  yourself. 


Resignation 


by  Na:> 

I  sat  motionless  on  the  wide  stone  steps,  my  head  rest- 
ing against  the  stone  pillars  which  dejectedly  held  up 
the  sloping  roof  over  the  long  porch.  My  mother  was 
talking  gently  to  my  grandmother,  their  voices  droning 
on  in  the  heat  of  the  summer  evening.  A  soft  laugh,  a 
sigh,  the  cracking  of  dainty  Japanese  fans,  the  squeaking 
of  a  glider,  the  monotonous  rocking  to  and  fro. 

August  was  a  beautiful  month,  summer  mellowed.  In 
the  dusk  I  could  see  the  color  of  late  flowers.  The  crickets 
called.  Dishes  rattled  in  the  kitchen.  Molly's  Xegro 
tune  drifted  to  me  ...  a  dog  barked  in  the  distance. 

The  mothers  on  the  veranda  were  silent  with  contented 
sighs.  Without  turning,  I  knew  that  they  were  each 
smiling  at  me,  the  perfect  product  of  their  lives,  the  iden- 
tical reproduction  of  themselves. 

The  air  grew  stifling.  The  dusk  began  to  close  in.  I 
felt  tight,  smothered,     Quiet  sounds  of  the  night  became 
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a  crescendo  of  inharmonious  noises,  deafening  me.  The 
gay  flowers  stared  with  fierce  unblinking  eyes.  Crickets 
laughed  shortly.  I  closed  my  eyes.  Mjf  fists  tightened 
in  my  lap.     "Stop  !  Stop  !"  I  whispered. 

"Darling,  cut  the  roses  now  for  Anna.  The  sun  is 
down.     You'll  find  the  shears  on  the  back  porch." 

Mother's  voice  cut  through  the  air.  Suddenly  all  was 
quiet.    The  world  was  again  the  same. 

Almost  dazed,  1  slowly  rose  without  turning  to  them. 
"Of  course."    My  voice  sounded  strange  and  far  away. 

A  lark  sang  out  into  the  stillness  of  the  night.  1  looked 
up.  A  beautiful  bird  spread  her  wings  and  soared  up, 
up,  up,  into  the  purple  afterglow  of  the  sun. 

Tears  crept  into  my  eyes,  as  I  watched  her  disappear 
into  space. 
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The  Wisdom  of  a  Lemming 


by  Peggy  Swinson,  '48 


In  the  north  country  of  fjords  and  Greig  concertos 
lived  the  lemming  Hograth,  who  like  all  other  lemmings 
(a  Scandinavian  branch  of  the  rodent  family)  had  a  small, 
round,  fnzzy  body,  small,  round,  fuzzy  ears,  and  still  small- 
er, rounder,  fuzzier  mind.  Hograth's  mind  had  no  scope 
because  it  always  ran  in  circles,  starting  where  the  last 
mental  excursion  stopped  and  ending  at  the  original 
starting  point;  therefore  his  thread  of  thought  was  worn 
and  fuzzy. 

It  was  this  mentally  cramped  but  perfectly  normal 
lemming  upon  whom  Wielthro  spilled  all  her  female  lem- 
ming affection,  longing  for  the  second  of  June,  their 
wedding  day.  Her  every  moment  was  spent  either  pre- 
paring for  the  wedding  or  waiting  for  Hograth's  daily 
visit.  She  would  crouch  in  the  snow-banked  hovel,  gnaw- 
ing her  thumb  claws — a  nervous  habit  caused  by  an  in- 
feriority complex.  How,  she  asked  herself,  could  she 
ever  please  a  man  who  had  both  spiritual  beauty,  the 
most  well-worn  circle  of  thought  in  the  lemming  moun- 
tain, and  physical  beauty,  the  most  well-rounded  ears  of 
any  lemming  on  the  Scandinavian  Peninsular?  She  who 
had  oval  ears,  chewed  claws,  and  worst  of  all,  a  mind 
that  sometimes,  not  often,  had  an  idea  that  no  lemming 
had  ever  expressed? 

One  of  these  embarrassing  thoughts  had  been  the  cause 
of  her  oval,  almost  human,  ears.  She  had  in  an  unguarded 
moment  asked  Hograth  why  they  did  not  eat  small  birds 
when  the  snow  was  too  deep  for  even  their  long-clawed 
feet  to  dig  into  and  find  their  usual  diet  of  fresh  plants. 
Hograth  then  boxed  her  ears  painfully  with  circular  mo- 
tions of  his  squat  paws. 

After  that  Wielthro  was  afraid  Hograth  would  break 
their  engagement,  but  such  a  thought  never  entered  into 
his  head ;  to  be  sure,  no  thought  ever  broke  into  his  pat- 
tern of  reasoning.     Which  was  as  it  should  have  been. 

In  fact,  this  unpleasantness  had  no  effect  upon  Ho- 
grath's courtship  and  he  continued  his  usual  routine  of 
calling  for  Wielthro  with  a  green  tomato,  which  they 
shared,  then  taking  his  claw  in  hers  and  rolling  down  the 
hill.  At  the  foot  they  would  sit  on  the  frozen  bank  of 
the  river  and  watch  the  ice-filled  water  rush  to  the  sea. 
Here  they  would  discuss  their  plans  for  the  future,  and 
every  day  they  talked  in  this  manner  : 

Hografh :  On  the  second  of  June  we'll  join  the  group 
traveling  to  Atlantis. 

Wielthro:  Where  is  Atlantis.' 

Hograth :  Where  it's  always  been. 

, Wielthro :  Oh. 

Hograth:  When  we  get  there  we'll  have  a  wonderful 
time. 

Wielthro :  How  do  you  know  ? 

Hograth:  Others  have  gone  and  have  not  returned.    It 
must  be  nice. 
Wielthro:  Oh. 


Hograth  :  After  we  reach  the  sea  we'll  know  how  to 
find  Atlantis  by  following  Bielthar,  our  competent  leader. 

Now  Wielthro  had  no  interest  in  Atlantis,  but  she 
feared  to  mention  this  to  Hograth  because  he  might  spare 
her  their  parting  embrace.  This  consisted  of  a  flapping 
of  ears,  at  first  delicate  and  relaxed,  then  increasing  in 
tempo  until  both  were  spent  by  the  frenzy. 

In  spite  of  her  already  love-saturated  state,  Wielthro 
admired  Hograth  more  and  more  until  the  culminating 
of  her  dreams,  the  second  of  June.  That  day  they  were 
married  on  the  South  Road  amid  the  approving  nods  of 
the  other  traveling  lemmings.  Surely  Wielthro  would 
make  Hograth  an  almost  perfect  wife  (although  she  did 
have  unattractive  ears).  They  never  suspected  her  for- 
eign ideas  that  she  had  carefully  concealed. 

Their  wedding  day  was  perfect.  The  sky  was  blue, 
the  pines  green,  and  the  sun  reflected  in  the  fjords.  Yes, 
just  as  usual  and,  therefore,  perfect. 

The  journey  was  not  long  and  tiring  and  the  prospect 
of  a  honeymoon  in  Atlantis  overjoyed  Hograth  so  that 
he  hurried  into  the  breaking  waves,  dragging  Wielthro 
by  the  gnawed  thumbnail.  Others  jumped  at  the  same 
time,  all  bobbing  in  the  ocean  together.  Bobbing,  not. 
swimming,  because  they  had  never  swum  before  and  could 
not  imagine  how  it  was  done.  Wielthro  grew  worried  at 
their  static  condition  and  gasped  in  a  most  startling  man- 
ner, "This  must  not  be  right !" 

Whereupon  the  others,  horrified,  sang  out,  "Of  course 
it's  right.     Our  ancestors  have  been  doing  it  for  years." 

And  they  all  bobbed  satisfied  that  this  was  as  it  should 
be  since  no  question  could  enter  the  strong  but  fuzzy 
circles  of  their  minds.  No  one  was  worried  about  his  out- 
come, no  one  but  Wielthro  whose  pattern  of  thought  com- 
pletely snapped  and  brought  her  horrid  realization. 
"Those  poor  fools,"  she  thought.  "They  don't  realize 
that  we're  lost,  that  this  ugly  water  will  suck  us  down 
and  kill  us." 

To  be  sure,  they  didn't  know.  No  fright,  no  doubt 
bothered  them  even  when  they  were  too  tired  to  keep 
above  the  waves ;  no  pain  struck  them ;  they  merely  slid 
under  the  water  as  if  they  were  falling  through  the  snow 
into  their  tunneled  homes. 

All  but  Wielthro,  who  knew  and  was  sad. 


THE  WORLD  REMEMBERS  .  .  . 

by  Caroline  Camp,  '50 

The  world  remembers  a  host  of  things — 
Social  success  and  the  weddings  of  kings, 
The  latest  styles  and  the  fastest  cars, 
Football  scores  and  the  smartest  bars, 
An  explorer's  conquest  of  a  mountain  ridge, 
A  suicide  attempt  from  Brooklyn  Bridge, 
And  a  Avar  for  which  men  sacrificed, 
But  it  often  forgets  the  man  called  Christ. 
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Cigr'its  and  Dragons 

by  Molly  xInn  Williams,  '48 


Tou  know,  Molly,  buses  aren't  half  bad.  Why,  I  have 
a  whole  seat  to  myself,  and  I  can  spread  out  all  of  my 
junk.  Now,  let's  see.  I'll  put  Ann's  coat  over  the  back 
of  the  chair.  Ouch!  Oh,  well,  what's  a  lurch  now  and 
then?  I  just  cracked  my  skull,  that's  all.  Where  was  I? 
Hat  on  shelf,  birdie  bank  for  Logan  (sure  hope  she  takes 
the  hint,  to  save  money  I  mean)  on  the  other  seat  with 
three  candy  bars  and  magazines,  gloves  in  pocketbook, 
poeketbook  on  seat.  Guess  I'm  all  settled  now.  Which 
magazine  shall  I  read?  They  all  look  crumby.  Wish  1 
hadn't  had  junior  English  at  Saint  Mary's.  I  used  to 
enjoy  this  mess.  This  one  has  an  unglamorous  picture. 
That's  the  best  kind  sometimes.  Hin.  Percy,  what  a 
name  for  a  hero.  Maybe  there'll  be  another  one.  Mm 
hum.  Just  as  I  thought.  Just  like  all  the  rest.  I  know 
how  it'll  end.  Think  I'll  try  the  one  with  the  picture  of 
a  dragon.  Chinesey  maybe.  Pete!  This  isn't  at  all 
C'hinesey.  1  never.  A  sea  monster  in  the  twentieth  cen- 
tury. This  is  different  to  say  the  least.  Most  unusual.  I'm 
at  least  curious  to  the  point  of  absorption.  Xo.  No. 
There  it  is  again  and  quite  distinctly. 

"Are  this  here  seat  took?" 

Cringe.  I  wisli  I  were  deaf.  Pete!  1  wish  I  were 
blind!  My  mouth  is  hanging  open,  but  I'm  not  saying  a 
word.  Oh,  Pete,  is  that  I  croaking  "Xo"  I  hear?  It  must 
be.  He  looks  as  though  lie  is  going  to  sit  down.  Groan, 
pocketbook  with  gloves  inside  on  lap,  birdie  bank  (hope 
Logan  takes  hint)  in  corner  of  my  seat,  candy  bars  and 
all  magazines  in  lap.  I  can't  move.  Ouch  !  Must  move 
birdie  bank.  Hope  1  didn't  squash  it.  Pete!  Why  is  he 
leering  at  me .' 

"Howdy !" 

Oh,  he  must  have  been  grinning.  I  ought  to  grin  back. 
I  can't.  My  face  feels  like  a  board.  I'll  just  look  away. 
JIaybe  1  can  arouse  my  curiosity  in  the  monster  again. 
Let's  sec,  the  baby  one  is  now  fifteen  feet  long,  two  feet 
wide,  and  docs  tricks.  I'd  hate  to  have  a  baby  like  that. 
1  don't  blame  the  mother  for  leaving  it.  I  don't  think 
I'd  like  to  teach  it  to  do  tricks.  Wish  1  wouldn't  cough  so. 

"Are  this  here  cigr'it  abotherin'  ya' ?" 

That  doesn't   make  sense.     Cigr'its  and  dragons.     Oh. 

"Repeatin'.  Are  this  here  cigr'it  abotherin'  ya' ?  I'll 
stomp  it  out.  Thar's  nothin'  can  be  so  annoysome  to 
coughin'  as  a  cigr'it." 

Ought  to  tell  him  smoke  doesn't  bother  me.  Wonder 
what  he'd  think  if  I'd  say  "Hit  don't  make  no  nevermind 
to  me."     Wonder  if  I'll  ever  finish  this  story.     What   a 


dragon.  Hm.  This  thing  is  amazing.  Something  is 
wrong.  Where  did  that  finger  come  from?  Oh,  that 
didn't  take  long. 

"You'd  not  drank  none  of  that,  has  ya'?" 
Oh,  he's  referring  to  the   picture.     What  is  it?     Ha! 
Oilby's   Distilled   London    Dry   Gin.     Someone   is   saying 
"Xo."     It  must  be  I.    Cicero,  that's  the  dragon,  splashed 
play.  .  .  . 

"I  hope  ya'  ain't  never  goin'  to.  Hit  ain't  good  fer  ya' 
system." 

Why  doesn't  he  shut  up?  .  .  .  splashed  playfully  about. 
.  .  .  Well,  at  last,  the  end  of  the  story  of  a  dragon.  Scenery 
is  familiar.     Must  be  almost  at  school. 

"Life  ain't  hardly  worth  alivin'  or  no  fun  no  more.  Xot 
with  my  dawg.  Tip,  gone  away." 

Am  1  supposed  to  weep,  I  wonder  ?  Oh,  joy,  the  con- 
fusion of  the  bus  station.  I  won't  have  to  answer  or 
weep.  Let's  see,  coat,  pocketbook  witli  gloves  inside, 
magazines,  candy  ...  candy  !  Where?  Oh,  eaten.  Birdie 
bank  (hope  Logan  takes  hint). 

"Can  ya'  leave  me  to  help  ya'?" 

Oh,  Pete,  I  think  I'll  run! 


THE  FABLE  OF  THE  CONFUSED  CASHMERE 

by  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  an  adolescent  Cashmere 
who  went  to  Sweater  School  with  two  hundred  other 
Cashmeres.  Now  it  happened  one  day  that  try-outs  were 
held  for  the  Yearly  sweaters,  and  the  little  Cashmere 
rolled  into  the  knitting  room  in  a  tangled  state  of  mind. 
She  could  not  decide  what  kind  of  sweater  to  make  her 
life's  work. 

The  Cashmeres  were  all  assembled  when  the  dean,  an 
old  white  pullover,  croaked  loudly,  "Pink  pullovers?" 
Ten  little  paws  went  up.  Then,  "Yellow  pullovers?"  The 
little  cashmere  squirmed.     Then,  "Blue  cardigans?" 

"Oh  Joy!"  said  the  Cashmere.  "That's  what  I'll  be!" 
But  all  the  little  paws  went  up  and  the  little  Cashmere 
was  not  chosen.  Her  wool  fell,  and  tears  crawled  down 
her  cheeks.  There  was  nothing  left  for  her  to  be  but  a 
khaki-colored,  short-sleeved  pullover.  The  sobbing  Cash- 
mere stumbled  away,  flanked  by  two  old  rabbit's  hair 
sweaters,  with  sour-faced  ribbon  binding. 

Moral:    Blue  cardigans  wait  for  no  undecided  Cashmeres. 
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The  Great  American  Short  Story 


by  Patricia  Ambrose,  '49 


There  was  a  sharp  knock  on  the  door.  The  woman  sprawled 
on  the  Iron  cot  indolently  lifted  her  head  and  shouted,  "Aw, 
common  in!" 

The  door  opened  and  an  old  man,  a  Chink,  entered. 

"Got  thuh  reefers':'" 

"less,  missee." 

"Don'tcha  missee  me.     Well,  bring  the  stuff  over  here." 

The  Chink  silently  obeyed  and  laid  the  marijuana  cigarettes 
beside  her  on  the  cot. 

"Have  any  trouble  getting  it?" 

"No,  missee.    Jimmy,  he  just  got  back  from  Messico." 

'The  woman  picked  up  one  of  the  dope-filled  cigarettes  and 
fondled  it  in  her  hands.  Her  eyes  were  glowing  with  the  pros- 
pects of  the  forthcoming  evening.  Soon  she  would  escape  from 
the  hopelessness  of  her  life,  if  only  for  a  minute,  into  a  semi- 
conscious world.  She  looked  up,  only  to  see  the  old  man  stand- 
ing patiently  before  her. 

"Whatta  ya  want?" 

"Money  now,  missee?" 

"Aw,  you'll  get  it  sooner  or  later.  Don'tcha  know  by  now  I 
always  come  through?" 

The  Chink  accepted  her  words  and  left  the  room.  The 
woman  was  free  to  escape  into  her  marijuana  dreams. 

The  editor  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.     Then  he  looked 
reproachfully  at  me   and  said,   "Jenkins,   I   am   paying  you 
good,  honest  American  dollars  to  write  about  good,  honest 
American  life  for  The  Pacific  Semi-Monthly.    What  in  (cen-. 
sored)  do  you  mean  by  putting  that  junk  down  on  paper?" 

"Now  listen,  J.  B.  That's  good  material.  Why,  it'll  go 
over  with  a  bang.  Think  of  it — exposing  the  evils  of  mari- 
juana to  the  American  public.    It's  education,  chief !" 

To  make  a  long  story  short,  fifteen  minutes  later  found  me 
plodding  towards  Paddy's  Bar  with  the  ex-Great  American 
Short  Story  crumped  in.  my  hands.  After  a  couple  rounds  of 
short  ones  at  The  Shark,  Thirteen,  Paddys  (the  Clover  hav- 
ing already  been  visited),  "it"  came  to  me  like  a  lost  horse 
finding  its  home  pasture.  I  had  it.  Me,  Joe  Jenkins,  the 
writer  of  the  Great  American  Short  Story !  Oh,  Boy !  I 
went  home  and  started  to  write. 

"Hey,  kid.  gotta  match?" 

The  speaker  can  be  described   in    two    words,  flabby   and 
florid.    He  was  Danny  Miches,  king  of  racetracks  touts. 
Me,  I'm  no  mean  character,  either,  I  go  by  the  moniker  of 


Scott y  King :  and,  believe  me,  I  urn  a  king,  king  of  the  Silver 
City  racetrack  jockeys. 


In  spite  of  my  splitting  hangover,  I  managed  to  grin  enthu- 
siastically at  J.  B. 

"Well,  go  on,"  was  his  equally  enthusiastic  but  faintly  sar- 
castic response. 

"That's  as  far  as  I've  gone,  chief.  But  the  idea !  I  tell 
you,  chief,  it'll  be  the  greatest  thing  that  has  happened  to  the 
Pacific  Semi-Monthly  since  Hoe's  "The  Hush  of  the  House  of 
Faller."  See,  it  goes  like  this — Miches  bribes  King,  a  fixed 
race ;  King  makes  the  favorite  lose,  sees  the  look  in  the  favor- 
ite's eyes,  and  reforms.  It's  one  humdinger  of  a  story.  Ani- 
mal interest,  you  know !" 

"This  magazine  is  not  a  stable  and  I  have  no  intention  of 
turning  it  into  one." 

With  dejection  written  over  my  entire  body,  I  stumbled  out 
of  his  office,  out  of  the  building,  and  into  a  small  park  across 
the  street.  Suddenly  I  saw  something  that  perked  me  up  like 
a  blarney  stone  does  an  Irishman.  This  time  I  didn't  wait  to 
go  home  to  write  down  my  omnipotent  words.  After  all,  didn't 

0.  Henry,  or  someone,  do  his  best  work  on  a  park  bench  \ 

"The  nursery  was  painted  a  pale  blue.  The  lace  covered 
crib  stood  in  a  far  corner.  A  faint  coo  came  from  the  crib. 
It  must  be!  Yes,  it  is  a  baby!  The  woman  runs  forward. 
She  reaches  the  crib.  She  pauses,  picks  up  the  wee  babe  and 
turns  to  me. 

"Mr.  Elvertson  Smythe,  now  is  the  time.  I  shall  tell  you 
the  story  of  this  pathetic  bit  of  humanity." 

"Stop !  My  God,  Jenkins.  I  hired  you  to  write,  not  piddle  ! 
You're  fired  and  .God  save  your  soul." 

I  don't  remember  exactly  what  happened  in  the  next  few 
hours,  but  around  midnight  I  found  myself  on  the  brink  of  a 
turbulent  river.  J.  B.'s  words  came  back  to  me  with  a  shock. 
There  was  only  one  thing  left  for  me  to  do — commit  suicide. 

1,  the  undiscovered  Great  American  Short  Story  writer,  might 
yet  find  fame  if  only  in  the  Police  Gazette.  I  walked  slowly 
to  the  water's  edge,  took  a  deep  breath,  and — No,  wait !  What 
an  idea !  The  talent  of  a  struggling  author  discovered  only 
after  he  had  drowned  himself  in  discouragement !  It  was  a 
cinch.  And  I  had  just  enough  time  to  catch  the  train  for 
Boston  and  the  Atlantic  Monthly! 
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FORGOTTEN 

by  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

This  path 

Where  I  walk  .  .  . 

Browned  leaves 

On  the  weak  arms 

Of  tired  trees  .  .  . 

Dirt  banks, 

Old  and  furrowed  .  .  . 

The  hopelessness 

Of  a  rotting  gray  fence, 

Leaning  against  a  mass 

Of  flighty  wheat 

Forgotten  in  a  golden  field  .  .  . 

How  could  you  know 

Of  the  protesting  rustle 

Of  dying  leaves  as  I  pass  .  .  . 

Or  young  branches 

Holding  hands  across  the  path  .  . 

For  you  are  not  here 

And  what,  we  might  have  found 

Is  drowned  in  the  whimper 

Of  fall  wind. 


THE  BRIDGE 

by  Louise  Slagle,  '49 

In  the  distance 

An  old  stone  bridge 

With  possessive  air 

Rises  over  the  road, 

Standing  silent  guard  ; 

Scars  of  service 

Give  it  human  character. 

With  narrow,  arched  back, 

Creaky  voice, 

It  beseeches  one 

To  tarry,  pause,  listen 

To  tales  of  battle, 

Peace,  good  fortune 

Witnessed  through  the  ages. 

Jagged  edges  worn  smooth 

Inspire  idylls 

Of  the  past. 

Scars  -and  scratches 

Reflect  gems  of  experience. 

It  bridges  a  stream, 

Looking  downward 

In  melancholy  and  haggard  gaze. 

And  Apollo  driving  his  chariot 

Into  the  west, 

Leaves  the  ancient  bridge  to  night 

And  to  me. 
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March  194S 


Alumnae  Council  Votes  to  Sponsor  Dining  Room  Project 

and  Alumnae  Magazine 


by  Jane  K.  Bell,  '44 
Alumnae  Secretary 


Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  is  more  ACTIVE 
this  rear  than  it  has  been  since  its  organization  on  June 
19,  1879.  It  now  has  a  membership  of  over  500  alumnae, 
163  more  than  last  year's  total.  It  now  has  seven  newly 
organized  alumnae  chapters.  It  now  has  an  enthusiastic 
Alumnae  Council  which  is  doing  big  things  for  Saint 
Mary's  in  behalf  of  all  alumnae  members. 

From  a  letter  sent  on  February  25  to  each  council  mem- 
ber by  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  president  of  the  associa- 
tion, and  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell,  alumnae  secretary,  two  major 
issues  were  decided  upon  by  13  of  the  14  members  of  the 
Council.  (Mrs.  J.  Laurence  Sprunt's  answer  has  not  been 
received  as  she  is  in  Florida.)     The  issues  are  : 

1.  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  will  donate  a 
sizeable  amount  to  the  Dining  Room  Fund  for  the  redeco- 
ration,  the  alumnae  project  of  the  year. 

2.  The  Council  voted  to  have  the  BULLETIN  as  the 
alumnae  magazine  and  to  create  a  literary  magazine  for 
the  students,  which  the  alumnae  may  receive  on  request. 
This  is  the  method  of  publications  used  by  other  girls' 
schools. 

As  Miss.  Agatha  Chipley,  new  president  of  the  Raleigh 
Chapter,  wrote,  we  are  "in  favor  of  bringing  Saint  Mary's 
up  to  date." 

ALUMNAE  DAY— JUNE  5 

The  Council  is  busily  making  plans  for  Alumnae  Day 
on  Saturday,  June  5,  when  the  annual  general  meeting 
of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  takes  place.  The 
speaker  has  not  been  definitely  decided  upon,  but  the 
tentative  plan  is  to  have  the  general  meeting  at  noon  and 
the  luncheon  in  the  school  dining  room  at  one  o'clock  as 
we  had  last  year. 


■ 


My  name  is  Emmy  Anne  Eutledge  Moore.  You  may 
know  my  pop — ole  C.  A.  P.  Moore — who  is  still  teaching 
English  at  Saint  Mary's.  He  says  I  can  collect  more 
Alumnae  Dues  than  his  likeness.   What  do  you  think? 


CLASS  REUNIONS 

Several  classes  are  planning  Class  Reunions  to  be  held 
over  the  graduation  week-end,  June  4,  5,  and  6.  June 
will  be  here  before  you  know  it,  so  best  you  get  busy, 
Class  Secretaries ! 

A  GOAL:  1,000 
Speaking  of  having  over  500  alumnae  members  of  the 
Association,  have  you  realized  the  1,000  Goal  we  might 
obtain  by  June,  1948?  If  each  alumnae  member  sees 
just  ONE  other  alumnae  and  invites  her  to  become  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Association,  the  total  will  be  over  1,000  by  June. 
THINK  about  it  and  DO  your  part!  Membership:  only 
+2.00  minimum. 

DINING  ROOM  FUND 

The  Dining  Room  Fund  is  increasing  by  leaps  and 
bounds  with  donations  from  the  alumnae  chapters.  The 
chapters  are  raising  their  donations  by  organizing  proj- 
ects such  as  Saint  Mary's  dances,  high  school  dances,  and 
bridge  tournaments. 

Totals  donated  as  of  February  27  are  as  follows : 

Henderson  Chapter  $      70.00 

Raleigh  Chapter  50.00 

Charlotte  Chapter  '. 46.50 

Wilson  Chapter  25.75 

Goldsboro  Chapter 25.00 

Total $    217.25 

Richmond  Chapter  held  their  project  on  February  24 
(See  chapter  notes.  Ed.)  and  the  profit  will  be  added  to 
this  total  soon.  Other  .chapters  are  planning  fund-rais- 
ing and  fun-promoting  projects  to  be  held  in  March  and 
April. 

Counting  on  a  sum  from  the  Alumnae  Association  and 
many  more  donations  from  the  Chapters,  our  aim  is  for 
+4,000  by  June,  1948.    It  can  be  done ! 

A  CLEAN  SWEEP 

A  complete  report  of  all  alumnae  chapters  which  have 
met,  or  which  we  hope  will  reorganize,  is  printed  in  this 
issue  of  the  BULLETIN  in  an  effort  to  succeed  in  reacti- 
vating all  possible  chapters  by  June.  This  is  one  of  the 
main  issues  of  the  year. 

A  "clean  sweep"  has  been  made,  calling  names  and 
making  wishes.  We  hope  that  you  will  read  this  section 
carefully,  and  when  your  home  town  is  mentioned,  GET 
BUSY  and  DO  something. 

The  only  places  that  we  have  not  visited  so  far  this 
year  are  as  follows :  Monroe,  High  Point,  Roanoke  Rapids, 
Hertford,  Greenville,  Rockingham,  Jacksonville,  Roanoke 
and  Petersburg,  Va.,  and  Charleston  and  Columbia,  S.  C. 
We  hope  to  get  in  touch  with  interested  alumnae  soon. 
If  you  live  in  these  towns  and  are  interested  in  forming 
a  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Chapter,  please  write  to  the 
Alumnae  Secretary,  Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  Col- 
lege, Raleigh,  N.  C. 
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MEMBERSHIP  CUP 

In  June.  1929.  the  May  Hill  Davis  Higham  Cup  was 
presented  to  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  to  be 
awarded  to  the  Chapter  having  the  largest  number  of 
active  members.  The  Henderson  and  Scotland  Neck 
Chapters  have  won  the  cup  since  1929.  But  this  year 
they  have  a  great  deal  of  competition ! 

The  race  is  on  and  Raleigh  Chapter  is  ahead  with  75 
active  members.  Charlotte  is  running  second  with  33 
active  members.  Greensboro  is  running  a  close  third  with 
20,  and  Henderson  and  Wilson  Chapters  are  tied  for 
fourth  place. 

To  see  how  the  Chapters  stand,  here's  the  order  of 
descension :  (These  totals  are  from  the  period  of  May  31, 
1947,  to  February  27.  1948,  1947-48  memberships  and 
dues.) 

Raleigh,  Charlotte,  Greensboro,  Henderson,  Wilson, 
Durham.  Richmond,  Goldsboro.  Rocky  Mount,  Norfolk, 
Winston-Salem.  Tarboro,  Wilmington,  Chapel  Hill,  Eden- 
ton,  Warrenton,  and  Wake  Forest. 

Get  busy,  treasurers,  and  collect  those  memberships. 
The  cup  will  be  awarded  at  the  General  Alumnae  Meeting 
on  Saturday,  June  5  ! 

The  December.  1947,  issue  of  the  BULLETIN  was 
mailed  to  over  100  different  cities  and  towns  in  these 
states:  North  Carolina,  Virginia,  South  Carolina,  Georgia, 
Florida,  New  York,  Alabama,  Maryland,  New  Jersey, 
California.  Connecticut.  Texas.  Pennsylvania,  Michigan, 
Ohio,  Kentucky,  Louisiana,  Tennessee,  Mississippi,  Dis- 
trict of  Columbia,  Rhode  Island,  Utah,  Colorado,  West 
Virginia  and  Nevada. 

Saint  Mary's  depends  on  her  alumnae  and  friends  for 
support.     Will  you  let  her  down  .' 


CLASS  FUNDS 

Each  graduating  class  since  1944  has  set  up  a  Class 
Fund,  a  continuous  way  for  each  alumnae  to  benefit 
Saint  Mary's.  The  use  of  the  fund  is  determined  by  the 
officers  of  each  class.  Several  classes  are  considering 
donating  their  fund  to  the  dining  room  project,  the  alum- 
nae campaign  of  the  year. 

The   (hiss    Funds   stand    as   of    February   27,    1948,   as 

follows  : 

1947  (lass  Fund  $168.95 

(Treasurer:   Rose   Wallace,   Box   245,   Randolph- 
Macon  Woman's  College,  Lynchburg.  Va.) 

1946  Class  Fund  +148.58 

(Treasurer:    Kathryn    Fulton,    Box    288,    Sweet 

Briar  College,  Sweet  Briar,  Va.) 

1945  Class  Fund  ..  $247.82 

(Treasurer:  Anna  Margaret  Moomaw, 

Troutville,  Va.) 

1944  Class  Fund—         +425  in  F  Bonds  (Maturity:  1955) 

(Fund  Discontinued.    Treasurer:  Virginia  Hart, 

45111   Newport  St.,  Richmond,  Va.) 


Only  a  certain  percentage  of  each  class  have  been  con- 
tributing to  their  class  funds,  and  each  treasurer's  aim  is 
100  per  cent. 

Attention,  alumnae  of  1945-47!  Send  your  class  fund 
to  your  class  treasurer  today ! 


ALUMNAE  MEETINGS   CALENDAR 

March    5 — 1 :00    p.m. — Fayetteville    alumnae    met.    to    or- 
.    ganize    chapter,    Hotel    Prince    Charles,    Margaret 
deRosset,  acting  chairman.    Mrs.   R.   G.   S.   Davis, 
Jr..  and  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell  to  attend. 

March  10 — 1  :00  p.m. — Rocky  Mount-Tarboro  Chapters 
gave  luncheon,  New  Ricks  Hotel,  Mrs.  Franklin 
Wilson,  president  of  Rocky  Mount  Chapter.  Dr. 
and  Mrs.  Richard  G.  Stone,  and  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell 
attended. 

March  19 — 1  :00  p.m. — Washington,  D.  C,  and  near-by 
alumnae  had  luncheon  meeting,  Kennedy-Warren 
Hotel,  3133  Conn.  Ave.,  N.W.,  Dora  Winters,  acting 
chairman.     Miss  Jane  K.  Bell  attended. 

April  2 — 8:00  p.m. — Raleigh  Chapter  gave  benefit  bridge 
tournament  at  Saint  Mary's  School,  Miss  Agatha 
Chipley,  president. 

May  8 — Asheville  alumnae  meet  to  form  a  chapter  at 
Trinity  Rectory,  96  Gertrude  Place,  Mrs.  John  W. 
Tuton,  acting  chairman.  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell  will 
attend. 


ALUMNAE  WHO  GIVE 

Mrs.  Ashby  L.  Baker  (nee  Minnis  Tucker,  '89),  of  Ra- 
leigh, a  member  of  the  Alumnae  Council,  has  given  $1,000 
to  Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College  to  be  used  as 
the  nucleus  of  a  fund  to  establish  the  Minnie  Tucker 
Baker  Scholarship,  which  will  be  awarded  to  any  worthy 
girl.  Mrs.  Baker  has  also  contributed  generously  to  the 
Centennial  Fund  and  the  Mary  Iredell-Kate  MeKimmon 
scholarship. 

Mrs.  R,  G.  S.  Davis,  Sr.  (nee  Mary  Shuford,  '10),  of 
Henderson,  a  past  member  of  the  Council,  has  given 
$1,000  to  Saint  Mary's  Centennial  Fund.  This  is  her 
most  recent  contribution,  having  given  frequently  in  the 
past. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  C.  Jones  (nee  Bessie  Smedes  Erwin, 
'11),  of  Charlotte,  has  given  $250  to  be  added  to  the  Saint 
Mary's  Centennial  Fund. 

Mrs.  Frederick  Blount  Drane  (nee  Rebecca  Wood,  'ID, 
of  Monroe,  has  given  $100  to  the  Saint  Mary's  Centennial 
Fund. 

Saint  Mary's  is  thankful  for  these  generous  gifts  from 
her  alumnae.  She  depends  on  her  alumnae  and,  being 
an  Episcopal  Church  School,  on  the  church.  It  is  through 
the  giving  of  her  alumnae  and  friends  that  she  progresses. 
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Makcii  1948 


The  News  of  Saint  Mary's 

An  editor  writes  the  news  of  the  Saint  Mary's  girls. 

by  Jane  Goweb 

Editor  of  THE  BELLES 


The  big'  news  after  Christmas  is  the  election  of  the  May 
Queen  and  her  court.  The  May  Day  pageant  will  take 
place  on  May  1  in  the  grove. 

Lila  Spilman,  Statesville,  who  lias  been  a  Saint  Mary's 
girl  for  five  years,  was  chosen  to  reign  as  the  Queen  of 
May.  Attending  her  in  the  court  are  Nellie  Truslow, 
Chestertown,  Md. ;  Prances  Isbell,  Greenville,  S.  C. ;  Gene 
Hines,  Greenwood,  S.  C. ;  Betsy  Evans,  Enfield ;  Anne 
Amonette,  Lynchburg,  Va. ;  Sylvia  Newson,  Charlotte ; 
Tiny  Hobart,  Pampa,  Texas;  Hetty  Bowles,  Statesville: 
Betty  Lokey,  and  Armeeia  Eure,  Raleigh. 
Handbook  Editor 

Barbara  Pope,  of  Dunn,  was  chosen  editor  of  1948-49 
Student  Handbook.  Other  nominees  were  juniors  Betty 
Ann  Yowell,  Raleigh,  and  Catherine  Campbell,  Lynch- 
burg, Va. 

Circle  Taps  by  Moonlight 

In  the  second  moonlight  ceremony  of  the  year  the 
Circle,  honor  society,  tapped  Daisy  Dixon,  Wilson ;  June 
Pleenor,  Charlotte;  Nancy  Holland,  Franklin,  Va. ;  Cor- 
neille  Rylander,  Americus,  Ga. ;  Virginia  Smith,  Ridley 
Park,  Pa. ;  and  Lenoir  Williams,  Dunn.  These  members 
were  chosen  on  the  basis  of  dependability,  stability,  school 
spirit,  driving  force,  and  individuality.  Membership  into 
the  Circle  is  one  of  the  highest  honors  that  can  be  be- 
stowed upon  a  Saint  Mary's  girl. 
Time  Tests 

In  the  recent  annual  Time  Tests  sponsored  by  Time 
magazine,  Leah  Rigsbee,  Uoldsboro,  and  Joyce  Richert, 
Raleigh,  took  first  honors,  each  making  a  score,  of  64 
from  a  possible  105.  Mary  Blair  Bowers,  Jackson,  scor- 
ing 62,  placed  first  for  the  sophomores ;  Preston  Weseoat, 
Moorestown,  N.  J.,  scoring  53,  for  the  seniors ;  and  Betty 
Trentman,  Raleigh;  scoring  52,  for  the  freshmen.  Juniors 
attained  higher  grades  on  the  whole  than  did  any  other 
class. 

Fraternity  Initiates 

Sigma  Pi  Alpha,  honor  language  fraternity  of  which 
Logan  Yaught,  Winston-Salem,  is  president,  initiated  19 
upperclassmen  during  December.  New  members  are  Lila 
Spilman,  Statesville ;  Sara  Waddell,  South  Boston,  Va. ; 
Preston  Westcoat,  Moorestown,  N.  J. ;  Pat  Ambrose, 
Myrtle  Beach,  S.  C. ;  Barbara  Miller,  Greensboro ;  Ann 
Tilghman,  Weldon ;  Phyllis  Costlier,  Lincolnton. 

Joyce  Richert,  Raleigh  ;  Betty  Byrnes,  Charlotte ;  Mar- 
garet Hudson,  Winston-Salem ;  Blanche  Andrews,  Char- 
lotte; Mary  Jane  Johnson,  Raleigh;  Nancy  Williamson, 
Bluefield,  W.  Va.;  Gene  Hines,  Greenwood,  S.  C. ;  Mary 
Lou  Pratt,  Sumter,  S.  ('. ;  Corneille  Rylander,  Americus, 
Ga. ;  Jean  Hoggard,  Florence,  S.  C. ;  Betsy  Carter,  Pine- 
hurst;  and  Isabel  Carter,  Washington. 

Requirements  for  entrance  into  the  fraternity  are  an 
average  of  B  on  all  subjects,  and  an  average  of  B-plus 
on  any  language  the  student  is  studying. 
New  Bulletin  Editor 
Peggy  Jane  Swinson,  Wilson,  was  elected  editor  of  the 
BULLETIN  for  the  remainder  of  this  school  year,  follow- 
ing the  resignation  of  Ann  Lucas,  New  York  City. 


Freshman-Sophomore  Dance 
The  annual  Freshman-Sophomore  dance  is  planned  for 
April  3,  according  to  Nancy  Hamel,  Greensboro,  presi- 
dent of  the  sophomore  class.  Committee  chairmen  for 
the  dance,  which  will  be  in  the  parlor,  are  Berta  Allen 
Russ,  Raleigh,  decorations ;  Alice  Lide,  Florence,  S.  G, 
invitations;  Ruth  Clark,  Tarboro,  orchestra;  and  Lucille 
Best,  Clinton,  refreshments. 

Senior  Dance 

The  long  anticipated  Senior  Dance,  which  by  all  was 
deemed  the  most  perfect  affair  yet.  was  danced  Decem- 
ber 13  from  8:30  until  12:00  in  the  school  gymnasium, 
which  was  so  decorated  you  would  have  never  known  it ! 

Naturally  a  Christmas  theme  was  prominent  through- 
out the  gym.  Three  of  the  walls  were  decorated  with  a 
freeze  of  gigantic  Christmas  cards  on  which  each  senior 
had  painted  a  design  of  her  own  choice.  Under  the  direc- 
tion of  Peggy  Swinson,  Wilson,  who  practically  moved 
her  bed  to  Holt  attic,  the  decorations  were  very  clever. 
The  band,  Roy  Cole  from  Chapel  Hill,  was  situated  in 
Santa  Clans'  sleigh  drawn  by  a  set  of  reindeer.  The 
ceiling  was  camouflaged  by  a  sky  of  blue  crepe  paper. 
Armeeia  Eure,  Raleigh,  was  in  charge  of  the  refresh- 
ments ;  Mary  Lou  Pratt,  Sumter,  S.  G,  music ;  Daisy 
Dixon,  Wilson,  invitations;  and  Nancy  Hannah,  Green- 
ville, figure. 

Christmas  Pageant 

The  Sunday  afternoon  after  the  dance,  the  seniors 
again  did  themselves  proud  with  the  presentation  of  the 
annual  Christmas  pageant,  under  direction  of  Miss  Flor- 
ence Davis.  Sara  Walston,  Wilson,  portrayed  the  Virgin 
Mary  and  Lenoir  Williams,  Faison,  was  Joseph. 

Mr.  Moore,  a  Papa! 

December  was  indeed  a  very  memorial  month  for  the 
seniors.  To  top  off  all  the  good  news  (offset  by  the  less 
desirable  things  such  as  the  Divine  Comedy  test),  Mr.  C. 
A.  P.  Moore,  who  manages  to  take  up  some  three-fourths 
of  the  seniors  study  time,  became  a  father  to  a  bouncing 
baby  girl !  Named  Emmy  Anne  Rutledge  Moore,  she  was 
the  topic  of  conversation  for  days  and  days!  She  was 
christened  in  the  Saint  Mary's  chapel  on  Mr.  Moore's 
birthday. 

Night  Before  Christmas  Holidays 

The  Christmas  season  at  school  brought  with  it  more 
hall  parties  and  goin'  away  celebrations,  the  annual 
Woman's  Auxiliary  party  in  the  parlor,  and  the  V  party 
for  the  children  at  the  Methodist  Orphanage. 

The  night  before  the  girls  went  home,  everything  was 
ver-r-ry  formal  in  the  dining  room.  Students  wore  eve- 
ning dresses  to  dinner  and  sang  Christmas  carols  through- 
out the  meal,  after  which  they  attended  the  Christmas 
concert  given  by  the  Glee  Club,  directed  by  Miss  Geral- 
dine  Cate  and  accompanied  by  Mrs.  L.  S.  Winton.  Soloists 
on  the  program  were  Nancy  Hamel,  Greensboro;  Martha 
Upchurch,  Raleigh;  Mary  Jo  Whisenant,  Maiden;  Betty 
Ann  Williamson,  Cerro  Gordo ;  and  Barbara  Marloty, 
Raleigh. 
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Saint  Mary's  Girls  at  Other  Colleges 


Agnes  Scott  College,  Decatur,  Ga. :  Betty  Asbill,  Jane 
Campbell,  L'araa  Clarkson,  Elizabeth  Dunn. 

University  of  Alabama,  Tuscaloosa,  Ala. :  Sarah  Mell 
Smith,   Elizabeth    Wetterau. 

Converse  College,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. :  Carolyn  Des- 
Champs,  Anne  Eugenia  Prothro,  Sarah  Elizabeth  Coving- 
ton, Alice  Henderson,  Ann  P.  Jones,  Dorothy  Leak,  Con- 
stance Herbert,  Mary  Nelson  Smithwick,  Caroline  Jane 
Lewis. 

Duke  University,  Durham,  N.  C. :  Jean  Strickland. 

Duke  Hospital,  Durham,  N.  C. :  Jean  Gatlin,  Mary  Jane 
Mason. 

University  of  Georgia,  Athens,  Ga. :  Ann  Jennings,  Lil- 
lian Lumpkin. 

Hollins  College,  Hollins,  Va. :  Virginia  Bonnet,  Betty 
Bobbitt.  Ann  Mitchell  Coley,  Frances  Collett,  Marion 
Guest,  Caroline  McGuirk,  Margaret  Moore,  Delight 
Nuchols,  Carolyn  Tomlin,  and  Hontas  Whitaker. 

Horticulture  College,  Ambler,  Pa. :  Martina  Fillmore. 

King's  Business  College,  Raleigh,  N.  C. :  Trina  Blake, 
Margaret  Cummings,  Sis  Silver. 

Latin  American  Institute,  New  York  City :  Peggy  Ann 
Powell. 

Marjorie  Webster  College,  Washington,  D.  C. :  Jane 
Lowe. 

University  of  Maryland,  College  Park,  Md. :  Jane 
Dickey. 

Mary  Washington  College,  Fredericksburg,  Va. :  Serena 
Ashburn,  Elizabeth  Roberts,  Virginia  Woodley,  Marilyn 
Whetstone. 

Meredith  College,  Raleigh,  N.  C. :  Janie  Nance. 

University  of  Miami,  Coral  Gables,  Pla. :  Carolyn 
Snider. 

University  of  North  Carolina.  Chapel  .Hill,  N.  C. : 
Frances  Bickett,  Ida  Constable,  Betty  Ann  Cooper,  Eliza- 
beth Dempsey,  Mary  Anna  Dunbar,  Martha  Hinkle,  Anne 
Huske,  Violet  LaRue,  Betsy  Tom  Lawrence,  Elizabeth 
Myatt,  Betty  Peirson,  Nancy  Pendleton,  Willie  Marjorie 
Riddick,  Jean  Roberts,  Margaret  Swindell,  Mary  Leah 
Thome,   Henrietta   Thorp,   Myra   Gladys   Welsh,   Martha 


Best  Yorke,  Barbara  Ann  Pope,  Betsy  Emory,  Helen 
Barnes,  Sarah  Buchanan,  Jane  Lee  Parker,  Katie  Guion, 
Lib  Clinard,  Sallie  Lee,  Dabney  Little,  Sue  Everett,  Mary 
Ellen  Wellons,  Margaret  Allred,  Margo  Martin,  Mary 
Moulton,  Beverly  Morrison,  Katherine  Royall,  Mary  Glen 
Slater,  Harriet'  Gurley,  Dorothy  Oakey,  Nina  Mae  De- 
Barry,  Mary  Willis  Sledge,  Lula  Hall  Vance,  Jane  Peete, 
Peggy  Moran,  Lucy  Seaman,  Corinne  Grimsley,  Mary  Etta 
Duke,  Alice  Jones,  Mildred  Parker,  Marjorie  Pless, 
Roberta  Huffman,  Marcia  McMillan,  Carolyn  Gaither, 
Dede  Gant,  Barbara  Ann  Ray,  Nancy  Carter,  Stella 
Lassiter. 

Queens  College,  Charlotte,  N.  C. :  Helen  Boyle. 

Randolph-Macon  College,  Lynchburg,  Va. :  Elizabeth 
Adkerson,  Katherine  Clark,  Rose  Wallace,  Ann  Nowell. 

Richmond  Institute,  Richmond,  Va. :  Mary  C.  Hunter, 
Betty  Rowland. 

University  of  Richmond,  Richmond,  Va. :  Margaret 
Payne. 

University  of  Rhode  Island,  Kingston,  R.  I.:  Cynthia 
McCaw. 

Salem  College,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. :  Sylvia  Green, 
Joan  Hassler,  Elizabeth  Kiser,  Ann  Lanier,  Elizabeth 
Taylor,  Jane  Thomas,  Ann  Pender  Wicker,  Betty  Beal, 
Fay  Chambers,  Penelope  Fagan,  Marion  Gaither,  Kath- 
erine Ives,  Clara  Viola  Justice,  Mary  Beth  Kittrell,  Nancy 
Mercer,  Jane  Morris,  Mary  Billings,  Sally  Ann  Borthwiek, 
Christine  Gray,  Beverly  Hancock,  Mary  Helen  James, 
Amie  Watkins. 

University  of  South  Carolina,  Columbia,  S.  C. :  Betsy 
Blundon.  Sande  Childs,  Holly  Beck,  "Tumpy"  Hudson, 
Harriot  Barnwell,  Mary  Pinckney. 

State  Teachers  College,  Farmville,  N.  C. :  Paulette  Pifer. 

Sweet  Briar  College,  Lynchburg,  Va. :  Eugenia  Rose, 
Susan  Evans  Taylor,  Etta  Craig  Dick,  Myrtle  Alston, 
Mary  Rose  Crisp,  Ruth  Street,  Kathryn  Fulton,  Jane 
Lewis. 

Tobe-Coburn  for  Fashion  Careers,  New  York  City : 
Martha  Conger,  Margaret  Norfleet. 

Woman's  College  of  the  University  of  North  Carolina, 
Greensboro,  N.  ('. :  Nancy  Ford,  Betsy  Siler,  Marguerite 
Way,  Glenn  Harden,  Josephine  Cusick,  Myra  Jarosz,  Sally 
Zeiger. 
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March   1948 


Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Chapters 
Meet,  Work,  and  Reorganize! 


ATLANTA 

Alumnae  have  been  consulted  in  At- 
lanta, Savannah,  and  Augusta  about 
forming  one  strong  chapter  in  Georgia. 

Maude  Marshall  Eberhardt,  '07,  1467 
N.  Morningside  Drive,  N.E.,  Atlanta,  re- 
sponded, saying  with  a  new  job  at  Ft. 
McPherson  and  home  responsibilities  she 
could  not  do  it  alone.  She  referred  to 
a  past  attempt  to  organize  the  Atlanta 
chapter  when  Bishop  Penick  and  Bishop 
Mikell  spoke  at  a  luncheon  meeting  at 
the  Piedmont  Hotel.  Since  then  the 
chapter  has  disorganized. 

Helen  Alston  Godsey  (Mrs.  James  N.), 
No.  81  DeRenne  Apt.,  Savannah,  wrote 
that  she  would  be  glad  to  help  form  a 
chapter  in  Savannah. 

If  you  can  help  with  these  chapters, 
please  get  in  touch  with  the  above  two 
or  the  Alumnae  Office,  Saint  Mary's 
School.  It  is  the  aim  of  the  Alumnae 
Council  to  reorganize  all  old  chapters  be- 
fore June. 

ASHEVILLE 

With  the  able  assistance  of  Ernestine 
Rich  Tuton  (Mus.  John  W.),  Trinity  Rec- 
tory, 9  6  Gertrude  Place,  Asheville,  a 
meeting  to  reorganize  the  Asheville  Chap- 
ter has  been  planned  for  Saturday,  May 
8,  at  The  Rectory.  Patty  Weaver,  '44, 
will  help,  along  with  other  alumnae.  See 
Mrs.  Tuton  if  you  can  attend  the  organi- 
zational meeting.  Jane  K.  Bell,  alumnae 
secretary,  plans  to  attend  the  meeting. 

CONCORD 

A  letter  to  Martha  Best  York  (Mrs. 
A.  J.),  Concord,  brought  no  response. 
Who  will  help  organize  this  chapter  of 
approximately  25  alumnae? 

EDEN TON 

Ruth  Bond  Conger  (Mrs.  J.  H.,  Jr.) 
and  Elvira  Cheatham  Jones  (Mrs.  Mere- 
dith, Jr.)  write  that  they  will  be  glad 
to  help  with  the  Edenton  chapter  next 
fall,  when  they  have  more  time.  At 
present  they  are  "talking  it  up."  Ruth  is 
expecting  a  new  member  to  the  family 
in  the  spring,  and  Elvira  is  in  the  throes 
of  building  a  new  house. 

The  last  president  of  the  chapter  was 
Mrs.  C.  E.  Kramer  (Eva  Rogerson),  and 
the  last  meeting  in  November,  1944. 

ELIZABETH  CITY 

Edla  Walker  Foreman  ( Mrs.  John 
Wood),  president,  has  not  called  a  meet- 
ing as  yet,  and  the  dues  have  not  been 
collected.  Last  meeting  was  in  April, 
1946. 

FAYETTEYILLE 

A  luncheon  meeting  of  Saint  Mary's 
School  Alumnae  was  held  on  March  5, 
1948,  at  the  Prince  Charles  Hotel  in  Fay- 
etteville.  Throughout  the  years  meetings 
of  alumnae  have  been  held  here,  but  this 
was  the  first  meeting  for  definite  organi- 
zation of  an  Alumnae  Chapter. 

Ofllcers  elected  were:  Miss  Margaret 
deRosset,  president;  Mrs.  John  Detgen 
(Mary  Burns),  vice-president;  Miss  Anne 
Wetmore  Tillinghast,  secretary;  Mrs. 
Seavy  Highsmith  (Ann  Dawson),  treas- 
urer;  and  Miss  Jean  Huske,  reporter. 

Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  of  Henderson, 
president  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae 
Association,  spoke  to  the  group  of 
changes    in    school    policy    and    brought 


members  up  to  date  on  current  school 
activities.  Mrs.  Davis  introduced  the 
Alumnae  Secretary,  Miss  Jane  Bell,  of 
Raleigh,  who  presented  the  aims  of  the 
Association  for  the  year:  the  formation 
of  active  Alumnae  Chapters  in  each  town 
where  there  resided  at  least  eight  Saint 
Mary's  girls,  and  the  project  of  complete 
renovation  of  the  dining  room  at  the 
school. 

Mrs.  Marsden  deRosset  urged  that  as 
many  of  the  members  as  possible  plan 
to  be  present  June  5th,  Alumnae  Day  at 
the  school. 

There  are  many  alumnae  who  have 
moved  into  this  vicinity  from  other  towns 
and  states,  and  the  local  chapter  would 
like  for  them  to  contact  their  secretary 
so  that  they  may  be  transferred  to  this 
chapter  for  membership. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present  at 
the  organizational  meeting:  Margaret 
deRosset,  Jean  Huske,  Mrs.  R.  W.  Her- 
ring ( Lucy  Wooten ) .  Mrs.  Marsden 
deRosset  (Margaret  Strange  Huske) , 
Mrs.  Robt.  O.  Burns  (Mamie  Holt),  Mrs. 
Thomas  M.  Wooten  (Lucy  London  An- 
derson), Mrs.  Chas.  Smithson  (Grace 
Martin),  Mrs.  Wm.  deR.  Holt  (Hannah 
Lilly ) ,  Mrs.  Jas.  Kyle.  Jr.  ( Ann  Nash 
White),  Mrs.  Baxter  Moore  (Caro  Bre- 
vard), Mrs.  Wm.  Kirksey  (Kate  Horner), 
Mrs.  Franklin  Clark  (Mary  Pride  Cruik- 
shank),  Mrs.  Chas.  S.  Pinston  (Georgia 
Kirksey),  Mary  Huske,  Mrs.  R.  J.  Brown 
(Jane  Norman  Shields),  Mrs.  Seavy 
Highsmith  (Ann  Dawson ) ,  Mrs.  Geo. 
O'Hanlon  (Rebekah  Waddell),  Mrs.  H. 
N.  Spurlock  (Daphne  Richardson),  Mrs. 
J.  R.  Detgen  (Mary  Bums),  Stuart  Ver- 
dery,  Mrs.  Oliver  Holmes,  Jr.  (Kate 
Broadfoot),    Anne    Wetmore    Tillinghast. 

GOLDSBORO 

The  Goldsboro  Chapter  held  a  Saint 
Mary's  dance  on  December  2  6  at  the 
Women's  Club  in  order  to  raise  funds  for 
the  redecoration  of  the  dining  room. 

A  sum  of  $25.00  has  been  sent  to  the 
Alumnae  Office  to  be  added  to  the  fund. 
The  remainder  of  the  profit,  $19.72,  is 
being  used  to  print  Saint  Mary's  station- 
ery with  an  antique  print  to  be  sold  soon 
at  school  through  the  alumnae  office. 

Hattie  Lee  Borden  was  in  charge  of 
the  dance  arrangements,  and  Mary  Cleave 
Stenhouse  was  ticket  chairman.  Cora 
Collier  Spicer  (Mrs.  John,  Jr.)  and  Ellen 
Lewis  O'Berry  (Mrs.  Tom)  obtained  the 
music,  Red  Hammond  and  his  orchestra 
from  Raleigh.  Martha  Gold  Winstead 
Borden  (Mrs.  Paul)  was  decorations 
chairman. 

Sally  Sanborn  Best  (Mrs.  Paul),  presi- 
dent of  the  chapter,  Mela  Royal!  Carra- 
way  (Mrs.  William),  Margaret  Gold  Bor- 
den (Mrs.  E.  K.),  and  Sarah  Borden 
Cobb  (Mrs.  Donnell)  made  the  initial 
plans  for  the  dance,  which  was  a  big 
success  with  over  100  people  attending. 
Assisting  with  the  dance  were  Elizabeth 
Royall.  secretary  of  the  chapter,  and 
Betty  Michaux,  treasurer. 

The  Saint  Mary's  stationery  is  expected 
to  be  on  sale  during  this  school  year.  The 
profit  from  the  sale  will  be  given  to  the 
Dining  Room  Fund. 

Sally  Sanborn  Best,  president. 


GREENSBORO 

The  Greensboro  Chapter  is  planning  to 
have  a  bridge  tournament  in  March  to 
raise  funds  for  the  dining  room  redeco- 
ration. The  Greensboro  chapter  list  has 
been  brought  up  to  date  and  sent  to  the 
Alumnae  Office.  Definite  plans  for  our 
May  meeting  have  not  been  made  yet. 

Harriet  Hall  I-Ienson  (Mrs.  James) , 
secretary-treasurer,  has  collected  the 
dues. 

Chapter  News 

Margaret  Andrews  Stone,  '43,  of 
Greensboro  was  married  to  John  Berry 
of  Greensboro  on  December  20  at  Park 
Temple  Methodist  Church,  Ft.  Lauder- 
dale, Fla.  They  are  making  their  home 
at  506  Union  St.,  Morganton. 

Cora  Cox  Lucas,  '43,  is  now  Mrs.  John 
Worth  McAlister,  as  of  November  29. 
They  were  married  at  St.  Andrews  Epis- 
copal Church,  Greensboro.  Cora  and 
Johnny  are  now  living  in  Fries,  Va. 

Hortense  Mundy  Jones,  '35,  married 
Isaac  Duncan  Ham  of  Greensboro  on  No- 
vember 26.  Horty  and  Ike  have  an  apart- 
ment in  Greensboro. 

Anne  Marshall  Bryan,  '45,  became  the 
bride  of  John  Clarence  Daughtridge,  of 
Charlotte,  on  December  30  in  Raleigh. 
They  are  now  living  in  Chapel  Hill,  where 
John  attends  the  University. 

Julia  Clark,  president 
HILLSBORO 

Mrs.  James  Webb,  council  member,  has 
been  consulted  concerning  the  reorgani- 
zation of  the  Hillsboro  Chapter,  and  it 
is  hoped  that  a  meeting  will  be  planned 
soon.  The  chapter  met  last  with  Mrs. 
J.  Cheshire  Webb  in  November,  1942, 
when  Mrs.  Grant  Shepherd  was  president. 

P.S.  Mrs.  Webb  writes  that  a  spring 
meeting   is   being  planned  now. 

KIXSTOX 

The  past  president,  Mrs.  Alban  Bar- 
rus  (Hattie  Copeland)  has  resigned.  She 
expressed  the  hope  that  Harriet  Whit- 
aker,  Lillian  West,  and  Anne  Stough  will 
help  organize  the  chapter,  possibly  in 
May,   after  their  weddings. 

NEW   YORK 

Eva  Lee  Glass  Appleby  (Mrs.  F.  S.), 
10S5  Park  Ave.,  New  York;  Julia  Ash- 
worth  Smith  (Mrs.  Raymond  D. ) ,  1  Foun- 
tain Square,  Larchmont,  N.  Y.;  and  Dor- 
othy Kirkland  Philips  (Mrs.  A.  N. ) ,  151 
Hawthorne  Ave.,  Glen  Ridge,  N.  J.,  had 
lunch  together  during  the  first  week  of 
February  to  discuss  planning  a  meeting 
of  all  the  Saint  Mary's  girls  in  and 
around  New  York.  Elise  Ballard  Martin 
( Mrs.  Everett )  and  Fielding  Douthat 
Toy  (Mrs.  Calvert)  plan  to  help  them 
see  the  people. 

Elise  suggested  having  the  meeting  in 
May  at  the  Cosmopolitan  Club,  either  a 
luncheon  or  a  tea.  They  plan  to  send  a 
mimeographed  letter  to  the  alumnae 
near  enough  to  come,  and  they  hope  to 
get  good  responses.  While  she  was  in 
New  York  in  January,  Mary  Richardson 
Davis  (Mrs.  R.  G.  S.,  Jr.)  talked  with 
Eva  Lee  about  having  the  meeting. 

Attention:  All  alumnae  who  would  like 
to  get  together  in  May,  please  write  Mrs. 
Raymond    Smith,    address   above. 
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NORFOLK-PORTSMOl  TH 

Margaret  Ten-ell  Oliver  (Mrs.  J.  B.), 
president,  and  Mary  West  Paul,  '44,  are 
planning  to  call  a  meeting  of  the  Norfolk- 
Portsmouth  alumnae  in  April  at  the  re- 
decorated Country  Club.  A  date  has  not 
been  set  as  yet. 

HENDERSON 

A  luncheon  meeting  of  the  Henderson 
Chapter  was  held  on  Thursday,  January 
15,  at  the  West  End  Country  Club  with 
Sarah  Dawson  Davis  (Mrs.  John  W. ) , 
president,  presiding. 

Back  copies  of  the  ,s'?«(/e  Coach  were 
placed  between  bookends  at  either  end 
of  the  table,  which  was  centered  with 
mixed   spring   flowers. 

Mrs.  Alex  Cooper  (Ellen  Faucett)  said 
grace. 

Mary  Richardson  Davis  (Mrs.  R.  G.  S., 
Jr.)  of  Henderson,  president  of  the 
Alumnae  Association,  paid  tribute  to  the 
Henderson  Chapter  for  its  fine  record 
and  repeated  some  compliments  it  has 
received   at  other   chapter   meetings. 

Jane  K.  Bell,  of  Raleigh,  alumnae  sec- 
retary, spoke  informally  on  the  alumnae 
work  of  the  year  and  the  project,  the 
redecoration  of  the  dining  room,  which 
was  greeted  with  enthusiastic  approval. 
She  reported  that  since  it  has  not  been 
redecorated  since  1933,  it  was  in  bad 
need  of  "attractiveness."  Mrs.  Alex 
Cooper,  former  association  president, 
told  of  Saint  Mary's  when  she  attended 
before  the  1900's. 

The  president  proposed  that  the  chap- 
ter sponsor  a  bridge  tournament  on  Fri- 
day night,  February  6,  at  the  Parish 
House,  to  raise  funds  for  the  alumnae 
project.  Plans  were  approved  and  com- 
mittee chairmen  were  appointed.  Each 
chapter  member  is  responsible  for  one 
table. 

Attending  the  meeting  were  Mrs.  S. 
R.  Harris,  Jr.  (Anne  Gary),  Mrs.  R.  G. 
S.  Davis,  Jr.  (Mary  Richardson),  Mrs. 
Thomas  M.  Hunter  I  Annie  Hyman  Bunn), 
Mrs.  Joel  Thomas  Cheatham  (Belle 
Davis),  Mrs.  Alex  Cooper  (Ellen  Fau- 
cett), Mrs.  R.  E.  Clements  (Eleanor 
Davis),  Mrs.  John  W.  S.  Davis  (Sarah 
Dawson),  Mrs.  M.  F.  Legg,  Jr.  (Mary 
Fox  Clarke).  Mrs.  F.  L.  Toepleman 
(Elizabeth  Corbitt),  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis 
(Mary  Shuford),  Mrs.  T.  P.  Gholson 
(Annie  Herbert  Lamb),  Mrs.  A.  G.  Bor- 
den (Elizabeth  Toepleman),  Mrs.  R.  L. 
Johnson  (Pauline  McNeny),  Mrs.  Russell 
J.  Parham  (Liza  Lewis),  Mrs.  Isham  T. 
Bagley  (Ann  Stevenson),  Kate  T,  Gary, 
Lucille  C.  White,  Bettie  C.  Jones,  Annie 
Lee  Beck,  Alice  Hughes,  and  Fannie 
Cooper. 

*      *      * 

The  Henderson  Chapter  held  a  benefit 
bridge.  Friday  night,  February  6.  The 
tournament  was  held  in  the  Parish 
House  of  the  Episcopal  Church,  where 
lourteen  tables  of  bridge  were  in  play. 
This  was  a  very  good  representation  con- 
sidering the  bad   weather  that   night. 

We  cleared  and  collected  a  total  of 
$70.00,  which  was  turned  over  to  the 
alumnae  secretary  for  the  Dining  Room 
Fund.  One  Henderson  lady,  who  did 
not  even  go  to  Saint  Mary's,  gave  us 
$5.00  in  the  interest  of  our  project. 

A  small  table  prize  was  given  to  the 
high  scorer  at  each  table,  and  a  grand 
prize  for  the  high  scorer  of  the  evening. 
There  was  also  a  consolation  prize  for 
the  low  scorer.  The  prizes  were  donated 
by  E.  G.  Davis  and  Sons.  Mrs.  Alwyn 
Barnes  won  high  score  and  Miss  .Jennie 
Dunn,  low. 

Hot  chocolate  and  cookies  were  served. 
Mrs.    M.   L.   Legg,   Jr.    (Foxie  Clark)    and 


Fannie  Cooper  assisted  Mrs.  John  W.  S. 
Davis  (Sarah  Dawson)  in  making  ar- 
rangements  for   the   tournament. 

Sarah  Dawson  Davis,  president 
WINSTON-SALEM 
The  Winston-Salem  Chapter  held  an 
organizational  meeting  at  the  home  of 
Mrs.  James  A.  Gray  on  Wednesday  after- 
noon, February  12,  with  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Richard  G.  Stone  attending. 

Following  the  president's  address  on 
"The  Reasons  for  Private  School  Endow- 
ment," new  officers  were  elected  for  the 
newly  organized  chapter.  Mrs.  L.  B. 
Maddison  (Jane  Purrington)  was  elected 
president.  Mrs.  M.  Garnett  Saunders,  Jr. 
(Georgia  Goodson)  was  elected  vice- 
president;  Mrs.  Ben  S.  Willis  (Agnes 
Peschau),  secretary;  and  Mrs.  J.  R. 
Fletcher,  Jr.  ( Cleve  Wharton),  treasurer. 
In  co-operation  with  the  other  alum- 
nae chapters,  the  Winston-Salem  chapter 
will  hold  a  benefit  dessert-bridge  in  April 
to  raise  funds  for  the  dining  room  re- 
decoration,  the  alumnae  project  of  the 
year.  Mrs.  Wallace  Dunn,  Jr.  (Emilie 
Hunt  I  was  appointed  chairman  in  charge 
of  arrangements. 

A  suitable  location  will  be  selected  for 
the  local  chapter,  which  will  be  assisted 
by  the  Saint  Mary's  girls  who  now  at- 
tend Salem  College.  The  secretary  sent 
a  corrected  list  of  the  chapter  members 
to  the  alumnae  office. 

Christine  Gray,  '46,  was  assisted  in 
serving  tea  and  refreshments  by  her 
mother,  Mrs.  James  A.   Gray. 

Jane  K.  Bell  of  Raleigh,  alumnae  sec- 
retary, was  unable  to  attend  the  meet- 
ings because  of  illness. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone  were  honored  at  a 
dinner  party  at  the  Forsyth  Country  Club 
following  the  afternoon  meeting.  The 
hostesses  were  the  Saint  Mary's  girls  at 
Salem  College. 

Joan  Hassler,  '47,  was  in  charge  of 
arrangements,  and  the  following  students 
attended:  Mary  Billings,  Sally  Ann  Borth- 
wick,  Fay  Chambers,  Marion  Gaither, 
Christine  Gray,  Sylvia  Green.  Beverly 
Hancock,  Mary  Helen  James,  Mary  Beth 
Kittrell.  Ann  Lanier,  Nancy  Mercer,  Mar- 
garet Newman.  Jane  Thomas,  Amie  Wat- 
kins,   Ann  Wicker,  and  Lib  Taylor. 

Alumnae  attending  the  chapter  meet- 
ing were  as  follows:  Mrs.  W.  A.  Good- 
son  (Georgia  Hales),  Mrs.  L.  B.  Mad- 
dison (Jane  Purrington),  Mrs.  J.  R. 
Fletcher,  Jr.  (Cleve  Wharton),  Mrs. 
Joseph  L.  Carlton  (Tempe  Yarborough), 
Mrs.  Ben  S.  Willis  (Agnes  Peschau) ,  Mrs. 
John  A.  Glenn,  Jr.  (Betsy  Hobby),  Mrs. 
Charles  J.  Tucker  (Betsy  Rodwell).  Mrs. 
M.  Garnett  Saunders,  Jr.  (  Georgia  Good- 
son),  Mrs.  Paul  Wright  ( Melba  Cham- 
blee).  Mrs.  Wallace  Dunn,  Jr.  (Emilie 
Hunt),  Mrs.  Lanie  Swartzell  ( Lanie 
Hales).  Christine  Gray,  Joan  Hassler, 
Elizabeth  Taylor,  Sally  Ann  Borthwick, 
Mary  Helen  James,  Margaret  Newman, 
Beverly   Hancock,    and   Amie   Watkins. 

These  came  in  spite  of  snow  and  ice 
when  other  meetings  were  being  canceled 
in  Winston-Salem. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone  were  entertained 
by  Dr.  Howard  Rondthaler,  president  of 
Salem  College,  and  Mrs.  Rondthaler.  at 
a  luncheon  at  the  college  on  Thursday, 
February  12.  They  were  the  guests  of 
Mrs.  James  A.  Gray. 

Agnes  Peschau  Willis,  secretary 
SCOTLAND  NECK 
The  Scotland  Neck  Chapter  is  planning 
to  have  a  meeting  earlier  than  the  usual 
May  meeting.  Nannie  Lamb,  president, 
reports  that  she  is  in  hopes  of  having  it 
either  in  March  or  early  April;  however, 
a  date  has  not  been  decided  on  yet. 


As  to  funds  for  redecoration  of  the 
dining  room,  the  chapter  hopes  to  report 
something  in  the  near  future. 

Nannie  Lamb,  president 
Chapter  News 
Mrs.   Francis   Harrell    (Sarah   Hall)    is 
now  living  at  3151  Martha  Custis  Drive, 
Alexandria,  Virginia.     Sarah  says  she  has 
several  classmates  as  neighbors. 

Louise  Hall  is  working  in  the  Refer- 
ence Department  of  the  Library  at  Chapel 
Hill.  Before  going  to  Chapel  Hill,  Louise 
was  in  the  Library  Department  of  the 
Army  Map  Service  in  Washington,  D.  C, 
for  two  years.  Mrs.  J.  H.  Durham  (Nan 
Smith)  spends  the  winters  with  her 
grandchildren  in   Dover,   Del. 

Mrs.  Sidney  Ray  Williams  (Anne 
Dupre  Bryant)  has  returned  to  Scotland 
Neck  where  her  husband  has  accepted  a 
position,  after  having  been  located  in 
Cleveland,  Ohio,  since  her  marriage. 

Madeline  Tripp,  who  has  been  County 
Supervisor  of  Halifax  County  Schools  for 
the  past  two  years,  has  accepted  a  posi- 
tion as  Supervisor  of  the  Henderson  City 
Schools  and  is  now  living  in  Henderson, 
North  Carolina. 

Mrs.  Richard  House,  Jr.  (Cornelia 
Clark)  is  doing  clerical  work  at  the  Hali- 
fax County  Hosiery  Mills  in  Scotland 
Neck. 

Born  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fletcher  Gregory 
a  daughter,  Mary  Louise,  November  15, 
1947.  Mrs.  Gregory  is  the  former  Mary 
Louise  Riddiek  of  Scotland  Neck.  Mary 
Louise  and  Fletcher  are  now  living  in 
Weldon,  N.  C. 

Born  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Green 
of  Scotland  Neck  a  daughter,  Mary  Hall, 
on  March  8,  1947.  Mrs.  Green  is  the 
former  Alethia  Johnson  of  Scotland  Neck. 
Mrs.  G.  R.  Gammon  (Rebecca  Bryant) 
has  moved  on  a  large  farm  several  miles 
from  Tarboro.  She  and  G.  R.  are  build- 
ing a  new  home  there  this  spring. 

Nannie  Lamb  is  teaching  in  Scotland 
Neck.  After  leaving  St.  Mary's,  she  went 
to  East  Carolina  Teachers  College  and 
received  her  degree.  She  has  been  in 
Scotland  Neck  for  several  years. 

Mrs.  David  Bryant  (Nannie  Shields) 
is  teaching  piano  in  Scotland  Neck, 
where  she  is  organist  at  Trinity  Episco- 
pal Church. 

Rebe  Shields  is  living  in  Raleigh  and 
working  with  Atlantic  Fire  Insurance 
Company.  Mrs.  Jerry  Brown  (Elizabeth 
Kitchen)   is  living  in  Acromac,  Va. 

Mrs.  J.  D.  Hall  (Sadiebelle  McGwigan) 
is  president  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary 
of  Trinity  Episcopal  Church. 

Kate  Parks  Kitchen  is  Dean  of  Girls 
at  the  Rocky  Mount  High  School. 

Nannie  Shields  Bryant,  reporter 
RALEIGH 
The  Raleigh  Chapter  of  the  Saint 
Mary's  Alumnae  Association  is  working 
on  plans  for  a  bridge  tournament,  the 
date  of  which  is  set  tentatively  for  late 
spring.  A  tournament  committee  will 
meet  within  the  next  few  weeks  to  draw 
up  plans.  The  primary  purpose  of  the 
tournament  will  be  to  stimulate  interest 
among  the  younger  alumnae  in  their  Ra- 
leigh Chapter. 

A  check  for  $50.00,  left  from  the  1947 
treasury,  has  been  placed  in  the  Dining 
Room  Fund  from  our  chapter.  Three 
Williamsburg  type  lamps  and  wooden 
posts  have  been  put  up  at'  the  center 
walk  from  Smedes  Hall  by  our  chapter 
and  they  are  very  attractive.  Ivy  will 
be  planted  to  trail  up  the  posts. 

Elizabeth  Walker,  treasurer,  has  con- 
ducted a  far-reaching  and  immensely 
successful  drive  for  memberships  among 
Raleighites.     Due  to  her  efforts  in  send- 
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ing  out  approximately  500  mimeographed 
letters,  a  gratifying  response  of  75  mem- 
berships have  poured  so  far  into  the 
alumnae  office  with  more  coming  in  every 
day. 

Agatha    Chipley,    president 
Chapter  News 

The  last  few  months  have  been  busy 
ones,  indeed,  for  the  members  of  the  Ra- 
leigh Alumnae  Chapter.  In  fact,  the  new 
officers  had  hardly  been  installed  before 
things  started  happening. 

Among  the  new  additions  to  SMS  fami- 
lies here  are  the  following:  a  son,  born 
to  the  James  H.  Pou  Bailey's  (the  former 
Fiquet  Pate)  in  January;  a  son,  born  to 
the  James  Cordon's  (the  former  Matilda 
Ehriiighaiis)   in  January. 

Members  who  have  left  us  via  marriage 
are  Betsy  John  West,  wed  to  John  Odell 
of  Concord  in  October;  and  Betsy  Ann 
Poii,  who  married  Roland  McClamrock 
of  Chapel  Hill  in  December.  Sue  Tucker 
Eason  and  Thomas  Briggs  were  also  mar- 
ried in  October  but  we're  glad  to  say  that 
Sue  Tucker  will  make  her  home  in  Ra- 
leigh. 

Helping  to  make  up  for  lost  members 
is  Mrs.  Rufus  Dalton  (Ruth  Sherrill)  a 
former  SMS  girl  who  has  moved  here 
from  Charlotte,  and  Mary  Ann  Dixon, 
who  has  come  back  to  Raleigh  from  Wil- 
mington. 

We're  sorry  to  have  to  report  some  bad 
news,  too.  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Winfree  (the 
former  Elizabeth  Hinsdale)  suffered  a 
broken  hip.  But  we're  happy  to  say  she 
is  recuperating  nicely. 

Members  of  our  group  who  are  mak- 
ing good  in  the  business  world  include 
Bitty  Grimes,  who  has  assumed  a  posi- 
tion as  assistant  to  Ann  Riddick,  interior 
decorator. 

Henriette  Hampton  Morris,  reporter 

CHAPEL  HILT, 

The  defunct  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae 
Club  of  Chapel  Hill  held  a  reorganiza- 
tion meeting  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Frank 
Porter  Graham  on  February  3,  1948. 
Since  the  club  had  had  no  formal  organi- 
zation for  several  years,  the  first  busi- 
ness of  the  day  was  the  election  of  offi- 
cers. The  nominating  committee  pre- 
sented the  following  slate,  which  was 
subsequently  elected  by  acclamation: 
President,  Mrs.  E.  K.  Powe  III;  Vice- 
President,  Mrs.  Lee  Howard;  Secretary, 
Kathryn  Norman:  and  Treasurer,  Mrs. 
Henry  House,  Jr. 

Mrs.  Powe  then  took  charge  of  the 
meeting  and  introduced  Dr.  Richard  G. 
Stone,  president  of  Saint  Mary's  School, 
who  talked  for  a  short  while  on  changes 
at  Saint  Mary's,  both  physical  changes 
and  changes  in  the  faculty.  Mrs.  Powe 
next  introduced  Miss  Jane  Bell,  alumnae 
secretary  of  Saint  Mary's,  who  told  the 
Club  about  the  organizing  and  reorgan- 
izing of  alumnae  clubs  in  Virginia  and 
North  Carolina.  She  reported  on  a  proj- 
ect which  these  clubs  are  sponsoring — 
that  of  redecorating  the  dining  room  at 
Saint  Mary's — and  asked  if  the  Chapel 
Hill  Club  would  like  to  help  raise  funds 
for  this  project. 

The  Club  voted  that  a  committee  be 
appointed  to  look  into  the  matter  of  rais- 
ing money  for  the  redecoration  of  the 
dining  room.  Mrs.  Powe  appointed  the 
following  members  to  serve  on  this  com- 
mittee: Barnie  White  Rawl,  Chairman; 
Marie  Walters  Colton;  Dorothy  Rnrhn 
Scott;  Sallie  Lee;  and  Mrs.  Brent  Drane. 
This  committee  met  on  February  2  6  with 
Mrs.  Powe  and  decided  to  give  a  dance 
for  the  Chapel  Hill  high  school  students 
in  May. 


Since  there  was  no  further  business 
the  meeting  was  adjourned,  and  Mrs. 
Graham  entertained  the  Club  and  alum- 
nae attending  UNC  at  a  social  hour.  The 
list  of  alumnae  who  attended  this  meet- 
ing is  attached   to  this  report. 

Kathryn  Norman,  secretary 

Alumnae  attending  the  meeting  were 
as  follows:  Mrs.  Frank  P.  Graham 
( Marian  Drane ) ,  Mrs.  E.  K.  Powe,  III 
(Sibyl  Goerch),  Mrs.  R.  P.  Badham  (Hen- 
rietta Ragland),  Mrs.  Collier  Cobb,  Sr. 
(Mary  Knox  Gatlin),  Mrs.  H.  C.  House, 
Jr.  (Helen  Badham),  Mrs.  Lawrence  F. 
London  (Emily  Dewey  Mitchell),  Mrs. 
Dean  C.  Engstrom  (Kay  Roper),  Mrs. 
Don  E.  Scott,  Jr.  (Dorothy  Haywood  Ruf- 
fin).  Mrs.  J.  E.  Wadsworth  ( Lallah  Pal- 
mer), Mrs.  Ed  Rawl,  Jr.  (Barnie  White), 
Mrs.  H.  E.  Colton  (Marie  Walters),  Mrs. 
C.  W.  Porter  (Sookie  Buchanan),  Mrs. 
Brent  Drane  (Florence  Thomas),  Betty 
Peirson,  Kathryn  Norman,  Peggy  Moran, 
Lib  Clinard,  Jane  Peete,  Barbara  Smith, 
Betsy  Tom  Lawrence,  Corinne  Grimsley, 
Nancy  Pendleton,  Anne  Huske,  Mary 
Leah  Thome,  Helen  Barnes,  Dabney  Lit- 
tle, Willie  Marjorie  Riddick,  Elizabeth 
Dempsey,  Mary  Glen  Slater,  Stella  Lassi- 
ter,  Henrietta  Thorp,  Jean  Roberts, 
Elizabeth  Myatt,  Ida  K.  Constable,  Sue 
B.  Everett,  Dorothy  Oakey,  Harriet  Gur- 
ley,  Sallie  Lee,  Sallie  MacNider,  and  Lula 
Vance. 

CHARLOTTE 

The  winter  meeting  of  the  Charlotte 
Alumnae  Chapter  was  held  January  16th 
at  the  home  of  the  president,  Mrs.  L.  B. 
Newell,  921  Berkeley  Avenue.  Mrs. 
Charles  Conner  is  the  treasurer,  and  Mrs. 
James  O.  Walker,  Jr.,  is  the  secretary. 

We  had  a  most  enthusiastic  .meeting 
with  about  3  0  present.-  We  voted  to  take 
up  for  our  project  the  complete  renova- 
tion of  the  school  dining  room  with  the 
assistance  of  all  the  other  alumnae  chap- 
ters of  the  Association. 

The  president  suggested  that  we  ask 
each  one  of  the  local  chapter  for  $5.00 
for  this  project  and  to  date  we  have  more 
than  $4  0.00.  Later,  in  the  spring,  we 
hope  that  the  girls  will  sponsor  a  card 
party  and  the  collection  from  the  card 
party  and  the  individual  gifts  we  hope 
we  can  have  a  very  substantial  sum  by 
commencement. 

It  is  the  hope  of  this  Chapter  that  suf- 
ficient funds  will  be  raised  by  commence- 
ment so  that  the  work  can  get  under  way 
immediately  and  completed  by  the  time 
the  girls  return  to  school  in  the  fall. 

We  all  were  greatly  pleased  that  Miss 
Jane  Bell,  alumnae  secretary,  could  be 
with  us  at  this  meeting  and  disappointed 
that  Mrs.  Davis,  the  alumnae  president, 
was  kept  from  being  with  us. 
Respectfully  submitted, 

Annie   Rogers  Newell,   president 

The  following  alumnae  attended  the 
meeting:  Mrs.  J.  Emmett  Sebrell,  Jr. 
(Alice  Bell),  Mrs.  Esson  McCanless  (Mil- 
dred Milmow),  Mrs.  J.  Reid  Shoemaker 
(Beatrice  Josephs),  Mrs.  James  E.  Mac- 
Dougall  (Frances  Park),  Mrs.  William 
A.  Graham  (Jessica  Vann),  Mrs.  Tom- 
linsou,  Jr.,  Mrs.  William  A.  Hart  (Mary 
Shaw),  Mrs.  William  Gilliam.  Mrs.  R.  H. 
Crawford,  Jr..  Mrs.  W.  T.  Ragland,  Jr. 
(Anna  Wood),  Mrs.  John  T.  Richardson 
(Mary  Withers),  Mrs.  Charles  H.  Con- 
ner, Jr.  (Alice  Alexander),  Mrs.  L.  B. 
Newell  (Annie  Rogers),  Mrs.  R.  W. 
Haynes  (Rosalie  Wilkinson),  Mrs.  James 
O.  Walker  (Mary  Haynes),  Beverley  Har- 
rison, Ida  Quintard,  Carrie  Mclver 
Wilkes,  Helen  Boyle,  Betsy  Thomson, 
and  Easdale  Shaw. 


The  Charlotte  Chapter  has  collected 
$46.50  (February  26)  for  the  Dining 
Room  Fund,  and  more  conies  in  daily. 
Congratulations!  Definite  plans  for  the 
May  meeting  have  not  been  made  yet. 
Officers  of  the  chapter  are  planning  to 
attend  the  general  alumnae  meeting  on 
Saturday,  June  5,  at  Saint  Mary's  School. 

TARBORO 

The  Tarboro  Chapter,  which  reorgan- 
ized on  October  23,  1947,  needs  a  presi- 
dent. 

Kate  Johnson,  secretary-treasurer,  has 
sent  out  a  mimeographed  letter  to  the 
Tarboro  alumnae  to  collect  the  dues,  but 
there  was  little  response.  Louise  Bryan 
Ballard  (Mrs.  J.  P.),  vice-president,  has 
been  helping  with  the  chapter.  It  is 
hoped  that  they  will  meet  soon  and  elect 
a  president. 

Chapter  News 

The  big  news  with  the  Tarboro  alum- 
nae is  that  the  Calvary  Church  has  a 
rector,  having  been  without  one  since 
September.  The  Rev.  Treadwell  Davison 
of  West  Point,  Va.,  accepted  the  call  and 
took  up  his  new  duties  the  first  Sunday 
in  February.  One  of  his  first  missions 
was  to  have  birthday  prayers  with  Mrs. 
S.  S.  Nash  (Annie  Gray  Cheshire),  who 
celebrated  her  S9th  birthday  on  Febru- 
ary  7. 

Mrs.  Haughton  James  (Isabel  Clark), 
'0  7,  of  Wilmington,  is  visiting  her  sis- 
ter. Nan  Clark,  in  Tarboro.  Nan  was 
valedictorian  of  her  class  in  1S97.  Isabel 
is  also  visiting  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Tom 
Grainger  (Alice  James),  '37,  who  has  a 
daughter,   Jean,   born   on  Christmas  Day. 

Mrs.  Henry  Johnston  (Lizzie  Nash), 
'9  7,  has  just  returned  from  a  visit  to 
Florida,  where  she  spent  two  weeks  with 
her  sister,  Mrs.  J.  Laurence  Sprunt  (An- 
nie Gray  Nash),  '03,  at  Belleair.  On  her 
way  home  she  stopped  in  Eustis,  Fla..  to 
visit  her  godchild,  Mrs.  Webb  Loy  (Vir- 
ginia Thijipen),  '23,  who  expects  to  enter 
her  daughter  at  Saint  Mary's  in  the  near 
future.  Virginia  is  active  in  church  work 
in  Eustis. 

Mrs.  Worth  Wicker  (Ella  Pender).  "IS. 
of  Tarboro,  is  the  leading  soprano  in 
the  choir  and  part-time  organist.  Mary 
Hester  Lewis.  '22,  is  counsellor  for  the 
young  people  of   Calvary   Parish. 

We  are  glad  to  report  that  Mrs.  Wil- 
liam H.  Fillmore  (Martina  Carr),  '22, 
has  moved  back  to  Tarboro  from  Cali- 
fornia. She  and  Col.  Fillmore  have  pur- 
chased the  old  Killebrew  place  at  Nobles 
Mill  and  have  made  a  beautiful  home 
there  called  "Chosumneda."  Her  daugh- 
ter, Martina,  '47,  is  now  at  the  School 
of  Horticulture,  Ambler,  Pa.;  Joan  is  at 
Smith  College,  and  Bill,  her  son,  is  at 
Wood  Academy. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Rawls  Howard  (Made- 
line Jenkins),  '2S,  have  a  young  son, 
Rawls,  Jr.  Mrs.  Ben  Bronson  ( Delia 
Clark),  '95,  is  spending  some  time  with 
Mrs.   Fielding  Jeter  at  Virginia  Beach. 

Betty  Edwards  McNair  (Mrs.  Robert), 
'44,  is  at  home  on  a  visit  from  Medway. 
Mass.,  where  Bob  is  Rector  of  Christ 
Church.  She  has  a  young  son,  Robert, 
Jr.  Kate  Johnson  is  secretary  to  the 
president  of  the  Carolina  Telephone  and 
Telegraph  Co. 

Annie  Gray  Cheshire  (Nancy)  Nash, 
daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash 
(Jacqueline  Drane),  '29,  has  been  ac- 
cepted as  a  pupil  at  Saint  Mary's  for  the 
next  term. 

Lizzie  Nash  Johnston,  reporter 
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OXFORD 

Mrs.  Charles  H.  Brewer  and  Mrs.  G. 
P.  Duffy  have  been  consulted  about  the 
Oxford  alumnae,  and  hopes  are  high  for 
a  chapter  there. 

RICHMOND 
Mrs.  Travis  W.  Poole  (Helen  Mont- 
gomery), president  of  the  Richmond 
Chapter,  held  a  Stanley  Party  at  her 
home  on  February  24  as  their  project  to 
raise  funds  for  the  redecoration  of  the 
dining  room. 

Helen  explains  the  idea  as  follows — 
"The  Stanley  Company  sells  wares  at 
parties  in  hemes  and  our  chapter  gets  a 
certain  percentage  of  the  profits.  It's 
an  easy  way  to  make  money  and  I  sug- 
gest it  for  other  clubs.  There  are  rep- 
resentatives in  North  Carolina."  Hope 
it  was  successful! 

Anne  Dickerson  Carleton  (Mrs.  W.  D.), 
secretary,  has  written  a  complete  chapter 
history  for  the  alumnae  files.  A  good 
idea  for  every  chapter! 

Chapter    News 

Mildred  Chappell,  '46,  is  engaged  to  be 
married  to  Wilson  Allen,  a  student  at 
the  University  of  North  Carolina  at 
Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Virginia  Noel]  Riddle,  '29  (Mrs.  Floyd) 
has  two  children:  Petey,  age  12,  and 
Jacqueline,  age  5.  Lib  Adkins  Jones, 
'42,  says  "Wish  you  Saint  Mary's'  girls 
would  call  me  when  you  come  to  Rich- 
mond— 7-3888."  Frances  Walker  Dodd, 
'13,  is  back  in  her  home  after  the  de- 
structive fire  in  June  of  last  year. 

Pauline  Chears  Phillips.  '21  (Mrs. 
Harry)  has  a  son  nine  years  old.  Leslie 
Bitter  Thompson  I  Mrs.  Edwin).  They 
live  in  Richmond  and  have  a  daughter 
8  years  old. 

Mrs.  John  Carlyle  Kinlaw  (Helen  Ann 
Hocutt),  '42,  is  working  in  Richmond 
while  her  husband  attends  Dental  School 
at  the  Medical  College  of  Virginia.  Her 
address  is  4614  West  Franklin  St.,  Rich- 
mond. Virginia. 

Mrs.  William  Douglas  Carlton  (Anne 
Dickenson),  says,  "Same  old  stuff — one 
child — son — nothing  happens." 

Helen  Bedfern  Stone,  4312  Old  Brook 
Rd.,  Richmond,  Virginia,  tells  us,  "I  gave 
up  my  work  as  a  medical  technologist 
at  the  Medical  College  Hospital  and  have 
found  being  a  housewife  much  more  in- 
teresting." Helen  Montgomery  Poole 
(Teeny).  '3  9,  has  two  sons  now — Travis, 
Jr.,  3  years  old.  and  Rodney  Montgomery 
Poole,   born  September   4,   1947. 

Virginia  Hart,  reporter 
ROCKY   MOUNT 

An  evening  meeting  of  the  Rocky 
Mount  Alumnae  Chapter  was  held  Janu- 
ary 30  at  the  Braswell  Memorial  Library 
with  Nancy  Brantley  Wilson  (Mrs.  Frank- 
lin), president,  presiding. 

Plans  were  made  for  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Richard  Stone,  and  Jane  K.  Bell  to  at- 
tend our  next  luncheon  meeting  in  March. 
Also  plans  for  a  project  were  discussed; 
however,  because  of  severe  weather,  noth- 
ing has  begun  as  yet. 

Mrs.  I.  D.  Thorpe  (Julia  Buss),  treas- 
urer, collected  the  dues,  and  the  chapter 
list  has  been  brought  up  to  date  for  the 
alumnae  files. 

Mrs.  William  Harrison  (Kate  Spruill), 
Mrs.  Gray  Temple  (Maria  Drane).  Mrs. 
I.  D.  Thorpe  (Julia  Buss),  Mrs.  Frank- 
lin Wilson  (Nancy  Brantley),  Jean  Sulli- 
van, and  Philip  Edwards  attended  the 
meeting. 

Jean    Sullivan,    reporter 

SALISBUBY 

Mrs.  R.  L.  Bernhardt  has  corrected 
the  chapter  list,   but  there  is  no  chapter 


organized  nor  a  meeting.     Who  will  vol- 
unteer? 

DURHAM 

The  Durham  Alumnae  Chapter  met  at 
the  home  of  the  president,  Mrs.  J.  M.  M. 
Gregory.  Jr.  (Katherine  Jamieson), 
Tuesday  night,  February  17,  with  the 
hostess  presiding. 

Various  methods  of  raising  funds  by 
our  chapter  to  be  used  toward  improve- 
ments at  Saint  Mary's  were  considered, 
and  these  suggestions  were  turned  over 
to  the  project  chairman,  Mrs.  Watts 
Carr,  Sr.,  for  the  actual  planning  of  a 
project  to  take  place  in  April.  Among 
the  suggestions  were  a  series  of  bridge 
luncheons,  matc.hpoint  bridge  tourna- 
ment,  and  bridge  lessons. 

The  treasurer,  Gertrude  Webb,  col- 
lected the  dues  from  the  members.  The 
chapter  list  has  been  corrected  and  sent 
into  the  alumnae  office. 

Attending  the  meeting  were  Mrs.  L.  A. 
Tomlinson  (Jess  Carroll),  Mrs.  Frank 
Webb  (Gertrude  Winston),  Mrs.  Fred 
Carrington  (Page  Gannaway),  Mrs.  Gor- 
don Smith  (Jean  Poe) ,  Mrs.  Albert  Carr 
Katherine  Legg),  Mrs.  Watts  Carr,  Jr. 
(Ihrie  Pou),  Mrs.  J.  H.  Mallard  (Eliza- 
beth Davis),  Mrs.  J.  M.  M.  Gregory,  Jr. 
(Katherine  Jamieson),  Mrs.  J.  P.  Mallard 
(Elizabeth  Davis).  Gertrude  Webb,  and 
Frances  Adams. 

Elizabeth  D.   Mallard,   secretary 

Chapter    News 

Katherine  Jameison  Gregory  (Mrs.  J. 
M.  M.,  Jr.),  '32,  has  a  lovely  new  home 
on  16  22  University  Drive,  Durham.  Polly 
Pinner  Graham  (Mrs.  A.  H.,  Jr.),  '37, 
had  a  son,  A.  H.,  Ill,  born  in  January. 

Elise  Broocks  Markham  (Mrs.  Jack), 
'40.  had  a  daughter,  Elsie,  II,  born  on 
October  20.  Ihrie  Pon  Carr  (Mrs.  G. 
Watts,  Jr.)  and  Mrs.  J.  A.  Robb,  Sweet 
Briar  alumnae,  have  started  a  business 
of  custom  made  clothes  for  children, 
sizes    2-6,    specializing   in    smocking. 

A  number  of  former  Saint  Mary's  girls 
now  live  in  a  group  of  small  homes  built 
by  their  veteran  husbands  at  the  end  of 
the  war.  all  on  Lakewood  Ave.,  Durham. 
The  group  includes  Mrs.  Haywood  Smith 
(Ann  Burr),  '3  7,  Mrs.  G.  Watts  Carr 
(Ihrie  Pou).  '41,  Mrs.  J.  H.  Mallard 
(Elizabeth  Davis),  '32,  and  Mrs.  A.  G. 
Carr  (Katherine  Legg),  '4  4.  We  have  a 
grand  time  together,  cooking  and  visit- 
ing. 

Frances  Powe,  ex '42,  is  now  a  working 
girl  at  Duke  Hospital,  as  is  Mary  Pierce 
Johnson,  '44,  who  is  an  assistant  to  Dr. 
Ted  Atwood.  Mrs.  Watts  Norton,  '24,  is 
vacationing  in  Florida.  Gertrude  Webb, 
'3  6,  is  working  in  the  business  office  at 
Duke  Hospital,  and  is  now  office  super- 
visor. Margaret  Jamieson  Cooley  (Mrs. 
Richard  I  of  Salisbury,  Md.,  visits  her 
sister.  Katherine,  in  Durham  often.  So- 
phronia  Webb,  '30,  is  working  in  the 
Public  Library. 

Katherine  Legg  Carr,   reporter 

WILSON 

The  Wilson  Alumnae  Chapter,  headed 
by  Mrs.  Jimmy  Dempsey,  Jr.  (Tassie 
Fleming),  gave  a  Valentine's  dance  for 
the  high  school  set  on  Friday  evening, 
February  6,  at  St.  Timothy's  Parish  house 
to  raise  funds  for  the  redecoration  of  the 
dining  room. 

The  Valentine  motif  was  carried  out 
in  the  decorations,  and  iced  drinks  and 
cakes  were  served  during  intermission. 
Zerkle  Brothers  orchestra,  from  Club 
Carlyle  in  Rocky  Mount,  gave  their  serv- 
ices for  the  evening. 

Approximately  100  people  attended  and 
the    dance   was    a    big   success.      The    ad- 


mission   was    $.50    a    couple    and    $.30    a 
stag. 

A  total  of  $25.75  has  been  sent  in  for 
the  Dining  Room  Fund  from  the  Wilson 
Chapter. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Nash  Farris  (Mrs. 
Robert  A.),  secretary-treasurer,  has  col- 
lected the  dues  from  the  members.  The 
chapter   list   has   been   corrected. 

Tassie  Fleming  Dempsey,  president 
WAKE    FOREST-FBANKLINTON 

A  meeting  was  held  at  the  home  of 
Mary  Gilmer  Cocke,  '45,  in  Wake  Forest, 
on  February  18,  in  an  attempt  to  organ- 
ize the  Wake  Forest  and  Franklinton 
alumnae  into  an  active  chapter.  Jane  K. 
Bell,  alumnae  secretary,  attended,  but 
because  of  slack  attendance,  only  tenta- 
tive plans  could  be  discussed  as  to  or- 
ganization. 

The  hostess  served  tea  and  refresh- 
ments and  the  alumnae  enjoyed  talking 
about  Saint  Mary's — old  and  new. 

Mrs.  Thurman  Kitchin  (Reba  Clark), 
'07,  Gilmer  Cocke,  '45,  Leigh  Williams, 
'46,  of  Roanoke  Rapids,  and  Peggy 
Swindell,  '47,  of  Washington,  N.  C,  at- 
tended. Leigh,  Gilmer  and  Peggy  are 
students  at  Wake  Forest  College.  Gilmer 
has  been  quite  active  in  dramatics  and 
has  taken  several  parts  in  the  college 
productions. 

WABBENTON 

Mrs.  W.  Lunsford  Long,  president,  has 
been  consulted,  but  the  Chapter  has  not 
met  so  far  this  year.  Charles  A.  Tucker 
of  Warrenton,  who  calls  Saint  Mary's 
his  "daughter,"  says  he  will  get  behind 
the  alumnae  here. 

WASHINGTON,   D.   C. 

Dora  Winters,  '43,  with  the  help  of 
Mildred  Betts,  Mrs.  John  Ely  Burleson 
(Eleanor  Jackson),  and  Mrs.  Rhett  Win- 
ters (Eliza  Knox),  has  set  tentative  plans 
for  a  luncheon  meeting  of  the  Washing- 
ton and  near-by  alumnae  on  Friday, 
March  19,  at  the  Kennedy-Warren  Hotel. 
This  committee  plans  to  send  out  a  letter 
to  the  alumnae  telling  them  about  the 
meeting.  Jane  K.  Bell,  alumnae  secre- 
tary, plans  to  attend. 

WASHINGTON,    N.   C. 

Mrs.  Sam  Tim  Carter  (Tay  Fowle), 
'40,  has  been  consulted,  but  no  word  has 
been  received  in  the  Alumnae  Office  as 
yet.  It  is  hoped  that  a  chapter  will  be 
formed  here,  as  there  is  an  increasing 
number  of  girls  from  there  coming  to 
Saint  Mary's  each  year. 

At  present  Isabel  Blount  Carter,  Lu- 
cinda  Edwards,  Josephine  Hoyt,  and  Bar- 
bara Gray  Ramsay  are  students  at  Saint 
Mary's  and  there  are  over  3  0  alumnae 
living  in  Washington.  Who  will  get  busy 
and  organize  a  chapter? 

WILMINGTON 

Mrs.  Thomas  Wright  (Hannah  Knowl- 
ton),  Mrs.  David  S.  Harriss  (Frances 
Iloggard) ,  Mrs.  J.  Laurence  Sprunt  (An- 
nie Gray  Nash),  first  vice-president  of 
the  Alumnae  Council,  Mrs.  Raymond 
Holland  (Carolyn  Northrop),  and  Mrs. 
Kenneth  M.  Sprunt  (Betsy  Long)  have 
been  consulted  concerning  the  formation 
of  an  alumnae  chapter  in  Wilmington. 
There  are  over  125  alumnae  there  and 
plans  are  being  discussed  for  a  meeting 
in  April.  Dr.  Richard  Stone  visited  here 
on  February  25-26  and  reports  that 
there  is  much  interest  in  Saint  Mary's 
in  Wilmington. 

NEW   BERN 

Frances  Roberts,  '36,  has  been  in- 
formed of  the  Council's  aim  to  have  an 
alumnae  chapter  in  New  Bern.  It  is 
hoped  that  Frances  and  Mary  Boylan, 
'40,  will  get  busy  and  help  form  a 
chapter. 
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News  of  Classmates  —  1896  -  1947 


1896 
Roberta    Phillips    Davis     (Mrs.    Harry 
T. ),    102    Logan    Court,    Raleigh,    writes, 
"I  have  always  held  a  tender  and  loving 
heart   for   Saint  Mary's." 
1906 
CLASS  CONTRIBUTOR:    Helen  Alston 
Godsey   (Mrs.  James  N. ),  DeRenne  Apts., 
81-A,  Savannah,  Ga. 

Dear  Old  Girls, 

Again  I'm  asked  to  write  a  little  of  the 
''ins  and  outs"  of  our  class,  so  I  will  try 
to  hit  the  high  spots. 

I  tossed  on  my  hat  recently  and  went 
to  see  Ruth  Foster,  30S  East  Hall  St., 
Savannah.  During  our  nice  conversation, 
Ruth  told  me  that  she  is  secretary  to  the 
Rector  of  St.  John's  Episcopal  Church  in 
Savannah,  and  has  held  this  office  for  the 
past  22  years.  We  had  a  time  trying  to 
recognize  any  trace  of  what  "used  to  be" 
and  telling  escapades  of  yesterday  at 
Saint  Mary's.  Ruth's  father  is  now  95 
years  old.  Ruth's  sister,  Georgia  Foster 
Fawcett  (Mrs.  Alexander  Robert),  lives 
in  Savannah,  too.  Her  address  is  202 
West  Bolton  St. 

Now  here  in  Savannah  is  Annie  Lynah 
Trosdal,  '14  (Mrs.  Reider  A.),  128  East 
44th  St.,  who  has  one  son,  Reider,  Jr., 
about  14,  and  a  very  handsome  boy.  Ann 
is  very  interested  in  church  work  (Christ 
Church). 

Sallie  Heyward  Sullivan,  '14  (Mrs. 
Alex  P.),  is  now  living  at  201  East  48th 
St.,  here  in  Savannah.  I  see  Sallie  quite 
often  at  Christ  Church.  Her  hobby  is 
cooking,  and  does  she  make  delicious 
goodies!  Sallie  has  two  children:  a  mar- 
ried daughter,  Mrs.  Fred  Armstrong,  of 
Cameron  Court  Apts.,  Raleigh,  and  one 
son,  Heywood  Townsend,  who  has  just 
returned  from  Japan  and  has  entered 
Georgia  Tech. 

As  for  me,  I'm  quite  a  traveler  and 
used  to  write  historical  plays  a  great 
deal.  I've  traveled  all  over  the  United 
States  and  in  Europe  on  the  Thomas 
Tours.  I  saw  many  interesting  things, 
but  this  was  all  long  ago.  My  hobby  is 
writing  and  producing  plays,  or  "elocu- 
tion," as  it  was  called  in  1906.  I  re- 
member my  teacher  at  Saint  Mary's,  Miss 
Unida  Cribbs,  now  wife  of  Prof.  Carroll 
Mann  of  Raleigh. 

It  was  good  to  return  to  Saint  Mary's 
in  the  fall  and  to  see  all  the  many  im- 
provements. And  also,  to  meet  the  new 
president.  Dr.  Stone,  whom  I  have  seen 
down  at  Converse  College,  my  second 
alma  mater. 

Dear  Classmates,  please  write  me  the 
news  about  yourselves.  I  would  enjoy 
hearing  from  you! 

1930 

Elizabeth    Cross    Williams     (Mrs.     Al- 
fred, Jr.),  of  Raleigh,  celebrated  her  25th 
wedding  anniversary  on   February   3. 
1931 

Elizabeth  St  earn  Phelps  (Mrs.  William 
L.),  2615  Shore  Dr.,  Norfolk,  Va.,  visited 
Saint  Mary's  on  February  20.  Elizabeth 
was  formerly  of  Belhaven. 

1933 — Reunion  1930 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Emily  Burgwyn 
Sneed  (Mrs.  Jackson  Marion),  Apt.  4,  3  3 
West  Lock  Lane,  Richmond  21,  Va. 

Dear  Class  of  19  25: 

I  sincerely  trust  that  the  appearance 
of  a  class  letter  in  the  BULLETIN  will 
inspire  our  class  to  have  at  least  two  or 


three  letters  annually.  It  is  earnestly 
hoped  that  every  member  of  the  class 
will  put  forth  a  real  effort  to  contribute 
some  news  each  time.  Be  sure  to  return 
very  promptly  the  cards  requesting  news 
about  yourself,  and,  better  still,  a  newsy 
letter  would  be  greatly  appreciated.  If 
you  have  failed  this  time,  don't  disap- 
point me  the  next  time. 

Elizabeth  Wood  McMullan  (Mrs.  Grice) 
is  living  at  1120  West  Avenue,  Richmond, 
Va.  "Lib"  has  a  daughter,  Betty,  age  15, 
who  is  in  the  sophomore  class  at  St. 
Catherine's  School,  Richmond,  and  she 
is  quite  the  "junior  deb."  Grice,  Jr., 
age  9,  attends  St.  Christopher's  School, 
Richmond.  Between  Lib's  home  duties 
and  her  many  social  and  civic  activities, 
her  days  are  crowded.  She  sees  some 
of  our  classmates  at  Nags  Head  each 
summer. 

Fenton  Yellott  Boogher  (Mrs.  Benton 
T.)  resides  in  Alexandria,  Va.,  and  her 
address  is  2609  Valley  Drive.  "Jackie" 
has  written  a  very  newsy  letter,  saying: 
"I  am  keeping  busy  and  happy  as  a 
'housewife'  with  church  activities, 
P.T.A.,  community  welfare  and  a  smat- 
tering of  politics  on  the  side.  My  hus- 
band is  in  business  here  in  Alexandria. 
Our  two  children  are  fine  youngsters  and 
a  great  pleasure  to  us.  Our  son,  Benton, 
Jr.,  was  15  on  January  31  and  is  in 
boarding  school — the  Slade  School,  01- 
ney,  Maryland.  Our  daughter,  Fenton 
McGuire,  will  be  10  on  March  9  and  is 
in  the  fourth  grade  in  public  school." 

Mary  Wood  Hall  Heydenriech  (Mrs. 
Paul  Henry)  is  now  living  in  Tarboro, 
N.  C.  Mary  Wood  writes:  "My  daily 
life  doesn't  make  very  interesting  copy 
for  the  Saint  Mary's'  BULLETIN,  I'm 
afraid.  A  good  part  of  my  time  is  spent 
in  my  kindergarten  of  25  pupils,  which 
has  been  more  of  a  joy  than  a  job." 

Ariel  Close  writes:  "For  the  last  two 
years  I've  been  living  at  the  Marine  Base, 
Quantico,  Va.,  and  have  a  position  as  sec- 
retary to  the  Coordinator  Marine  Corps 
Schools."  Her  address  is:  Quarters  608-A, 
Marine  Barracks,  Quantico,  Va.  Ariel 
says  she  sees  Mary  Starke  Woods  and 
"Jackie"  Yellott  Boogher  once  in  a  while. 

Mary  Starke  Woods  (Mrs.  Edgar  Colin) 
is  living  at  "Nutshell,"  Hanover,  Va.  Her 
husband,  Colin,  is  a  prominent  dairyman. 
They  have  three  children,  Colin,  Jr.,  age 
IS,  who  operates  one  of  the  dairy  farms; 
Lucy  Brooke,  age  17,  who  attends  Mary 
Washington  College  at  Fredericksburg, 
Va.,  and  Michael  Campbell,  age  16,  at- 
tends high  school.  Mary  sees  Emily 
Burgwyn  Sneed  and  Ariel  Close  once  in 
a  while. 

Mary  Green  resides  at  109  First  St., 
N.E.,  Washington  2,  D.  C.  "Bobbie"  sent 
a  speedy  reply  to  my  SOS  for  news.  She 
writes:  "Since  1939  I  have  been  working 
in  the  Library  of  Congress  and  am  known 
as  a  shelflister  in  library  parlance.  I 
handle  government  documents — almost 
every  government  and  language.  I  have 
even  learned  the  Russian  alphabet. 
Whenever  I  attend  services  at  historic 
St.  John's  Episcopal  Church  here  I  have 
such  vivid  and  treasured  memories  of 
chapel  services  at  Saint  Mary's.  I  re- 
ceived Christmas  greetings  from  Cath- 
erine Menzies  Matthewes.  Emily  Burgwyn 
Sneed  and   Betty  Fell  Siegrist." 

Katherine  Morris  is  now  living  at 
A-101    Boylan    Avenue,    Raleigh,    N.    C. 


"K.  Morris,"  as  you  no  doubt  know, 
teaches  art  at  Saint  Mary's.  She  writes: 
"Wish  I  had  time  for  a  letter  today,  but 
am  rushing  to  be  what  we  used  to  call 
'Lady  of  the  Day.'  I  believe  the  correct 
title  now  is  'Hostess.'  I  am  very  happy 
teaching  art  at  Saint  Mary's,  but  can't 
get  used  to  sitting  in  Miss  Fenner's  same 
old  chair.  Do  you  remember  how  she 
used  to  ask  us  if  our  brains  were  made  of 
putty?  I  have  the  daughters  of  the  fol- 
lowing schoolmates  in  my  classes — 
'Babe'  Collier.  Lila  Henkle,  Nellie  Perry 
Cooper,  Ida  Hinnant  and  Adelaide  Boyl- 
ston.  They  are  almost  as  cute  as  their 
mamas! " 

Delia  Saunders  Munt  (Mrs.  J.  H.)  is 
now  living  at  2 6 OS  Rosedale  Avenue,  Ra- 
leigh, N.  C.  Delia  writes:  "I  have  a 
three  and  a  half-year-old  daughter  who 
keeps  me  very  busy.  Will  be  glad  to  help 
with  any  plans  for  a  reunion  in  1950,  if 
we  are  still  in  Raleigh,  and  I  am  sure 
we  will  be,  since  we  own  our  home  here." 

The  class  of  1925  extends  deepest  sym- 
pathy to  Betty  Ragland  Gregory  (Mrs. 
John  T. )  whose  husband  died  very  sud- 
denly on  January  23.  Our  hearts  go  out 
lo  her  in  this  great  sorrow.  Betty  has 
two  lovely  children — John  T.  Gregory, 
age  10,  and  Madge  Urquhart  Gregory, 
age  7.  I  am  confident  that  Betty  would 
be  greatly  comforted  in  hearing  from  her 
1925  classmates.  Her  address  is  1623 
Center  Street.   Little  Rock,  Arkansas. 

Willie  Skinner  Smoot  (Mrs.  Thomas 
A.,  Jr.)  lives  in  Greenville,  North  Caro- 
lina. Willie  sent  me  a  prompt  reply. 
She  wrote:  "Your  card  came  today  and, 
needless  to  say,  brought  back  many  fond 
memories.  There's  not  much  news  on 
my  end  of  the  line — I'm  fat  and  forty- 
two,  live  a  fairly  normal  life,  have  three 
children  that  keep  me  plenty  busy, 
haven't  been  divorced  and  still  love  my 
husband!  Called  Edna  Jones  Nixon  Daw- 
son last  summer  and  found  she  had  a 
new  baby.  Tried  to  contact  Ellen  Melick 
Rollins  but  she  was  not  in  Elizabeth  City 
at  the  time.  I  still  love  all  of  the  1925 
class  members  a  lot.  Let  me  hear  more 
from  you." 

Anna  Whaley  Smith  Elliott  (Mrs.  M. 
S.)  is  now  living  at  121  North  38th  Ave., 
Omaha,  Nebraska.  "Whaley"  answered 
my  letter  with  a  most  interesting  air 
mail  letter.  She  wrote:  "It  was  so  nice 
hearing  from  you  and  often  I  think  of 
Saint  Mary's  and  wonder  where  my  class- 
mates are,  how  many  children  each  has 
and  in  what  parts  of  the  world  they  are 
living.  I'd  love  to  hear  about  the  girls. 
A  pang  of  homesickness  goes  through 
me  when  I  think  of  all  of  you.  When 
you  see  Mary  Starke  and  Ariel  Close  give 
them  my  love  and  ask  them  to  write  to 
me.  Where  are  Miss  Morgan  and  Miss 
Turner?  I  have  two  children.  Sidney  is 
12  years  old  and  is  quite  tall  like  his 
father.  Anna  is  10  years  old  and  I'm 
not  sure  whether  she  will  be  short  like 
her  mother  or  not.  I  am  the  same 
'Whaley'  but  no  longer  'fare  on  just 
apples.'  Remember  me  to  all  I  knew  at 
Saint  Mary's." 

Bettie  Fell  Siegrist  (Mrs.  Henry  G.) 
lives  at  15  Farnsworth  Avenue,  Borden- 
town,  New  Jersey.  She  has  four  chil- 
dren— Sallie,  15.  attends  Saint  Mary's 
Hall  in  Burlington,  New  Jersey:  Gait, 
her  son,  is  13  and  goes  to  Moorestown 
Friends    School.      Margaret,    10,    attends 
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the  local  school,  and  little  Betsy,  4,  is 
still  in  the  "mud-pie  stage."  Bettie 
writes:  "My  greatest  problem  is  to  keep 
up  with  the  diversities  of  interests  such 
ages  have — at  least  it  keeps  me  agile! 
I  scarcely  ever  see  any  of  our  classmates, 
but  I  do  keep  in  touch  by  mail  with  Betty 
Ragland  Gregory.  Mary  Wood  Hall  Hey- 
denriech,  Katherine  Johnson  Watson  and 
Catherine  Menzies  Matthewes.  When  the 
last  BULLETIN  reached  me,  I  read  with 
pleasure  and  surprise  of  Ruth  Loaring 
Clark's  marriage.  She  and  her  husband 
came  out  to  an  egg-nog  party  we  gave. 
We  had  a  small  size  Saint  Mary's  re- 
union." 

My  days  are  busy  ones.  Between  teach- 
ing at  Saint  Christopher's  School  for 
Boys,  which  I  find  very  interesting,  and 
keeping  house  for  my  husband,  Jackson 
("Jack"),  who  is  an  executive  with  the 
Commonwealth  of  Virginia,  my  spare 
time  is  rather  limited.  However,  I  do 
find  time  to  write  to  several  of  my  Saint 
Mary's  schoolmates  and  frequently  I 
meet  Saint  Mary's  girls  in  Richmond  and 
we  have  a  grand  time  "chatting"  and 
living  over  happy  days  at  Saint  Mary's. 
I  thoroughly  enjoy  the  Richmond  Alum- 
nae meetings  and  it  is  always  delightful 
to  see  so  many  schoolmates.  I  often  see 
"Lib"  Wood  McMullan,  Pauline  Chears 
Phillips,  Anne  Ruffln  Sims  Wallerstein, 
Page  Byrd  Wood.  Elinore  Page  Parrish. 
Mary  Starke  Woods  and  Betty  Cabell 
Dugdale. 

It  is  hard  to  realize  that  2  3  years  have 
passed  since  our  graduation.  In  1950 
our  class  will  have  its  25th  reunion  and 
we  must  certainly  try  to  make  it  a  gala 
event.  Let  us  break  a  record  by  having 
all   of  our  class  present  at  the  reunion! 

Don't  forget  to  mail  your  dues  ($2.00) 
to  the  Alumnae  Secretary  of  Saint 
Mary's,  so  that  you  will  receive  the 
BULLETIN. 

All  of  the  class  of  1925  please  write 
to  me, 

1926 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Cleave  Shore 
Dodd  (Mrs.  Sim),  312  North  Torrey  Ave- 
nue, Ocala,  Florida: 

Dear  Class  of  '26, 

Have  you  paid  your  alumnae  dues  and 
are  you  receiving  your  BULLETIN?  Let 
me  hear  from  you. 

Margaret  R.  Bullitt  I  Mrs.  Guy  A. 
Cardwell.  Jr.),  Burnt  Mills,  Silver  Spring, 
Maryland,  wrote,  "Guy  taught  at  Chapel 
Hill  in  the  second  summer  school  and 
we — the  whole  family — had  a  delightful 
six  weeks'  visit  there.  I  saw  a  lot  of 
old  Saint  Mary's  girls — of  various 
classes;  Ann  Lawrence  Way  and  Mrs. 
Lawrence  came  over  for  supper  one 
night,  bringing  her  two-year-old  'Fuz,'  a 
charming  little  girl.  I  also  saw  Boots 
Badham  House  several  times.  Wish  I 
could  plan  for  reunion  but  think  it  would 
be  impossible  for  me  to  come." 

Dorothy  Daugherty  (Mrs.  James  Bates 
Rankin).  Box  88,  Yuma,  Arizona,  writes 
"(Don't  faint!)  Just  returned  from 
grand  trip  to  Mexico  City,  Acapulcotta. 
Hear  often  from  Ruth  Loaring  Clark. 
Seldom  receive  word  from  other  old 
S.M.S.   girls.      Best   to   you,   Cleave." 

.Alice  Dewar  (Mrs.  Raymond  Lee  Har- 
ris), P.  O.  Box  192,  Knoxville,  Tennes- 
see, writes,  "I  use  Mrs.  Alice  Dewar  Har- 
ris as  there  are  two  other  R.  L.  Harris 
families  in  Knoxville  and,  as  you  know, 
my  husband  is  not  living.  Had  a  pleas- 
ant trip  to  Washington  this  fall  and 
visited  two  evenings  with  Frances  Salis- 
bury— she    is    well — and    with    American 


Chemical  Society.  Doubt  if  I  would  ever 
get  any  work  done  if  I  had  her  lovely 
office  with  a  large  fireplace  in  it.  I'm 
still  struggling  with  T.U.A.  or  vice  versa. 
Thanks  for  keeping  up  with  us.  I  have 
no  ideas  on  a  possible  reunion.  Went 
to  Commencement  last  year  and  enjoyed 
a  visit  with  the  Lawrences.  Ann  L.  Way 
has  two  darling  children.  Col.  Pendle- 
ton, Sylbert's  father,  died  and  she  is  in 
Raleigh  with  her  mother." 

.Juliette  Halton  Smith  (Mrs.  Maxie 
Riddick,  US  Church  St.,  Scotland  Neck, 
N.  C,  states,  "This  card  was  misplaced. 
Today  when  I  found  it  and  saw  so  many 
'pleases'  decided  to  try  to  answer.  I 
have  two  children,  Julia  Lynn,  age  12, 
and  Hubert,  age  7.  Julia  Lynn  is  very 
much  interested  in  attending  Saint 
Mary's  in  the  future.  I  think  a  class 
reunion  would  be   nice." 

Cleave  Shore  (Mrs.  Sim  Dodd).  312 
North  Torrey  Ave.,  Ocala,  Florida.  Now 
it's  my  turn  and,  like  the  rest  of  you, 
haven't  much  to  "report."  Sim  and  I 
made  a  trip  to  Fort  Myers  in  January 
and  it  was  wonderful  to  see  so  many  of 
our  old  friends.  On  February  6th  we 
celebrated  our  14th  wedding  anniversary, 
and  Sim  remembered  and  came  forth 
with  a  nice  dinner  party  and  flowers,  so 
I  was  thrilled.  My  mother  is  still  with 
us  in  Ocala  and  will  celebrate  her  77th 
birthday  in  April. 

As  they  haven't  "fired"  me  as  Class 
'26  secretary,  I  am  hoping  that  each  and 
every  one  of  you  "old  girls"  will  con-' 
tinue  to  co-operate  with  me  and  make 
this  "attempt  on  my  part"  really  inter- 
esting and  worth  while.  So  please  write 
me   some    "news,    gossip   or   something." 

1027 

Laura  Owens  of  Charlotte  spent  the 
night  with  Martha  Dabney  Jones  at 
Saint  Mary's  on  November  3.  They  were 
roommates  at  Saint  Mary's. 


Suzanne,  Bob  and  Mary  Neville,  chil- 
dren of  .Mary  Perriii  Neville  Donald  (Mrs. 
R.  L.),  '20,  peer  out  a  car  window  at  us. 
Mary  lives  at  2503  29th  Ave.,  Meridian, 
Mississippi. 

192!) — Reunion    1949 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Elizabeth  Thom- 
as, 1915  Hanover  Avenue,  Richmond  20, 
Virginia. 

Dear  Class  of  1929, 

I  am  so  glad  that  Jane  asked  me  to 
write  our  class  letter  for  it  has  been  such 
fun  hearing  news  from  so  many  of  my 
classmates. 

The  first  card  to  arrive  was  from  Jo' 
Parker  Schaeffer  who  wrote,  "I  have 
been  living  back  at  home  since  Novem- 
ber, 1946.  when  I  left  the  service  at  the 
time   of   Dad's   death.      I'm   a   Recreation 


Technician  at  Veterans'  Hospital,  Oteen, 
N.  C. — have  been  since  September,  1947, 
and  love  it."  Josephine  was  a  lieutenant 
in  the  WAVES  during  the  war  and  while 
visiting  her  aunt,  Miss  Sally  Parker,  who 
also  went  to  Saint  Mary's,  had  lunch  with 
me.  She  certainly  looked  grand  in  her 
uniform. 

A  long  newsy  letter  from  Mary  Perrin 
Neville  (Mrs.  R.  L.  Donald)  at  2503  29th 
Avenue,  Meridian,  Miss.,  contained  pic- 
tures of  her  three  children — Bob,  who 
will  be  12  in  June,  Mary  Neville,  6  years 
old,  and  Suzanne,  5  years  old.  They  are 
a  fine  looking  trio.  Mary  says  Suzanne 
is'  the  prettiest  and  smartest  of  them  all. 
Mary  writes,  "My  husband  is  a  physician 
and  served  in  the  army  for  three  years. 
Do  wish  more  Saint  Mary's  girls  would 
travel  this  way.  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  Florence  Bowers  and  Mary  Law- 
rence several  years  ago  when  they  were 
down  this  way  on  business  with  their 
husbands."  Mary  sent  a  check  for  her 
alumnae  BULLETIN — hope  the  rest  of 
you  will  send  yours  in  to  Jane  or  to  me. 

Janice  Harbort  (Mrs.  H.  S.  Gilmore) 
wrote  from  Nichols,  S.  C. — "It  was  per- 
fectly wonderful  to  hear  from  you — wish 
I  had  time  for  a  long  letter  but  am  pack- 
ing hurriedly  to  go  off  for  a  few  days, 
while  Harold's  in  Chicago  at  a  medical 
meeting.  Will  write  you  tho'  real  soon. 
I  love  the  idea  of  a  reunion  in  '49.  Please 
let's  have  one!  I  have  two  lovely  daugh- 
ters— one  nearly  14  and  the  other  16  in 
July — the  older  one  will  be  at  Saint 
Mary's  in  September  as  a  freshman." 

I  haven't  heard  from  Jac'  Drane  Nash 
yet  but  I  hear  her  oldest  daughter  will 
be  at  Saint  Mary's  next  year,  too!  Cor- 
rect me,  Jac',  if  I'm  wrong — I  hear  you 
have  three  daughters  and  a  son — Saint 
Mary's  will  be  well  represented  by  the 
class  of  '29  in  the  future.  With  two 
daughters  of  classmates  at  Saint  Mary's 
next  year,  I  certainly  think  we  should 
have  our  reunion  so  they  can  welcome 
us  back  to  the  campus!  Everyone  seems 
to  want  the  reunion  next  year — if  it 
meets  with  the  approval  of  Saint  Mary's, 
we'll   meet   there   come   1949! 

Annette  Tucker  (Mrs.  Arch  T.  Allen, 
Jr.),  who  lives  at  2416  White  Oak,  Ra- 
leigh, N.  C,  writes — "Enjoyed  hearing 
from  you  and  will  write  a  newsy  letter 
later.  I  think  a  class  reunion  would  be 
grand!  My  best  to  you  and  Arthur." 
Speaking  of  that  brother  of  mine,  Arthur, 
who  came  down  to  see  me  and  ALL  THE 
GIRLS  AT  SAINT  MARY'S — he  married 
a  wonderful  Richmond  girl,  and  he's  in 
charge  of  the  Life  Insurance  Department 
of  Davenport  Insurance  Co.  here  repre- 
senting Fidelity  Mutual.  Betty,  his  wife, 
received  national  publicity  in  COLLIERS, 
February  14,  1948,  in  their  write-up  of 
the  General  Federation  of  Women's 
Clubs.  Betty  is  president  of  the  Ginter 
Park  Jr.  Woman's  Club  this  year. 

Meta  Stockard  (Mrs.  Richard  H.  Ma- 
son) of  King  William  Road,  Raleigh, 
says — "Sorry  I  have  no  special  news. 
Hope  we  can  have  a  reunion  in  '49. 
Would  love  to  see  everyone  again." 
Meta,  we'll  count  on  you  being  there  to 
welcome  us  with  all  the  other  Raleigh 
girls. 

Margaret  Cameron  writes  from  815 
Alameda  Blvd.,  Coronado,  Calif. — "Am 
now  working  as  an  X-ray  and  laboratory 
technician  in  two  doctors  offices.  Doing 
some  photography  on  the  side  and  last 
summer  had  a  wonderful  trip  to  Mexico 
City.  Flew  down  and  back.  Hope  to 
see  Boo  Collins  this  summer — some- 
where!   Tell  Jack  Drane  Nash  and  Nannie 
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and  everyone  hello  and  I  hope  to  get 
back  to  a  reunion  one  day."  Hope  Cam 
will  fly  here  for  our  reunion  in  '49.  I 
am  sorry  I  did  not  have  Cam's  address 
when  I  spent  five  weeks  with  Arthur 
and  Betty  in  Berkeley,  Calif.  Also  went 
to  Pasadena  for  a  visit  with  a  childhood 
friend  who  lives  there  now. 


.:::■■  ?~-  ■■  ■  *,. 

Pictured  above  is  the  lovely  home  of 
Jeannette  Gilkey  Cross  (Mrs.  Eugene, 
Jr.),   '2!S,   who  lives   in   Marion,   X.  C. 

Jeannette  Gilkey  (Mrs.  Eugene  Cross), 
of  Marion,  N.  C,  said  she  found  my  card 
when  she  returned  from  Florida— she 
writes,  "Sorry  to  say  I  have  only  one 
prospect  for  Saint  Mary's — Jeannette  II, 
who  is  eight  years  old;  my  sons,  Gene 
III,  thirteen,  and  John,  six,  will  be  com- 
ing to  Woodberry  in  Virginia.  It  was  so 
nice  to  hear  from  you  and  about  you. 
How  is  Arthur?  He  and  Gene  were  at 
State  College  at  the  same  time.  ...  I 
think  the  idea  of  a  reunion  of  1949  is 
wonderful.  .  .  .  Please  pardon  my  parent- 
al pride  in  sending  you  pictures  of  my 
children.  .  .  ."  Thank  you,  Jeannette, 
for  the  pictures — her  children  are  most 
attractive  looking.  She  sent  a  picture 
of  her  beautiful  home  too. 

Nannie  Crowder  writes  —  "Haven't 
done  anything  unusual.  We  are  in  the 
midst  of  a  deep  snow.  Will  write  later." 
Am  going  to  count  on  that,  Nannie,  for 
I  believe  you  owe  me  a  long  letter.  Nan- 
nie is  on  the  staff  of  the  Leslie  Perry 
Memorial  Library  in  Henderson — she  just 
has  to  walk  across  the  street  to  work. 
Nannie,  Mary  Laurens  and  I  were  to- 
gether at  the  Centennial  in  1942  and  we 
nearly  talked  ourselves  to  death.  Those 
of  you  who  missed  the  Centennial  of 
Saint  Mary's  missed  a  really  grand  event. 

So  far  I  haven't  heard  from  my  card 
from  Mary  Laurens  Withers  (Mrs.  J.  T. 
Richardson),  our  Economics  class  wizard. 
She  wrote  last  at  Christmas  from  her 
home  at  S39  Providence  Road,  Charlotte, 
N.  C.  Her  husband  is  a  grand  person 
and  is  connected  with  Aetna  Life  Insur- 
ance— she  was  quite  a  golfer  back  in 
Raleigh  —  hurry  up  and  write  again,  Mary 
Laurens. 

"Tea"  Thomas  hasn't  replied  to  my 
card;  however,  I  talked  with  her  on  the 
phone  when  I  was  through  Washington 
last  summer.  She  is  working  with  the 
Department  of  Agriculture,  and  says  she 
sees  Sara  Faulkner,  '28,  at  church.  I 
attended  a  convention  of  the  Altrusa 
Club  International  in  Washington  in  No- 
vember and  we  were  entertained  at  a 
tea  by  Mrs.  Truman  in  the  White  House. 
Babe  Taylor  is  married  and  is  farming 
in  New  England.  Clyde  Duncan  is  Mrs. 
James  D.  Herrman  now  and  is  living  in 
Dayton,  Ohio.     She  has  three  red-headed 


daughters,  prospects  for  Saint  Mary's. 
Kate  Kitchin  is  teaching  in  Scotland 
Neck. 

Virginia  Holt  was  recently  in  my 
library  building  to  attend  the  unveiling 
of  her  father's  portrait,  the  late  Justice 
Holt.  She  is  dean  of  Chatham  Hall  now. 
As  for  me,  I'm  a  reference  librarian  at 
Virginia  State  Library  after  working  at 
the  University  of  Richmond  for  many 
years.  I  love  my  work  and  am  always 
running  into  old  Saint  Mary's  girls. 
Nancy  Cox  Holbrook  wrote  recently  for 
some  advice  on  a  paper.  Her  husband 
is  a  doctor  in  Statesville  and  they  have 
a  son.  Lelia  Shewmake  lives  in  Lynch- 
burg, Va.,  and  is  n&w  Mrs.  E.  M.  Cow- 
ardin,  Chestnut  Hill  Apts.  She  has  a 
a  two-year-old  daughter  and  expecting 
another  soon.  Betsy  Latane  Turner,  '2S, 
and  Aileen  Mead  Payne,  '27,  were  at  the 
Bachelor  Club's  dance  Christmas.  Their 
daughters  should  be  prospects  for  Saint 
Mary's  as  well  as  Betty  Green  Fergu- 
son's daughter.  Jennie  Wall  MacRae 
(Mrs.  Andrew  Walker).  28,  is  living  in 
Rockingham  and  has  a  son,  Tommy,  who 
started  to  school  this  fall,  and  a  daugh- 
ter, Marion,  three  years  old.  Virginia 
Street  Spivey  (Mrs.  Delmar  Taf  t ) ,  '27,  is 
at  Marwell  Field,  Alabama,  where  Del- 
mar  is  Chief  of  Academic  Staff  of  the 
Air  University.  Her  son,  Pete,  is  16  and 
goes  to  military  school.  Rosamond 
Ames  Ahem  (Mrs.  John)  has  been  living 
in  Richmond  temporarily.  Anne  Brow- 
der  Gunn  (Mrs.  Fred),  '27,  has  recently 
moved  to  402  N.  Meadow  St.,  Richmond. 

Many  of  you  will  be  as  distressed  as 
I  was  at  the  death  of  Hildah  Hardy  Whit- 
ley (Mrs.  J.  N.),  '28,  in  Kinston  recently. 
She  left  her  husband  and  three  children: 
an  18-year-old  son,  and  twins,  a  boy  and 
girl,  13  years  of  age.  Hazel  Wrathersby 
Gary  of  Kinston  called  me  on  January 
24  to  tell  me  the  sad  news.  Hazel  has 
twins  too,  a  boy  and  a  girl. 

Tonight  a  "special"  arrived  from 
"Pank"  and  a  letter  from  Mary  Laurens, 
so  I'll  have  to  add  news  from  them  and 
hope  this  makes  the  "dead  line"  for  the 
press. 

"Pank"  (Emily  Wood)  Badham  (Mrs. 
Tom  C.  Coxe,  Jr.)  of  Cashua  St.,  Dar- 
lington, S.  C,  writes.  "For  news  I  have 
nothing  sensational — in  my  pursuit  of 
life,  love  and  happiness — I  have  found 
all  three.  I  am  at  present  engaged  in 
raising  camelias  and  children — both  of 
these  I  find  highly  fascinating.  I  think 
I  have  the  honor  of  having  the  most 
children — five  to  be  exact — of  anyone  in 
our  class.  "Pank's"  children  are  (1) 
Tom,  17,  who  graduates  this  Ju-ne  from 
Woodberry  Forest  in  Virginia;  (2) 
Emmy,  14,  "a  long,  tall,  blond  bombshell 
on  the  basketball  court;  (3)  Patricia, 
aged  ten;  (4)  Vick,  five  years  old;  (5) 
Ricky,  three  years  old.  Her  husband  is 
still  engaged  in  farming  and  in  lumber 
business. 

She  sends  news  of  Connie  Witscll 
(Mrs.  Fred  Terry)  of  Little  Rock,  who 
has  a  boy  and  a  girl.  This  letter  and 
one  from  Mary  Laurens  today,  too,  bring 
news  of  Sammy  Cummins  (Mrs.  Ed.  Wil- 
bern)  of  R.  F.  D.,  Pineville,  N.  C,  a  few 
miles  out  from  Charlotte.  Her  husband 
is  with  R.  S.  Dickson  Co.  Investment 
Banking  and  they  have  two  sons,  "Bo" 
and  John.  Sammy's  son  is  a  student  at 
Woodberry,    too. 

Mary  Laurens  writes  that  Sammy  is 
one  of  the  most  charming  people  she 
knows  and  that  both  Sammy  and  Mar- 
garet Montgomery  (Mrs.  Alex  McFad- 
den )     attend    her    church    in     Charlotte. 


Mary  Laurens  continues — "I  travel  a 
lot  with  Rich  and  try  to  go  to  Raleigh 
every  two  months.  I  spend  my  time  being 
happy.  It's  wonderful!"  She  seems  to 
be  a  busy  person  with  her  church  activi- 
ties, etc.  She  gives  us  further  news  of 
Annette  Tucker's  husband — "Archie  is  in 
the  state  legislature  and  may  run  for 
governor  in  four  years."  Best  of  luck  to 
both  of  you — Annette  and  Archie — and 
please  entertain  the  class  of  '29  at  the 
Governor's   Mansion   some   day! 

It  is  probably  a  good  thing  all  of  you 
did  not  respond  to  my  cards  at  present 
for  news  of  our  class  would  fill  the  entire 
BULLETIN  if  I  had  more  news  now. 
Those  of  you  who  haven't  written,  please 
write  as  early  as  possible.  Be  sure  to 
send  in  your  dues  so  you  can  keep  up 
with  our  class.  You  have  been  grand 
about  your  letters  and  cards  and  thanks 
a  million  times! 

I  feel  like  a  "back  number"  without 
a  husband  or  a  "chick"  to  write  about, 
but  my  "dear  public"  keeps  me  busy 
along  with  the  A. A. U.W. -Altrusa  clubs 
and  church  work.  Keep  in  mind  the 
idea  of  a  class  reunion  in  1949- — we'll 
certainly  have  one,  shall  we  say  with 
100  per  cent  present?  Keep  on  writing 
news  to  me  at  1915  Hanover  Ave.,  Rich- 
mond  20,  Va. 

urn 

Emma  Burns  Norris  Catlette  (Mrs.  R. 
W. )  and  children,  Anne  and  Ray,  Jr., 
are  living  in  South  America  where  Ray 
holds  a  position  with  an  oil  corporation 
in  Venezuela. 

l  934 

Maria  Long  Hunter  (Mrs.  Frank  P.), 
321  Hamilton  St.,  Roanoke  Rapids, 
writes  that  Corine  Marks  Schmidt.  '27, 
lives  across  the  street  from  her.  Corine 
has  four  children  and  has  lived  in  East 
Africa  for  IS  years.  She  has  two  daugh- 
ters that  should  be  Saint  Mary's  girls 
before   too    long. 

1 935 

Hannah  Knovvlton  Wright  (Mrs. 
Thomas),  The  Bishops  House,  Wilming- 
ton. N.  C,  writes  that  she  has  a  grand 
time  seeing  the  Saint  Mary's  girls  when 
she  goes  on  trips  with  Tom.  She  re- 
cently saw  Sarah  Cone  Simpson  and 
"Pepee"  Harding,  and  many  more.  Han- 
nah is  trying  to  help  reorganize  the  chap- 
ter in   Wilmington. 

1 936 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Louise  Bryan 
Ballard  (Mrs.  John  P.).  1005  St.  Patrick 
Street,  Tarboro,  N.  C,  with  the  help  of 
Mary  Richardson  Davis  (Mrs.  R.  G.  S., 
Jr.),  Henderson.  N.   C. 

Dear  Class  of  '36: 

Ruth  Long  (Mrs.  Peter  Williams)  has 
returned  to  Raleigh  after  living  for  some 
time  in  Morehead.     Has  two  little  ones. 

Alice  Cheshire  (Mrs.  Henry  Haywood) 
has  two  little  girls  (youngest  is  Mary 
Richardson  Davis'  godchild.  Betty  Bed- 
fern  (Mrs.  Thomas  L.  Moore)  has  two 
children — Tommy  and   Anne. 

Frances  Roberts  is  still  in  New  Bern, 
cute  as  ever  and  still  steering  clear  of 
matrimony. 

Maria  Tucker  (Mrs.  Paul  Waring 
Webb)  has  three  little  boys.  They  are 
in  Hartsville;  S.  C,  where  Waring  is 
teaching  at  Coker  College. 

Emily  Wescot  (Mrs.  Wade  Anderson, 
Jr.)  has  little  Emily  and  another.  "It 
arrived  shortly  after  she  was  in  Wilson 
and  thinks  it  was  Wade  III."  says  Mary. 

Jo  Person,  former  business  student,  is 
now    a    very    lovely    looking    nun    in    an 
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Episcopal  Convent,  which  is  what  she 
always  wanted.  Her  mother  says  she's 
very  happy. 
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Evelyn  Bag-by,  business  student,  mar- 
ried Harry  Montgomery,  star  quarterback 
of  Carolina's  famous  team  of  '35.  They 
recently  had  a  baby  boy,  I  think.  Carol 
Richardson  married  and  moved  to  South 
America.  No  specific  details.  ( Please, 
somebody  send  this  into  Jane.) 

Olivia  Root  (Mrs.  Richard  Edmunson) 
has  recently  moved  to  Smithfield  and 
was  lucky  enough  to  find  a  house.  She 
and  Richard  have  three  children — two 
boys  and  a  girl. 

Mary  Richardson  Davis  (Mrs.  R.  G.  S., 
Jr.),  president  of  the  St.  Mary's  Alumnae 
Association,  is  living  in  Henderson  in  a 
new  apartment  and  has  no  children  ex- 
cept a  Cocker  spaniel  and  the  alumnae 
secretary.  She  says  "She's  having  a 
grand  time  on  alumnae  trips  seeing  some 
of  the  old  girls,  as  we  are  so  repulsively 
called." 

Our  10  th  reunion  was  attended  by 
Alice  Cheshire  Haywood  and  Mary,  who 
says,  "Please  ask  the  girls  to  come  up 
for  the  alumnae  doings  this  commence- 
ment on  Saturday,  June  5." 

Mary  Harrow  Coleman  (Mrs.  J.  M., 
Jr.),  2  608  Kensington  Ave.,  Richmond. 
Va.,  says.  "Just  have  about  the  cutest, 
sweetest  lil "  16-months-old  boy  you  ever 
saw — that's  my  main  news!  I'm  crazy 
about  Richmond.  Go  to  alumnae  meet- 
ings and  see  many  gals  there.  Beverly 
Vann  Gilliam  lives  here.  Margarite  Dew- 
ey lives  in  Toano — near  here.  I  see  her 
occasionally.  Wish  everyone  would  come 
see  me— I  still  love  folks!" 

Bo  Peep  Hundley  says,  "I  am  working 
in  a  dress  shop  of  all  places — with  Betty 
Marshall.  I  still  have  the  old  look  and 
try  to  sell  the  new  one.  See  Annie  Tucker 
Webb  frequently.  Betsy  Taylor  is  back 
with  A.R.C.  at  Camp  Lejeune."  Bo  Peep 
was  in  the  Red  Cross  and  overseas  dur- 
ing the  war. 

Barbara  Harris  Collins  (Mrs.  John 
Gordon).  250  Momaronech  Road,  Scars- 
dale,  N.  Y.,  writes,  "We  are  moving  to 
St.  Louis,  Michigan,  35  miles  from  no- 
where, as  soon  as  we  can  find  a  house. 
John  (the  good  spouse)  is  government 
sales  manager  for  Michigan  Chemical 
now.     My  brood  of  four  are  marvelous." 

Nancy  Seeman  Upchurch  (Mrs.  H.  J.), 
118  W.  Seeman  St..  Durham,  N.  C,  re- 
ports "No  news — just  keeping  house  for 
a  husband  and  two  children." 

Martha  Ann  Farmer  Martin  <Mrs. 
Daniel  A.),  2404  Lafayette  Ave.,  Greens- 
boro, N.  C-,  reports  that  Mrs.  Robert 
Grady  (Alice  Smith),  925  Sedgefield  Rd., 
Charlotte,   had   a  son   born   January   1. 

Polly  Easley  Spruill  (Mrs.  Frank.  Jr.), 
c/o  Burlington  Mills.  Greensboro,  N.  C, 
says,  "We  moved  to  Greensboro  Septem- 
ber 1st  where  Frank  is  an  attorney  for 
Burlington  Mills.  Heard  from  Georgie 
Dando  Cole  Christmas  after  two  years 
of  silence.  She  now  has  a  son  and  a 
daughter.      Says  she  spends  all  her  time 


getting  her  daughter  dressed  up  for  her 
varied  social  life."  Polly  has  two  little 
girls  and  is  on  Alumnae  Council. 

Margaret  Jamieson  Cooley  (Mrs.  Rich- 
ard Maxwell),  1305  Russell  Ave.,  Salis- 
bury, Md.:  "At  present  and  for  keeps  if 
all  goes  well — Dick,  the  three  children 
and  I  are  happily  ensconced  in  our  home 
here  and  Dick  has  almost  completed  his 
freezing  (foods)  plant.  He  hopes  to  be 
in  operation  in  April." 

Rebecca  Williams  Long  (Mrs.  Luns- 
ford  Long,  Jr.),  205  E.  Franklin  St., 
Raleigh,  says,  "I  am  awaiting  Lun's  re- 
turn from  over  a  year  in  Japan — have  a 
week  more  to  go!  Then  this  summer  we 
go  back  to  Cleveland.  Hope  you  all  are 
fine — do  come  to  Raleigh  some  time! " 
She  has  a  little  boy. 

Adelaide  Win  slow  Crawley  (Mrs. 
Oliver) ,  2713  Lochmore  Drive,  Raleigh, 
N.  C,  "I  spend  practically  all  my  time 
right  here  at  home  with  my  time-con- 
suming six-months-old  Martha." 

Virginia  Lee  Simmons  (Mrs.  John  L.), 
35  Melrose  Avenue,  Asheville,  N.  C,  "We 
have  a  new  daughter  ( age  3  months ) 
who,  added  to  the  other  two,  keeps  me 
busy." 

Josephine  Gribbin  Northup  (Mrs.  I. 
N.),  All  Souls  Rectory,  Biltmore,  N.  C. 
"I  still  have  two  children— Josephine.  3, 
and  Fred,  2.  and  a  nice  husband.  Vir- 
ginia Lee  Simmons  (lives  here  in  Ashe- 
ville), has  three  girls  now.  We're  right 
in  the  middle  of  Biltmore  village!" 

Me — I'm  keeping  house  for  J.  P.  and 
Philip — Mary  Barrow's  son  is  almost  ex- 
actly the  same  age  and  you  know  who 
thinks  which  one  is  the  cutest.  He's 
just  "into-every  thing" — chattering  and 
always  finding  something  new.  He  is  17 
months  old. 

Other  Classes:  Nancy  Jernigan  of 
Ahoskie  is  here  in  Tarboro  working  in 
a  jewelry  and  gift  shoppe. 

Hope  next  time  we'll  get  a  better  re- 
sponse from  our  class.  Now  I  have  to 
get  on  snow  suits,  boots,  and  all  those 
extras  and  take  Philip  out.  He's  been 
cooped  up  here  in  the  apartment  with  a 
cold  and  because  of  the  snow  too  deep, 
he's  like  a  caged  lion.  We  gotta  go  out! 
*      *      * 

Mary  Rebecca  Harrow  Coleman  (Mrs. 
J.  M.,  Jr.),  2608  Kensington  Ave.,  Rich- 
mond, Va.,  writes,  "I  enjoy  the  Saint 
Mary's  alumnae  meetings  so  very  much, 
and  there's  a  grand  bunch  of  girls  here. 
My  little  boy,  Jimmy,  keeps  me  busier 
than  I  ever  was  at  Saint  Mary's  trying  to 
pass  my  work  and  have  fun,  too!" 

1937 

CLASS  SECRETARY :  Helen  Rose 
Duffy  (Mrs.  George  P.),  303  High  Street, 
Oxford,  N.  C. 

Dear  Girls: 

After  ten  years  (can  you  believe  it's 
been  that  long?)  of  keeping  in  touch 
with  all  of  you,  Janet  has  turned  this 
job  over  to  me.  I'm  getting  off  to  a 
terrible  start  though  and  must  confess 
that  I  have  lost  the  list  of  all  your  names 
and  addresses.  You  see  Aunt  Bert  had 
the  house  done  over  and  in  the  cleaning 
spree  I  lost  a  whole  box  of  important 
papers — the  list  among  them.  So  I  shall 
beg  for  a  card  from  each  one  of  you  (just 
a  card)   with  your  name  and  address. 

George  and  I  are  still  living  with 
Aunt  Bert  and  Uncle  Ebbie,  but  we  have 
finally  bought  a  home.  It  has  an  oil 
furnace  and  so  it  will  probably  be  spring 
before  we  can  get  enough  oil  to  move  in. 
Meantime  I  am  frantically  making  dra- 
peries, bedspreads,  slip-covers,  etc.,  while 


George  is  finishing  furniture.  We're 
going  to  fence  the  twins  in  in  the  hack 
yard   and   be  ready  for  summer. 

Janet  McConnell  Warner  has  spent 
most  of  this  winter  in  Fayetteville  get- 
ting herself  and  little  Jay  well ;  so  I 
haven't  seen  much  of  her.  She's  coming 
back  when  this  awful  weather  clears  up. 
We  are  still  trying  to  get  Nancy  Jernigan 
up  to  visit  us  and  her  Christmas  card 
said  she  was  going  to  get  here  yet. 

Janet  Lawrence  Holmes  and  Dr.  Tom 
are  living  on  Staten  Island  now  and 
waiting  for  another  addition  to  the 
family. 

Haven't  heard  anything  of  Eme  Flan- 
nagan  Baskerville  since  her  mother  and 
father  went  to  Alaska  to  visit  her;  that 
must  have  been  a  wonderful  trip. 

"Tuddy"  Parham  married  a  very 
handsome  gentleman  from  Connecticut 
in  November,  so  I've  heard,  but  I  haven't 
been  able  to  find  out  the  "particulars" 
or  his  name. 

Beverly  Vann  Gilliam  rode  over  to  see 
me  one  day  this  summer  with  one  of  her 
adorable  little  girls.  She  and  George 
are  living  in  Richmond  and  she  sees 
Elizabeth  Young  White  at  alumnae  meet- 
ings. 

I  want  so  much  to  hear  of  and  pass  on 
news  of  each  of  you,  "Tinga"  Bowers  in 
Charlotte,  Betty  Scott  Duff  in  Raleigh, 
Clara  Bond  Anderson  in  Burlington, 
Virginia  Worth  Gonder  in  Elizabeth  City, 
and  all  other  5  4  of  you  in  the  class  of 
'3  9.  So  please  drop  me  that  post  card 
with  your  address  and  a  few  words  of 
news  and  I  sincerely  promise  not  to  fail 
you   again   on   this   job. 

1938 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Louise  Jordan 
Smith  (Mrs.  John  McNeill,  Jr.),  1713 
Independence  Road,   Greensboro,  N.   C. 

Dear  Class: 

This  is  a  patchwork  of  news  left  over 
from  last  fall's  cards  and  Christmas.  I'm 
sorry  I  haven't  had  time  to  write  you  all 
this  month. 

Willa  Drew  Fearrington  and  Jesse 
have  doubtless  finished  their  house  by 
now.  They  were  interior  decorating  in 
the  fall.  She  didn't  say  where  the  house 
is — Chapel  Hill  or  Pittsboro — but  they 
were  living  at  Eureka  Farms,  Chapel 
Hill,  and  see  Doris  and  Harry  Horton 
often,  as  the  Hortons  commute  between 
the  two  places. 

Sallie  Fell  Griffin  is  living  at  4  6  Model 
Ave.,  Trenton,  N.  J. 


Peggy  Holmes  Stevens  (Mrs.  William 
Grady),  '38,  and  family,  Grady,  Sally, 
and  Margaret,  sit  on  the  family  couch. 
They  live  in  Shiloh,  N.  C. 
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We  had  a  darling  Christmas  snapshot 
of  Peggy  Holmes  Stevens  and  Grady, 
Sally  and  Margaret.  Sally  is  a  great  big 
girl  with  pigtails  and  Margaret  looks  as 
if  she  might  have  curly  red  hair  like 
Peggy's. 

Rhea  Hughes  Pender  is  grademother 
for  her  Renny  started  school  this  fall. 

Grant  Jones  Creekmore  is  still  in 
Portsmouth.  San  Ollie  was  four  years 
old  last  month. 

It  was  good  to  hear  from  Tish  Knox, 
3130  Wisconsin  Ave.,  Washington,  D.  C. 
Tudie  Neff  was  rooming  with  her  in  her 
apartment  and  working  in  the  Riggs 
Bank.  Tish  was  leaving  the  end  of  Oc- 
tober for  Chile  to  be  with  her  sister  in 
Santiago.  She  plans  to  come  home  this 
spring. 

When  last  heard  from,  Jean  Miller 
Geiser  was  still  house-hunting  in  Syra- 
cuse, N.   Y. 

Becky  Norman  Leager  sent  a  precious 
Christmas  picture  of  Marc — a  mighty  fine 
looking  young  man. 

Patty  Patton  Hairston,  Nelson  and 
Martha — one  year  old — -will  be  at  House 
10,  1611  Central  St.,  Evanston,  111.,  until 
July. 

We  missed  seeing  Sarah  Runrk  Moore 
and  Joe  one  night  before  Christmas  when 
they  were  visiting  friends  in  Greensboro. 
Patsy  Jones  Buffington  and  Carl  were 
also  at  the  Soire,  so  it  was  a  double  miss. 
Still  hope  to  see  all  of  them  some  time. 
Had  a  good  chat  with  Patsy  on  the  phone 
the  other  day.  She,  Carl  and  their  son 
and  daughter  are  living  with  Mrs.  Jones. 
She  says  Jea,n  Blount  Blount  and  Sam 
are  in  Winston  where  Sam  is  associated 
with   Bowman   Gray  Hospital. 

Charlotte  RufTner  Taylor  left  5  29  So. 
Fulton  St.,  Salisbury,  long  enough  to  at- 
tend the  gathering  of  the  class  at  the 
Deb  Ball.     Haven't  heard  from  her  since. 

Agnes  Sanford  Leary,  5  741  Colorado 
Ave.,  N.  W.,  Washington,  D.  C,  is  achiev- 
ing artistic  and  professional  success  as 
well  as  her  triumphs  as  wife  and  mother. 
Pete's  mother,  Mrs.  J.  D.  Leary,  had  a 
book  published  in  October  by  Dietz  Press, 
Richmond,  called  "Backward  Glances  at 
Georgetown,"  and  Aggie  did  the  pen  and 
ink  sketches  for  it. 

Hearing  from  Ann  Shook  Peyton  is  al- 
ways a  delight.  I  don't  deserve  her  won- 
derful long  letters  but  hope  she  never 
stops  writing  them.  She  says  to  be  sure 
to  print  their  address  in  big  black  let- 
ters— 654  N.  Poplar  St.,  Wichita  6,  Kan- 
sas— and  to  say  that  Gil  can  be  reached 
at  the  accounting  office  of  Wood  River 
Oil  and  Refining  Co.,  and  that  anybody 
who  doesn't  stop  to  see  them  when  in 
Wichita  may  be  the  cause  of  her  own 
sudden  demise.  She  says  she  is  learning 
more  and  more  about  life  in  the  mid- 
west, and  after  a  winter  in  Oklahoma 
and  a  summer  in  Kansas,-  she  has  in- 
creasing respect  for  the  pioneer  women. 
Billie  Hedrick  Johnson  (Mrs.  Allan),  no 
alumna  but  a  good  friend  of  Becky  Davis 
Morris,  was  in  Wichita  until  Christmas 
and  kept  up  Anne's  spirits  as  do  Mrs. 
Mabel  Cohen  Nathan  from  New  Bern. 

Mary  Jane  Yeatman  Whitsides  little 
girl  "Devan"  has  arrived  since  our  last 
letter.  Janie,  Devan  and  Joe  live  at  903 
Trotwood  Ave.,  Columbia,  Tenn.,  and 
have  survived  a  winter  of  food  poisoning 
and  frozen  pipes — the  first  at  Christmas 
and  the  last  for  10  days— heaven  forbid! 

We  continue  to  enjoy  the  Saint  Mary's 
connections  in  Greensboro.  Libba  Thome 
Beerman,  41,  Patsy  Jones  Buffington,  '38, 
Hortense  Jones  Ham,  '3  5,  Barbara  Hen- 
derson  Kelly,    '31,    Martha    Ann    Farmer 


Martin,  '36,  Irene  Mitchell  Moore,  '39, 
Becky  Davis  Morris,  '39,  and  Polly  Easley 
Spruill,  '36,  and  I  are  all  in  the  same 
circle  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  at  Holy 
Trinity  Church.  Needless  to  say  we  en- 
joy seeing  each  other  there  and  the  other 
alums  at  chapter  meetings. 


Jean  Miller  Yeiser  (Mrs.  Harry,  Jr.), 
ISO  Homecraft  Rd.,  Syracuse  6,  N.  Y., 
writes,  "I'm  so  glad  the  alumnae  have 
decided  to  're-do'  the  dining  room.  I 
can  remember  even  now  how  the  floors 
squeaked  and  can  recall  Miss  Davis  tap- 
ping the  bell  'better  to  hear  you  with, 
my  dear' — a  soundproof  ceiling  is  defi- 
nitely in  order."  She  sent  her  contribu- 
tion to  the  Dining  Room  Fund  .  .  .  plug! 
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CLASS  SECRETARY :  Lossie  Taylor 
Noell  {Mrs.  Charles  E.,  Jr.),  Cole  Road, 
R.   F.   D.  No.    3,   Durham,  N.   C. 

Dear  '3  9. 

Sorry  I  missed  writing  for  the  fall  is- 
sue, but  you  know  how  it  is. 

In  the  letters  I've  received  recently, 
Rose  Martin  Ellison  (Mrs.  Charles  D., 
Jr.)  sent  a  picture  of  Beppy  Hunter, 
which  appeared  in  a  Washington,  D.  C, 
newspaper.  I  wish  that  it  were  possible 
to  reproduce  it  here.  In  it  Beppy,  rep- 
resenting the  Fairfax,  Va.,  Garden  Club, 
is  handing  Mrs.  Harry  Truman,  no  less, 
a  potted  ivy  plant  at  the  annual  Flower 
Mart  at  Washington  Cathedral. 

Rose  herself  was  then  a  personnel  of- 
ficer with  the  Navy  Department  and  War 
Assets  Administration  where  she  has 
been  for  the  past  four  and  a  half  years. 
She  was  then  considering  a  new  field  of 
work. 

Harriet  Corbitt  Stables  and  Jack  are 
now  living  in  an  attractive  apartment  in 
Greensboro.  When  I  last  heard  from 
her,  she  had  just  run  into  Mary  Midyette 
Godwin  (Mrs.  Grover  C,  Jr.)  at  a  bridge 
party,  and  was  pleased  to  find  an  old 
Saint  Mary's  girl  in  her  new  home  town. 
Harriet's  address  is  1417  DeSoto  Place, 
and  Mary's,   500  N.  Elm  St.,  Greensboro. 

Mary  Olsen  Clarkson  (Mrs.  William, 
III)  is  living  in  Corsicana,  Texas,  and 
has  a  son,  William,  IV,  who  will  be  a 
year  old  by  the  time  you  read  this. 

Ginny  Allison  Hayward  (Mrs.  Hubert, 
Jr. )  has  moved  from  Durham  to  163  0 
Preston  Road,  Alexandria,  Va.,  and  has 
a  nice  apartment  there.  Young  Hubert 
has  been  walking  for  some  time  now,  so 
she   undoubtedly  has   her   hands   full. 

Mary  Connally  says  that  life  was  ex- 
ceptionally gay  in  Bronxville  until  the 
twenty-five-inch  snow.  She  has  many 
interesting  contacts  with  Europeans  that 
are  coming  to  this  country  and  meets 
new  people  practically  every  time  a  boat 
docks.  Just  before  Christmas  she  had 
as  guests  a  charming  English  couple  with 
a  four-months-old  son,  who  are  now  set- 
tled in  Vancouver.  Last  week  she  had 
lunch  in  New  York  with  Anne  Lombard 
Chapman  (Mrs.  John)  who  is  now  living 
on  Long  Island.  Her  husband,  John,  is 
in  the  Army  Air  Corps  stationed  at  Mitch- 
ell Field. 

Jane  Emerson  Bruce  (Mrs.  William 
R.)  has  a  son,  Bill,  Jr.,  born  in  Novem- 
ber, and  she  is  somewhat  in  awe  of  him, 
although  she  says  that  she  is  gradually 
overcoming  that  as  he  gets  plumper. 

Betty  Chapman  Means  (Mrs.  Sam) 
spent  the  week-end  of  the  Duke-Carolina 
game  here  in  Durham,  so  I  got  to  see 
her  several  times.  She  was  sporting  the 
first  new  cuff  skirt  that  many  of  us  had 


seen,  and  consequently  created  quite  a 
stir. 

Charles  and  I  were  in  Wilmington  for 
Christmas  and  saw  Sassy  Warren  Alexius 
(Mrs.  John  Nelson,  Jr.),  Margaret  Tay- 
lor Wright,  and  Jane  LeGrand  at  all  the 
parties.  Sassy  has  moved  into  a  new 
apartment,  but  as  our  only  opportunity 
to  go  by  was  at  two  o'clock  one  morn- 
ing,  we  reneged. 

Martha  Lewis  Stanley  (Mrs.  David  S.) 
and  little  Sloane,  now  of  San  Francisco, 
Calif.,  spent  Christmas  in  Durham  with 
her  father,  but  we  missed  her.  She  has 
now  returned  home. 

That's  about  all  I  can  garner. 

*  *  :•: 

Sarah  Oliver  Broadhurst  (Mrs.  Jack) 
is  living  in   Smithfield   now. 


INVITE  ONE  ALUMNAE  TO 

JOIN  THE 

SAINT  MARY'S 

ALUMNAE   ASSOCIATION 

LET'S  DOUBLE  OUR 

500  MEMBERSHIP 

DUES  ARE  ONLY 

TWO  DOLLARS  A  YEAR 


1940 — Reunion  19.30 

CLASS    SECRETARY:    Ann    Christian 
Goodno    (Mrs.    Charles    F.),    201  y2    Park 
Avenue,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 
Dear  Belles  of  '40, 

Raleigh  has  been  blanketed  with  snow 
for  weeks  now.  It  reminds  me  of  our 
mid-term   exams — do  you   remember? 

I  did  receive  a  handful  of  cards.  Dotty 
Rumi  Stuart  writes  that  she  is  teaching 
the  fifth  grade  in  a  county  school  and 
living  in  Richmond.  Cornelia  Clark 
House  informed  me  that  Norma  Large 
Hollingsworth  has  a  new  house  in  Hills- 
boro  and  also  that  Joyce  Powell  is  en- 
gaged. 

Erwin  Gant  Burhoe  says  she  and  Er- 
win,  II  (all  of  8  months  old)  go  sledding 
and  are  thoroughly  enjoying  a  three-foot 
snow.  She  also  said  that  Laurie  Lucas, 
'44,  had  dinner  with  them  recently.  Lau- 
rie is  studying  interior  decorating  in 
Boston.  Virginia  Trotter  Hammond 
says  she  is  busy  keeping  "house,  Ginger 
and  a  budget." 

Sara  Bell  Thompson  and  little  Sara 
are  staying  in  Reidsville  with  the  Thomp- 
sons while  Kearns  is  finishing  up  his 
orthopedic  surgery  at  Duke.  He  will 
hang  out  a  shingle  in  April.  She  and 
Kearns  attended  the  American  Academy 
of  Orthopedic  Surgeons  in  Chicago  re- 
cently. Edith  W'ooten  Padgette  and  lit- 
tle Bobby  are  with  Edith's  family  until 
they  locate  an  apartment  in  Roanoke. 

This  should  be  as  good  a  time  as  any 
to  attempt  to  correct  our  "mailing  list." 
If  you  know  of  any  corrections  or  addi- 
tional information,  please  advise  me  or 
the  Alumnae  Secretary.  And  don't  for- 
get it! 

Margaret  Terrell  Oliver  (Mrs.  James 
B.),  1331  Cedar  Lane.  Norfolk  8,  Va., 
writes  that  she  has  three  children  now, 
Boots,  Jr.,  five  and  one-half  years  old, 
"T,"  two  and  one-half  years  old,  and 
Barry  Lane,  one  year,  daughter.  Mar- 
garet is  president  of  the  Norfolk-Ports- 
mouth Chapter  which  is  planning  to 
meet  in  April.  Keite  Lane  Baldwin  lives 
in  Norfolk  now  and  has  three  boys  and 
a  girl. 
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Saint  Mary's  School 


Katharine  Fort  of  Raleigh  is  an  Army 
librarian  in  Germany  and  likes  the  work 
a  lot. 

1941 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Margaret  Swin- 
dell Dickerman  {Mrs.  Morgan  Paul,  II), 
71  Fair  Street,  Wallingford,  Conn. 

Dear  Class: 

Afraid  I  have  little  or  no  news  this 
time.  As  usual  I  did  not  send  out  cards 
in  time  for  a  good  response,  so  Jane 
probably  has  much  more  to  contribute 
to  the  alumnae  news  than  I  do. 

Heard  from  Isabelle  Montgomery  Mar- 
shall saying  she  was  still  living  in  Char- 
lottesville. She  also  mentioned  that  she 
saw  Mary  Peters  and  husband  last  fall 
and  that  they  are  living  in  Christians- 
burg,  Virginia. 

Winny  Rosebanm  who  is  now  Mrs. 
Woody  C.  Plunkett  is  living  at  1041  Gun 
Club  Drive,  N.  W.,  Atlanta,  Ga.,  but  I 
have  no  definite  word  from  her. 

Tassie  Fleming'  Dempsey  is  doing  a 
wonderful  job  as  head  of  the  alumnae 
chapter  in  Wilson.  She  put  on  a  dance 
to  raise  money  for  the  dining  room  fund, 
which  was  quite  a  successful  affair  I 
hear. 

Gale  Lamb  Severy  says  the  life  of  a 
geologist's  wife  is  still  as  unpredictable 
as  ever.  She  and  Charlie  are  now  living 
in  New  Orleans.  She  says  the  French 
city  is  quite  gay  and  interesting,  but  she 
wouldn't  want  to  make  it  a  permanent 
home.  Incidentally  they  are  expecting 
their  first  addition  in  June;  and,  at  this 
point,  I  might  add  the  Dickermans 
(yours  truly)  are  expecting  their  second 
in  May. 

Had  a  nice  card  from  Sue  Harward 
Christmas.  She  is  still  working  for  "The 
Greensboro  News,"  and  is  quite  the  busy 
girl. 

Edna  Boykin  is  also  quite  busy  as  she 
has  been  doing  substitute  college  teach- 
ing as  well  as  her  regular  primary  work. 

I  saw  Marjorie  Stenhoiise  Smith  in 
Goldsboro  this  Christmas.  Paul  and  I 
had  a  wonderful  time  during  our  month's 
visit  to  Wilson  over  Christmas. 

Wish  I  had  more  news  of  the  class  to 
write — maybe  next  time. 

P.S.    Gale  Lamb  Severy's  new  address 
is    Mrs.    Charles    Severy,    3165    De    Soix 
Blvd.,  New  Orleans,  La. 
*      *      * 

Marion  Harden  Freeman  (Mrs.  Daniel 
Crawford  ) ,  formerly  of  Wilmington,  is 
living  in  Kane,  Penna.  She  has  a  two- 
year-old  son,  Danny.  Susan  Xoble  Rod- 
man (Mrs.  William.  IV),  and  two  sons, 
Roddy  and  Buddy,  are  living  in  Cuba 
this  year,  where  her  husband  is  stationed. 

Martha  Newell,  120  East  31st  St.,  New 
York,  N.  Y.,  says,  "I  am  working  in  New 
York,  doing  editorial  work  on  college 
textbooks  at  Appleton-Century-Crofts, 
Inc.  Being  in  New  York  is  wonderful — 
concerts,  ballets  and  the  theatre." 
1J)42 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Alice  Bell  Se- 
brell  (Mrs.  J.  Emmett,  Jr.),  2527  Cres- 
cent Avenue   Extension.   Charlotte,    N.   C. 

Dear  Nubs: 

Goodness,  how  the  time  does  fly!  It 
seems  no  time  since  Carol  said  that  she 
would  write  the  class  letter  for  me,  and 
I  really  need  her  now  to  help  make  this 
one  as  good  as  hers  was.  Since  moving 
to  Charlotte  in  December,  Emmett  and 
I  have  bought  the  cutest  little  house. 
We've  spent  all  our  time  for  the  past 
three  weeks  working  on  it,  and  we're 
planning  to  move  in  this  week-end.  I 
hope  that  the  turmoil  of  getting  married, 


living  in  Chapel  Hill  during  the  football 
season,  writing  thank-yous,  moving  to 
Charlotte,  and  buying  and  redecorating 
a  house  will  give  ample  excuse  for  the 
sparseness  of  the  news  this  time. 

Carol  wrote  in  January  that  the  Ham- 
iltons  had  the  most  wonderful  Christ- 
mas, and  young  Kirk  was  most  impressed 
with  all  the  toys  that  Santa  had  brought 
him.  Dan  is  still  teaching  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Kentucky,  taking  some  gradu- 
ate work,  and  working  part-time  for  the 
Geological  Survey.  Carol  says  that  they 
are  thinking  of  coming  back  to  Chapel 
Hill  beginning  either  this  September  or 
the  next  one  while  Dan  works  on  his 
Ph.D. 

Imagine  how  surprised  I  was  last  week 
to  answer  the  telephone  and  hear  the 
voice  of  Kay  Roper  Engstrom.  She  and 
Dean  were  in  Charlotte  for  the  day,  and 
they  came  out  to  see  me.  They  now  have 
an  apartment  in  Chapel  Hill,  and  their 
address  is  Box  19  0,  Chapel  Hill.  Kay 
said  that  she'd  been  having  the  best  time 
playing  in  the  snow  and  going  to  the 
basketball  games.  She'd  just  heard  from 
Minkie,  who  wrote  from  Bremerhaven 
that  she  and  Harry  were  expecting  to 
arrive  in  New  York  on  February  12. 
Mink  has  promised  to  visit  in  North 
Carolina  soon  after  getting  back  to  Mays- 
ville. 

Ellen  Phlegar  Turnbull  and  Walton 
are  living  at  700  Jamestown  Road  in 
Williamsburg,  Va.,  where  Walton  is 
studying  at  William  and  Mary.  Their 
wedding  was  beautiful,  although  Sep- 
tember 6  in  Norfolk  was  the  hottest  day 
I've  ever  spent.  Ellen's  sister,  Ann,  '43, 
was  maid  of  honor,  and  I  was  one  of  the 
bridesmaids.  Ellen  looked  prettier  than 
I've  ever  seen  her,  and  the  wedding  and 
reception  went  off  perfectly.  Emmett  and 
I  saw  them  a  lot  when  we  went  up  for 
the  Carolina-William  and  Mary  football 
game,  and  the  Turnbulls  came  down  to 
Chapel  Hill  one  week-end  and  stayed 
with  us.  Ellen  has  been  working  in  the 
Dean  of  Women's  office,  but  she's  hoping 
to  be  busy  housekeeping  this  fall  if  they 
can  find  an  apartment. 

Olivia  Anne  writes  that  she  has  been 
busy  at  home  helping  the  family.  She 
and  her  mother  claim  to  be  farming 
these  days,  but  it's  hard  to  imagine  their 
taking  the  corn  or  cotton  crop  very  seri- 
ously. O.  A.  is  coming  to  Charlotte  next 
week  shopping,  and  I  hope  to  have  more 
news  next  time  from  the  belle  of  "the 
town   of   a   thousand    friends." 

Pat  Bell  has  been  here  a  couple  of 
times  but  I've  just  missed  seeing  her  by 
a  few  minutes.  Her  sister,  Jane,  just 
got  married,  and  Pat  is  building  a  house 
for  herself  in  Tuxedo,  N.  C. 

News  from  the  cards  that  were  too 
late  for  the  last  letter  is  as  follows: 

Martha  Battle  Mebane  and  Spike  have 
a  daughter,  Martha  Battle,  who  was  born 
en  October  6.  They  are  living  at  142  N. 
Church  St..  in  Rocky  Mount. 

Jean  Fulton  Wingerd  has  just  moved 
for  the  third  time.  Her  address  is  820 
Lincoln  Way,   East  Chambersburg,  Pa. 

Mildred  Lee  Stout  wrote  in  October 
that  she  had  just  returned  to  Denver 
after  a  wonderful  visit  home.  She  said 
that  Olivia  Anne  and  Ruth  Bond  Conger 
had  been  to  Goldsboro  to  see  her. 

Ann  Dunn  Shaw  wrote  that  she  had 
seen  Ellis  Barnard  recently,  and  that  she 
was  really  busy  looking  after  young 
Gates,  Sam,  and  the  house,  as  well  as 
doing  Junior  League  work. 

Betty  Walters  Smith  says  that  she  also 
stays  busy   raising  little  Bill.      She,   Jim, 


and  Bill  flew  to  North  Carolina  last 
spring  for  a  visit,  and  all  three  went  on 
a  camping  trip  in  northern  California 
last   summer. 

Jean  Motter  (American  Red  Cross, 
APO  713,  San  Francisco,  Cal. )  writes: 
"I  am  in  Red  Cross  hospital  service  now, 
stationed  in  lovely  Kyoto,  Japan,  at  the 
3  5th  Station  Hospital.  After  my  inter- 
esting assignment  at  the  Kanaya  Hotel  in 
Nikko,  I  came  into  Yokohama  and  work- 
ed at  a  large  city  club.  Don't  know,  or 
care,  when  I'm  coming  home." 

Charlotte  Mahan  Stratton  says  that 
young  "Ricky,"  who  is  really  Richard, 
Jr.,  has  been  keeping  her  busy.  The 
Strattons  are  living  at  12  W.  Chapman 
St.,  Alexandria,  Va. 

Anna  Fluck  Alexandria  (Mrs.  James 
Harper,  III)  is  living  at  109  Park  Ave., 
Raleigh.  Anna  is  working  as  a  medical 
technician,  and  Alex  is  finishing  up  his 
senior  year  at  State  College. 

That  just,  about  covers  the  news  for 
this  time.  I  see  Catchi  Gibbon,  Elephare 
Dwelle,  Ida  Quintard,  and  other  S.M.S. 
girls  quite  often.  We  had  a  big  alumnae 
meeting  here  in  January  and  are  plan- 
ning another  one  this  spring. 

I  must  rush  away  and  start  putting 
boxes  in  the  car  and  move  them  into  the 
new  house.  Yes,  we  do  have  a  guest 
room;  so  let  me  know  if  you're  coming 
to  Charlotte — and  do  write  and  tell  me 
what  you  are  doing. 

Elizabeth  Egerton  is  married  and  liv- 
ing in  Burlington  now.  She  got  a  new 
car  for  Christmas.  Her  mother,  Kather- 
ine  White  Egerton  (Mrs.  W.  D.)  visited 
Saint  Mary's  on  February  19  and  noted 
the  many  changes. 

Betty  Bencini,  '42  H.S.,  is  employed 
by  Continental  Airlines  in  New  York. 
She  often  visits  UNC,  Chapel  Hill.  Nancy 
Biggs  Kieckhefer  (Mrs.  William  John), 
46  Linden  St.,  Plymouth,  writes  that  she 
is  having  a  grand  time  learning  to  cook. 
She  was  married  on  June  28,  1947.  Mar- 
gie Linton,  '43,  one  of  Nancy's  brides- 
maids, is  now  in  California  with  her  sis- 
ter.    She  is  working  out  there  for  a  year. 

Bunny  Stiibling  Byrne  (Mrs.  Donn. 
HJ,  15  Willow  Circle,  Bronxville,  N.  Y., 
writes,  "Anybody  who  comes  to  New 
York  may  hear  a  Saint  Mary's  voice  by 
calling  Bronxville  2-0333." 
1943 

Ruth  Sherrill  Dalton  (Mrs.  Rufus),  '43 
H.S.,  formerly  of  Charlotte,  is  making 
her  home  at  the  Raleigh  Apartments  in 
Raleigh,  while  Rufus  finishes  his  studies 
at  State.  Libba  Royall  is  getting  her 
A.B.  degree  in  English  at  Carolina  now. 
She  and  Teeny  are  roommates.  Betty 
Basset  is  spending  the  winter  in  Florida. 

Sally  Sanborn  Best  (Mrs.  Paul)  writes 
that  she  is  having  "the  most  wonderful 
time  with  my  little  son,  Sandy.  He 
really  gets  cuter  all  the  time  and  I'm 
about  the  worst  bragger  that  ever  lived." 
Sally  is  president  of  the  Goldsboro  Chap- 
ter and  is  doing  a  grand  job.  (See  Chap- 
ter Notes.    Ed.) 

1!)44 — REUNION  June 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Patty  Weaver, 
G6    Gracelyn   Road,   Asheville,   N.    C. 

CLASS  FUND  DISCONTINUED.  DUES 
IN  ORDER. 

Dear  Class  of  '44, 

Not  so  much  news  as  usual  this  time, 
but  I'll  pass  on  to  you  all  that  I  know. 
Maybe  the  snow  is  a  good  excuse  ...  it 
will  do  anyway!  It  more  or  less  curtails 
my  casework,  but  the  social  life  is  pretty 
gay  for  a  summer  resort  .  .  . 
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Last  fall  Mary  Virginia  Freeman  re- 
signed as  an  Eastern  Air  Line  hostess, 
took  a  ten-week  training  course  in  mod- 
eling at  the  Barbizon  Studio  in  New 
York,  and  has  been  doing  wholesale 
modeling  for  the  past  three  months!  Test 
photographs  have  been  made,  and  she 
will  probably  break  into  print  soon  .  .  . 
so  we  may  have  a  celebrity  after  all! 
Lena  Grantham  is  still  teaching  ninth 
grade  history  at  Kins  ton  High  School 
and  is  having  a  wonderful  time. 

This  will  be  a  shock,  but  Hannah  Lyon 
has  gotten  a  job  as  receptionist  in  the 
Fayetteville  library!  She  says  that  she 
likes  it  as  well  as  any  work  and  spends 
the  week-ends  visiting  all  over  North 
Carolina.  Harriet  Whitaker  is  getting 
married  to  Alex  Howard  in  April,  and 
there  will  be  practically  an  S.M.S.  re- 
union at  the  wedding!  Margaret  deRos- 
set  is  working  at  a  hospital  in  Fayette- 
ville; said  she  saw  Foxie  and  Maria  Legg 
at  the  Tennessee-U.N.C.  game  and  both 
looked  wonderful!  I  was  there,  too.  but 
the  only  person  from  Saint  Mary's  I  saw 
was  Adelaide  Winslow,  Margaret's  sister. 
Foxie  writes  that  she  and  Frank  are 
building  an  adorable  house  in  Hender- 
son— would  love  to  see  it! 

Carol  Talbot  Egelhoff  and  Bill  have 
just  returned  from  a  week  of  skiing  at 
North  Conway.  N.  H.  She  said  that, 
being  a  Yankee.  Bill  was  practically  born 
on  skis,  but  she  had  to  go  to  ski  school! 
They  were  in  five  feet  of  snow  and  sub- 
zero weather  the  whole  time!  Mary 
Pierce  Johnson  is  still  working  in  Dur- 
ham as  a  dentist's  assistant  and  likes  it 
a  lot.  Dardie  Quinerly  and  Mary  Hodge 
Person  are  also  working  at  Duke  Hos- 
pital, and  I  heard  by  the  grapevine  that 
Chinkie  Martin  Goodale  has  a  new  baby 
girl!  Bettie  Gaither,  now  Society  Edi- 
tor of  the  Daily  Advance,  went  to  New 
York  for  a  week's  vacation  and  had  a 
marvelous   time! 

Frances  Rylander  Bower  is  living  in 
Tifton,  Ga.;  she  has  just  returned  to 
housekeeping  (which  she  finds  fascinat- 
ing!) after  recovering  from  an  appendec- 
tomy. She  has  two  cousins  at  S.M.S. 
now,  so  she  must  try  to  come  to  the  re- 
union! Joanie  Hamner  Tuthill's  par- 
ents have  been  visiting  her  in  Baton 
Rouge  this  winter,  and  I  can  imagine 
what  they  must  think  of  the  weather 
this  time  of  year !  Pat  Gwyiui  Woltz 
and  her  husband  are  living  in  Mount 
Airy,  N.   C 

Patsy  Rodgers  is  teaching  school  in 
Warrenton  after  spending  two  years  in 
Richmond.  She  has  the  eleventh  grade 
homeroom  and  also  shorthand,  typing, 
and  business  arithmetic  classes.  Frenchie 
McCann  stayed  in  Richmond;  she  made 
her  initial  trip  to  New  York  in  November 
and  met  Betsy  Blount,  who  was  also  on 
vacation!  Had  such  a  good  time  she 
plans  to  go  back  in  June.  Every  now 
and  then  she  runs  into  Virginia  Hart 
and  Mary  Thomas.  Rebecca  Drane  is 
living  in  Monroe,  N.  C,  and  taking  a 
business  course  in  Charlotte  .  .  .  con- 
fusing! She  said  she  didn't  have  any 
news  because  "all  the  people  I  know 
about  are  doing  what  they  were  doing 
last  fall!" 

Charlotte  Crawford  is  in  Black  Moun- 
tain for  six  weeks  before  she  moves 
on.  We  had  lunch  together  not  long 
ago,  and  from  all  reports  she  had 
an  extra  good  time  in  California! 
We're  going  to  get  Betsy  Burke  to  come 
over  from  Hendersonville  one  day  soon 
and  have  a  reunion.  Brent  Woodson  is 
back  in  Salisbury  after  working  for  over 


a  year  in  New   York   .   .   .   you  just  can't 
beat  the  South! 

I  think  Graduation  Week  is  elected  as 
the  best  time  for  the  reunion.  Jane  K. 
Bell  said  that  we  might  be  able  to  stay 
at  the  school,  and  we'll  let  you  know 
if  that  happens.  Everybody  please  try 
to  come  .  .  .  hope  to  see  you  all  about 
June  5th  at  Saint  Mary's,  shall  we  say, 
in  the  "parlor!"     Till  then  .  .  . 

Ruth  Moore  of  Whiteville  visited  Saint 
Mary's  on  January  5,  the  first  day  school 
started  again  after  the  Christmas  holi- 
days. She  is  living  at  home  and  playing. 
Mary  Arden  Tucker  Sutterfield  (Mrs.  G. 
R. )  writes  that  Warrenton  is  her  ad- 
dress until  she  and  Jerry  get  settled 
again.  They  were  moving  after  Febru- 
ary 1. 

Ann  Edmunds  is  living  in  Boca  Raton, 
Fla.,  now.  Box  471,  for  correspondence. 
Gladys  Ann  Stephens  of  Newport  News, 
Va.,  is  now  one  of  the  head  nurses  at 
the  University  of  Virginia  School  of 
Nursing.  Mardee  Mahone  of  Williams- 
burg, Va.,  ex  '44,  graduated  in  Nursing 
there  in  August,  and  is  now  married  and 
living  "up  North,"  Ann  says.  Miriam 
McDonald  of  Raleigh  is  now  director  and 
teacher  at  McDonald  Studio  of  Dance, 
and  is  making  a  big  success  of  it! 

Betty  Barnes  and  Betsy  Burke  went 
to  New  York  in  February  to  look  for 
jobs,  but  we  haven't  heard  the  results 
yea.  Betsy  Long  Sprunt  (Mrs.  Kenneth 
M.)  is  having  a  grand  time  living  at 
Orton  Plantation  and  running  the  Came- 
lia  Shows.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone  visited 
there  recently.  Betsy  plans  to  attend 
the  Wilmington   meeting  in  April. 

Michelle  Telfair  Bratton  (Mrs.  John, 
Jr.)  has  two  children  and  lives  at  Kings 
Mountain  (Box  502).  Betty  Chase  will 
soon  become  Mrs.  Richard  Corbett.  Char- 
lotte Crawford,  who  is  temporarily  living 
in  Black  Mountain,  got  together  with 
Patty  Weaver  in  Asheville  recently  and 
told  her  the  exciting  news  of  her  en- 
gagement. Charlotte  writes  that  she  and 
Cad  Arrendell,  Jr.,  plan  to  be  mar- 
ried in  the  latter  part  of  April  at  Black 
Mountain,  where  her  famous  father  is 
stationed  as  general  inspector  of  the  At- 
lantic Fleet.  They  plan  to  spend  their 
honeymoon  in  North  Carolina  and  she 
says,  "I  want  to  show  off  Saint  Mary's 
to  him!"  They  will  make  their  home  at 
Ponca  City,  Okla.,  where  Cad  will  prac- 
tice medicine  with  his  father.  Charlotte 
has  seen  Peggy  Dennis,  '40,  in  Black 
Mountain. 

Maria  Legs  Wortham  (Mrs.  Turner 
Jones)  is  making  her  home  in  Hender- 
son. Turner  is  a  buyer  on  the  tobacco 
markets.  Foxie  Clarke  Legg  (Mrs. 
Frank)  is  making  her  home  in  Hender- 
son, too. 

Mary  West  Paul  of  Norfolk  is  in  the 
midst  of  the  Red  Cross  Drive,  but  finds 
time  for  West  Point  week-ends  with  a 
certain  Joe.  Mary  West  ran  into  Emily 
Cheshire  Townsend.  who  visited  in  Nor- 
folk in  February.  Carol  and  Bill  Engle- 
hoff  have  gone  to  New  Hampshire  for 
skiing. 

1945 

CLASS  SECRETARY':  Jane  Peete, 
Kenan   Dormitory,   Chapel   Hill,   N.   C. 

CLASS  FUND  TREASURER :  Anna 
Margaret  Moomaw,  Troutville,  Va. 

Dear  Class  of  '45, 

It  was  really  wonderful  to  hear  from 
so  many  of  you  this  time.  And  it  has 
been  wonderful  seeing  so  many  of  our 
class  here  in  Chapel  Hill.  Last  week 
Mrs.    Frank    Graham    had    a   Tea-Meeting 


at  her  house  for  Saint  Mary's  girls  in 
town.  The  purpose  was  to  reorganize  the 
alumnae  chapter  here,  which,  incident- 
ally, is  a  good  thing  for  all  of  you  to 
think  about  doing  in  your  own  towns. 

I  was  very  pleasantly  surprised  to  see 
such  a  number  of  our  group  at  the  meet- 
ing. Sybil  Goerch  Powe  was  elected 
president  of  the  chapter  ,and  so  she  took 
over  the  meeting.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone 
and  Jane  Bell  were  there.  You  all 
should  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting 
them.  Dr.  Stone  talked  about  the  things 
that  have  been  happening  at  Saint  Mary's 
since  we  were  there.  It  sounds  very 
good. 

Barnie  White  Rawl  was  at  the  meet- 
ing; Ed  is  in  school  and  they  were  mar- 
ried during  Christmas  holidays.  Barnie 
was  appointed  the  chairman  of  the  com- 
mittee for  planning  a  tournament  of 
some  kind  to  raise  funds  for  redecorating 
the  dining  room  at  Saint  Mary's.  Carrie 
Maie  and  her  husband,  Jim.  are  also 
here.  She  is  working;  he  is  going  to 
school. 

Peggy  Moran  is  graduating  in  March 
and  has  made  no  particular  plans  for 
after  graduation.  She  brought  me  up  to 
date  on  Bettie  Kendrick.  who  has  been 
working  at  Montaldo's  in  Winston-Salem 
as  assistant  to  the  College  Shop,  but  who 
plans  to  leave  soon  for  New  York. 

Gwen  Hughes  was  married  January 
2  4th  to  Henry  Barnes  from  Atlanta,  Ga. 
Carolyn  Holland  Hall,  who  was  married 
last  June,  is  living  in  Wilmington.  Sara 
Stewart  Shaw  wrote  that  she  and  seven 
other  Saint  Mary's  girls  were  to  be  in 
Stuart  Verdery's  wedding  in  April.  Lu- 
zette  Callum  got  a  ring  Christmas  from 
Dub  Brown,  from  Burlington.  She 
didn't  tell  me  when  they  were  planning 
the  wedding.  About  a  week  ago  I  saw 
Virginia  Wilson.  She  showed  me  her 
lovely  ring  (also  Christmas)  from  Gene 
Crawford  of  Chapel  Hill.  They  are  plan- 
ning a  wedding  this  summer  or  early  fall. 

Frances  Avera  wrote  that  she  is  work- 
ing in  Rocky  Mount  for  the  Nash  County 
Public  Welfare  Office  as  a  case  worker. 
She  was  in  Barnie's  wedding  last  Decem- 
ber and  said  that  Betsy  Durham  was  also 
a  bridesmaid  and  that  she  looks  wonder- 
ful. Mary  Dickey,  who  is  going  to  school 
at  George  Washington  University  in 
Washington',  said  she  had  just  returned 
from  a  week  in  Miami,  where  Roberta 
and  her  husband  are  living.  He  is  in 
the  Navy,  they  have  a  "darling  house, 
and  ...   is  a  wonderful  cook!" 

Susan  Thorp  is  working  at  Mount  Ver- 
non Gardens.  She  went  up  in  northern 
Michigan  last  week  on  a  skiing  trip  and 
to  Chicago.  She  said  that  May  Bium 
Brantley  is  in  Texas  where  husband  Bill 
is  going  to  school.  (Kackie  Lane  in- 
formed me  that  May  is  expecting  in 
March.)  Kackie  is  dpwn  in  Dothan,  Ala- 
bama, working  for  a  baby  doctor  and 
trying  to  get  a  job  as  hostess  on  a  train. 

I  was  surprised  this  quarter  to  see 
Jean  Conover  here  going  to  school.  She 
is  engaged  to  a  boy  also  here  in  school. 
Vickey  Tyler  is  doing  graduate  work  at 
Carolina. 

Jeanette  Parker  wrote  a  very  long  let- 
ter telling  me  all  about  what  she  has 
been  doing.  Last  June  she  took  a  two- 
weeks  cruise  in  the  Caribbean — going  to 
Nassau,  Jamaica,  Haiti,  and  Havana, 
Cuba.  She  told  all  about  it,  and  what 
a  wonderful  time  she  must  have  had! 
Over  Labor  Day  she  flew  up  to  Cleveland 
for  the  National  Air  Races — another  good 
time.  Jeanette  is  working  in  officers' 
records  at  the  Naval  Air  Station  in  Jack- 
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sonville,  Fla.  She  told  me  that  Annette 
Fulton  expects  to  return  from  Europe 
this  February,  where  she  has  been  for 
some  time. 

The  last  news  I  heard  from  Maria 
Gregory  was  about  a  month  ago  when 
she  was  planning  a  trip  to  New  England 
for  skiing.  I  saw  a  great  deal  of  Mary 
Arden  Tucker  Sutterfleld  this  Christ- 
mas, as  Jerry  and  she  have  been  getting 
settled  again  in  Portsmouth  after  his 
duty  at  sea  for  several  months  last  fall. 
Eleanor  Thomas  Land  said  she  saw  a  lot 
of  Saint  Mary's  girls  this  Christmas  in 
Charlotte. 

Emma  Britt  Davis  is  in  Goldsboro 
again  this  year  teaching  French  and  Eng- 
lish. Also  teaching  this  year  are  Sallie 
Robertson,  in  Washington;  Ruth  Gay, 
in  Washington;  Candy  Harris:  and 
Teence  Davis,  in  Wilson.  Martha  Stoney 
graduated  from  the  University  of  Ala- 
bama in  December  and  opened  a  nursery 
school  in  Anniston,  which  she  seems  to 
like  very  much. 

Isabel  Robinson  says,  "After  gradu- 
ating from  Hollins  College  with  an  A.B. 
in  Chemistry,  1  finally  settled  down  to 
work.  I  am  what  is  known  as  a  'searcher' 
at  the  Patent  Office.  My  job  consists  of 
searching  through  patents  to  find  out  if 
various  inventions  are  patentable."  This 
is,  of  course,  in  Washington. 

Sue  Moore  wrote  that  she  studied  and 
painted  under  the  Kendall  Art  Founda- 
tion in  Hot  Springs,  Virginia,  last  fall, 
and  that  she  plans  to  return  for  further 
study  February,  March,  and  April.  She 
saw  Moomaw,  who  made  three  raw  wood 
frames  for  her.  Anna  Margaret  is  teach- 
ing high  school  English  in  Troutville, 
Va.  Sue  was  planning  to  go  to  Columbia 
to  spend  the  week-end  with  Mrs.  Rem- 
bert. 

Marty  Martin  seems  to  be  having  an 
exciting  time.  She  has  been  taking  flying 
lessons,  soloed  on  the  20th  of  December, 
and  is  now  working  on  her  private  li- 
cense. Other  than  flying,  she  is  still 
working  at  the  YMCA  in  Leaksville.  Flee 
and  Bob  are  still  living  in  Vetville  in 
Raleigh  while  Bob  goes  to  State. 

Anna  Margaret  Moomaw  asked  me  to 
please  remind  all  of  you  to  send  her  the 
$4.00  class  dues — this  and  last  year's 
dues,  if  it  wasn't  sent.  If  you  are  not 
sure  about  it,  write  her  .  .  .  address: 
Troutville,  Va.  She  also  wants  to  know 
your  address  changes. 

Thank  you  for  the  news,  gals,  and 
write  me  any  time.  After  March  my  ad- 
dress will  be  Warrenton  again,  for  then 
my  "career"  at  Chapel  Hill  will  Anally 
be  over — graduate  work  and  all. 
*      *      * 

Annette  Fulton,  formerly  of  Raleigh, 
returned  to  the  United  States  from  over 
one  and  a  half  years  in  Germany  on  Feb- 
ruary 13.  While  in  Germany,  the  Ful- 
tons  made  their  home  in  Geissen,  near 
Frankfurt.  Annette  has  been  doing  very 
interesting  radio  work,  a  Children's  Hour 
over  the  American  Forces  Network,  using 
the  Odyssey  and  Iliad,  first  read  at  Saint 
Mary's.  She  has  compiled  a  collection 
of  folk  tales  for  children,  which  will  be 
published  as  she  adapted  them  in  Stutt- 
gart, Germany,  in  about  six  months.  The 
name  of  her  book  is  "From  Castle  to 
Bazaar."  She  will  make  her  home  in 
Dallas,  Texas,  where  her  father,  Col.  Al- 
lan Fulton,  will  be  stationed.  Her  ad- 
dress will  be  525  Sante  Fe  Bldg..  1111 
Commerce  St.,  Dallas.  We  wish  her  much 
success  with  her  book! 

Gilmer  Cocke  of  Wake  Forest,  '45  H.S.. 
is  now  a  student  at  Wake  Forest  College, 


where  she  is  majoring  in  English  and 
doing  big  things  in  journalism  and  dra- 
matics. She  has  a  part  in  the  play, 
"The  Barretts  of  Wimpole  Street,"  to  be 
given  in  May.  She  is  president  of 
Alpha  Psi  Omega,  national  honorary 
dramatic  fraternity.  Gilmer  helped  or- 
ganize an  alumnae  chapter  in  Wake 
Forest  recently.  Virginia  Carrington 
Mathews  of  Asheville  is  engaged  to  James 
Hunter  Mitchell  and  will  be  married  in 
early  summer.  He  is  at  Yale  University 
studying  architecture.  Virginia  is  very 
interested  in  interior  decoration,  so  they 
plan  to  study  this  field  together  in  New 
York.  Betty  Terry  Streb  (Mrs.  William), 
2512  Stafford  Ave.,  Raleigh,  is  expecting 
the  stork  in  April. 

Frankie  Shamburger  graduated  from 
Marjorie  Webster  in  Washington  last 
June  and  is  now  a  student  at  Duke  Uni- 
versity. She  says  she  saw  many  Saint 
Mary's  girls  when  she  made  her  debut 
last  September.  Ann  Anderson,  Archer 
House,  Chapel  Hill,  reports  that  Martha 
Ann  Maguire  has  just  returned  from  a 
three-months  stay  in  England  with  her 
sister,  and  from  all  reports  it  was  quite 
an  interesting  experience.  Martha  is 
now  attending  Florida  State  University 
in  Tallahassee,  Fla. 

Sarah  Bain.  '45  H.S.,  reports  that  al- 
though she  loves  Randolph-Macon,  she 
still  misses  S.M.S.  Ann  Anderson  re- 
ports that  Vina  Havens,  '45,  is  married 
and  Alexa  Blount,  '44,  is  engaged.  Jo 
Ryan.  '45  H.S.,  is  at  Goucher  College, 
Towson,  Md.  and  says  she  love  it.  From 
all  we  hear,  she  stays  busy  supporting 
the  Navy  football  team. 

Phyllis  Cowdery  Womble  (Mrs.  George) 
is  living  in  Wake  Forest  now,  where 
George  is  in  school.  They  have  a  sweet 
little  boy,  George,  Jr.  Mary  Beverly 
("Tuga")  Wilson,  '45  H.S.,  is  at  William 
and  Mary  now.  Marion  Gaither,  '44 
H.S.,  sponsored  for  homecoming  dances 
at  Wake  Forest  with  Clifton  Parker. 
Carolina  McGuirk  is  at  Hollins.  Ginny 
Matthews  is  working  in  Asheville  and  is 
engaged. 

Sarah  Stewart  Shaw  (Mrs.  Harry  F. ) , 
Box  876,  Davidson,  N.  C.  is  enjoying  liv- 
ing in  a  college  town  while  Harry  com- 
pletes his  studies.  She  gets  home  to 
Fayetteville  every  now  and  then.  'Tis 
heard  recently  that  Jean  Campbell  of 
Lynchburg,  Va.,  is  engaged  and  is  plan- 
ning to  be  wed  on  April  16.  Who's  the 
lucky  boy? 
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CLASS  SECRETARY:  Jane  Campbell, 
127    17th   Street,    N.E.,   Atlanta,    Ga. 

CLASS     FUND     TREASURER:      Kath- 
ryn    Fulton,    Box    288,    Sweet    Briar    Col- 
lege, Sweet  Briar,  Va. 
Dear  Class  of  '4  6, 

It  was  wonderful  to  hear  from  six  of 
you.  What  happened  to  the  other  forty 
in  our  forty-six  of  '46?  Nevertheless  I 
did  hear  that  weddings  take  the  spot- 
light. Carolyn  DesChamps  is  engaged  to 
George  Blackford  of  Spartanburg  and 
has  just  received  a  lovely  ring.  There 
are  no  definite  plans  for  the  wedding 
yet. 

Jean  Wilson  has  already  graduated 
from  the  School  of  Social  Sciences  at 
R.P.I,  and  plans  to  be  married  in  June. 
Mil  has  her  engagement  ring,  I  hear,  but 
I  haven't  heard  any  definite  date  for  the 
big  event. 

Sarah  Buchanan,  now  Mrs.  William 
Porter,  was  married  at  a  beautiful  wed- 
ding in  Hendersonville  on  December  20, 
1947.  Lib  Price,  Margo,  Lib  Clinard. 
and    Spot    were    among    her    attendants. 


She  and  her  husband  are  completing 
their  studies  in  Chapel  Hill  at  present. 
A  note  from  Estelle  says  that  she  thinks 
cooking  is  fun!  She  and  John  are 
thrilled   with   their   new   home. 

Although  several  of  the  crowd  are  "set- 
tled," so  to  speak,  the  majority  of  us 
still  seem  to  be  working  toward  that 
sheepskin.  If  you  are  as  anxious  as  I ' 
am  for  June  to  come  you  won't  sympa- 
thize with  Thoreau  who  said  "let  every 
sheep   keep   his  own   skin." 

Betty  Sue  writes  that  she  will  gradu- 
ate from  the  Florida  State  University 
in  June  with  a  degree  in  Journalism 
and  Spanish.  She  wrote  that  Judy  Tay- 
lor and  Marty  Maguire  are  there  now 
also.  Mil  will  graduate  in  June  from  R.P.I. 

Kathryn  finishes  Sweet  Briar  May  31. 
She  has  Willie  Alston's  pin.  Kathryn 
spent  New  Year's  in  New  Orleans,  at- 
tended the  Sugar  Bowl  Game  and  had 
a  glorious  time.  She  saw  Mary  Holmes 
Stephens  and  went  to  a  party  that  she 
gave.  Amie  writes  me  that  Mary  Helen 
and  Beverly  are  members  of  the  May 
Court  at  Salem.  Karlyn  Sloan  Gorman 
and  her  husband  are  living  in  Fayette- 
ville. 

Mrs.  Baskervill  wrote  me  that  while 
everyone  in  Warrenton  is  sledding  and 
skating  Spot  is  reveling  in  tho' Florida  sun- 
shine. She  is  studying  at  the  Ringling  Art 
School  in  Sarasota.  Spot  writes  that 
she  really  likes  the  art,  the  sunshine, 
and  the  orange  juice.  I  went  to  the 
University  of  Georgia  for  a  dance  last 
week-end  and  stayed  with  Charlotte  Hoff- 
mann at  the  Chi  Omega  House.  I  saw 
Ann  Jennings  and  Sissy  Mull  who  are 
both  Chi  O's  at  Georgia  now.  I  saw 
Benning  Burgard  during  Christmas  at 
the  Cotillion  in  Columbus,  Georgia.  Both 
Sissy  and  Benning  were  at  Saint  Mary's 
during  our  junior  year. 

The  Chapel  Hillians  must  be  having 
too  gay  a  time  to  even  write.  Nary  a 
word  was  heard  from  the  co-eds! 

Please    let    Amie    hear    more    news    of 
you  in  the  spring.     Mary  Pinckney  wants 
to  plan  a  reunion  in  June,  so  I  hear. 
*      *      # 

Charlotte  Andrews  Underwood  (Mrs. 
Willis  Boykin,  Jr.)  of  Dutch  Inn,  Lex- 
ington, Va.,  visited  Saint  Mary's  over 
the  February  7th  week-end.  Charlotte 
Blanton  of  Kinston,  '46  H.S..  now  a  stu- 
dent at  Randolph-Macon,  sponsored  with 
Martin  Waters  for  the  Davidson  College 
Panhellenic  Council  dances  in  February. 
1047 
CLASS  SECRETARY:  Joan  Hassler, 
Box  296,  Salem  Station,  Winston-Salem, 
North  Carolina. 

CLASS      FUND      TREASURER:      Rose 
Wallace,  Box  245,  Randolph-Macon  Wom- 
an's College,   Lynchburg,   Va. 
Dear  Class  of  '4  7: 
"  'Twas   two   days   after   Christmas 
And  all  through  New  York 
Not  a  creature  was  stirring — not  even  a 

stork ! 
The   whipping  and   lashing   of  wind   and 

of  snow 
Made    it    necessary    to    walk    with    head 

down  low. 
When  what  to  my  frostbitten  ears  should 

ring  clear 
But    the    words    'Joan    Hassler,    are    you 

here?' 
Burning  with  a  jerk    (Ed  was  along) 
I   dropped   mine  teeth. 
No!       Not      Santa      Claus      but      Nancy 

O'Keeffe!" 
So    goes   one    of   the    most   stirring   re- 
unions   I    have    ever    witnessed.      You've 
heard  the  old  saying  that  sooner  or  later 
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you  meet  everyone  you  know  on  Forty- 
second  Street.  Well,  O'Keeffe  and  I 
deserve  a  little  credit.  We  at  least  met 
on  the  corner  of  Forty-second  Street  and 
Fifth  Avenue.  The  other  day  while 
fighting  the  wind  with  head  down  low, 
she  ran  smack  into  a  man.  Upon  look- 
ing up  she  discovered  it  was  Van  Heflin 
and  promptly  passed  out.  O'Keeffe  and 
"Prissy"  Ford  got  their  Saint  Luke's 
caps  and  now  have  only  two  and  a  half 
years  to  go.  Nancy  Ford  wrote  that  her 
mother  had   gone  up   for  the  ceremony. 

It  was  really  good  to  wind  up  a  fes- 
tive Christmas  week  in  New  York  with 
a  small  reunion.  Called  "Libba"  Rob- 
erts when  we  went  through  Culpepper  on 
the  trip  home. 

Seriously,  I  am  beginning  to  believe 
that  Saint  Mary's  girls  have  a  talent  for 
running  into  each  other  at  the  oddest 
places.  Take,  for  example,  the  Wash- 
ington Bus  Terminal  at  seven  o'clock  in 
the  morning!  Whom  (get  that  whom 
and  I'm  not  even  an  English  major ) 
should  I  see  getting  out  of  a  taxicab  but 
Jo  Anne  Darden.  You  know,  I  thought 
I  was  dreaming  things.  We  were  both 
headed  for  Annapolis  and  so  we  sat  to- 
gether on  the  bus.      Heard  all  the  news. 

That  week-end  at  the  dances  I  saw 
Nancy  Hannah,  '48  (she  is  now  wearing 
a  lovely  engagement  ring),  Eurney 
Johnson,  Jackie  Murray,  Martha  Van 
Patten  and  "Trina"  Blake.  Called  Jane 
Dickey  on  the  way  back  and  is  she  ever 
happy.  Got  a  letter  from  her  this  morn- 
ing, by  the  way,  and  she  hopes  to  be- 
come a  Kappa  Alpha  Theta  girl  any 
minute.  Easter  she  is  planning  a  trip 
to  North  Carolina. 

Girls!  We  now  have  a  married  wom- 
an in  our  midst.  Jean  Strickland  Hack- 
ney was,  from  all  the  glowing  reports 
I  have  heard,  a  lovely  bride.  "Demp" 
( still  pinned  and  we've  heard  that  the 
wedding  gave  her  ideas)  was  in  the  wed- 
ding and  caught  the  bouquet!  Best 
wishes,   Jean! 

Speaking  of  "Strook's"  wedding  re- 
minds me  of  a  grand  letter  I  received 
from  Margaret  Lee  Payne.  She,  Janie 
Bowler,  and  "Libba"  Roberts  drove 
down  to  Wilson  for  the  event.  Margaret 
Lee  is  still  as  wild  about  V.M.I,  and 
went  to  Mid-Winters  the  13th  and  14th 
of  February.  On  top  of  all  that,  she  is 
now  the  proud  aunt  of  a  dark  red-haired 
baby  boy.  Congratulations,  Margaret  Lee  ! 

News  from  Carolina  is  heterogeneous 
(still  my  favorite  word)  and  gay!  "Liddy 
Bet"  is  pinned  to  "Dede"  Ray  Holstein. 
"Pinky"  Pendleton  also  made  the  Dean's 
list.  "Marty"  is  in  the  Beauty  sec- 
tion of  the  Yack.  She  was  also  one 
of  the  sponsors  for  the  N.  C.  State  En- 
gineers Ball  and  is  going  to  model  in  a 
spring  fashion  show  come  March.  Sybil 
Goereh  Powe  was  elected  President  of 
the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Chapter  at 
Chapel  Hill. 

Had  a  chat  with  Martha  Best  when 
she  came  up  for  the  Gene  Krupa  dance 
here.  Martha  Best  made  her  debut  in 
New  York  Christmas  and  had  a  gay  time. 
She  saw  Marilyn .  Whetstone  and  Char- 
lotte Underwood  at  the  dances  ( State 
Mid-Winters),  which  "were  the  best  yet!" 
Willie  Marjorie  Riddick  and  Beau  Welsh 
also   went   with   Kappa   Sigmas. 

The  U.  of  South  Carolina  news  comes 
by  way  of  Sande  Childs  and  Betsy  Siler. 
Betsy  visited  "Tumpie"  Hudson  down 
there  one  week-end.  Quote  Betsy: 
"Betsy  Blundon  and  Holly  Beck  live  on 
the  same  hall.  They  are  all  planning  to 
come  up  to  S.M.S.  for  graduation  this  year  !" 


Sande  says,  "Patsy  Taylor  is  going  to 
the  University  of  South  Carolina  this 
semester.  All  of  us  ex-Saint  Mary's 
girls  down  here  are  planning  a  visit  to 
Raleigh  soon.  We  all  love  Carolina  and 
are  having  a  wonderful  time." 

"Chubby"  reports  from  Converse: 
"Having  a  big  time!  I  got  back  from 
P.C.  Mid-Winters  (K.A.  Ball)  last  night 
and  Fripp  got  back  from  the  Medical 
Ball  in  Charleston.  Alice  Henderson 
went  home  for  the  week-end,  too.  I  took 
Shakespeare  last  semester  and  now  it's 
Browning.  That  outside  reading  at 
Saint  Mary's  really  has  helped  me.  Hope 
we  can  make  it  to  Saint  Mary's  gradu- 
ation. Hey  from  Jane,  Dot,  Alice,  Mary 
Nelson  and  Fripp."  Fripp's  communique 
sounded  gay.  It  was  written  later  and 
she  said  that  "Chubby"  was  leaving  for 
Clemson  Mid- Winters — "Eliot  Lawrence, 
too." 

Jean  Gatlin  and  Mary  Jane  are  work- 
ing themselves  to  death  at  Duke  Hos- 
pital but  report  that  the  manpower  sit- 
uation is  delightful.  Dinny  Bonnet's 
mother  and  father  are  leaving  for  Hol- 
land shortly,  and  due  to  the  fact  that 
she  has  made  summer  school  plans  for 
the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  it  doesn't 
look  as  though  she'll  get  to  Holland. 
Betty  Anne  Cooper  writes  that  she  is 
now  a  Chi  Omega  at  Carolina  and  that 
"Woolie"  is  driving  her  own  Ford  (a 
belated  graduation  gift). 

"Ginger"  Corpening  ( R.P.I. )  has 
changed  her  major  to  fashion  illustra- 
tion and  is  having  huge  fun.  Jane  Lowe 
spent  the  week-end  of  January  31st.  in 
New  York  with  her  roommate.  Says 
Jane,  "The  only  thing  I  don't  like  about 
Washington  is  that  I  don't  see  enough  of 
the  Saint  Mary's  girls." 

A  remarkable  card  came  in  from 
Betsy  Wetterau.  Didn't  know  so  much 
could  be  squeezed  on  one  piece  of  paper. 
News  I  reckon!  She  is  now  wearing  an 
Alpha  Delta  Phi  sorority  pin.  Vaughan 
Monroe  was  at  the  University  for  the 
Valentine's  Day  Dance.  Quote  (and  this 
is  the  neatest  trick  of  the  week):  "I 
simply  inhaled  the   BULLETIN." 

Was  so  glad  to  hear  from  Virginia 
Woodley.  She  is  still  a  single  woman 
but  she's  a-courtin'  mighty  steady;  that 
ring  on  the  third  finger,  left  hand,  is  still 
where  it  was  last  year — only  more  so. 
Serena  Ashburn  went  to  V.P.I,  one  week- 
end and  was  going  to  V.M.I,  another  one. 
I'll  bet  she  meets  herself  coming  and 
going. 

"Am  just  crazy  about  it  down  here 
but  miss  you  all  so  much.  No  news 
much  but  was  initiated  into  the  sorority 
I  Phi  Mu)  the  other  day"— writes  Lillian 
Lumpkin. 

From  Lynchburg  and  vicinity:  Gene 
Rose  (Sweet  Briar)  informs  that  Martha 
Conger  is  not  in  New  York  now.  Mar'et 
is  still  there  and  much  interested  in 
Yale.  "Woolie"  has  a  new  car  and  a 
canary  named  "Lauritz  Melchior." 
"Yours  truly  is  still  vascillating  (Gene! 
How  could  you? )  between  U.N.C.  and 
W.'n'L."  Rose  Wallace  has  Ann  Nowell 
as  a  little  sister  at  Randolph-Macon. 
Katherine  Clark  has  Katherine  Wilcox 
as  hers.  They  have  had  sorority  initia- 
tions. Important  message  from  Treas- 
urer Wallace:  "Please  pay  alumnae  dues 
and  class  fund  if  you  have  not  done  so!" 

Judy  Taylor  is  in  Tallahassee  and  I 
turned  green  upon  reading  this  in  her 
epistle:  "I'm  crazy  about  it  here  at  Flor- 
ida State — it's  really  one  of  Mr.  Moore's 
'country  clubs! '  ...  I  only  thought  it 
couldn't    rain    anywhere    like    it    did    in 


Raleigh!  And  that  reminds  me— it's 
time  to  get  into  those  boots  and  rain- 
coat and  be  on  my  way  to  Shakespeare. 
(Yep,  I'm  an  English  Major.)" 

Peggy  Swindell  entered  Wake  Forest 
second  semester  and  feels  right  "at 
home"  there.  She's  majoring  in  English 
and  finds  the  work  is  not  crip.  There 
are  four  Saint  Mary's  girls  on  the  cam- 
pus—Ruby Leigh  Williams,  Ann  Bar- 
bour, Gilmer  Cocke,  and  Peggy. 

Really,  I  wished  that  all  of  you  could 
have  been  here  when  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone 
visited  in  Winston-Salem.  There  was  a 
lovely  alumnae  meeting  that  afternoon 
at  Mrs.  James  Gray's  (Christine's  moth- 
er). That  night  a  whole  gang  of  us 
went  out  to  the  Forsyth  Country  Club 
for  a  dinner  party  and  did  we  ever  have 
a  gay  time  bringing  back  those  Saint 
Mary's  days!  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone  were 
both  looking  wonderful.  We  had  a  gay 
time  but  it  would  have  been  better  if  all 
of  you  had  been  there! 

The  response  was  magnificent  and  do 
keep  writing.  The  news  from  here  is 
"all  quiet  on  the  Western  Front."  Lib 
Taylor  has  not  been  too  well  this  winter 
and  has  dropped  out  of  school  for  the 
semester.  She  really  did  well  first  se- 
mester, even  with  three  weeks'  illness 
absences.  Made  Dean's  list  with  all  A's 
and  only  one  B,  and  that  had  a  plus 
attached. 

Love  from  "Sybbe,"  "T."  and  Ann 
Lanier.      "Colie"  sends  love. 

"See  you  in  Kansas  City,  Mo." 

P.S.  Addresses  of  interest  (some  that 
have    been    changed    since    last    time): 

Mrs.  Ernest  D.  Hackney  (Jean  Strick- 
land),   Raleigh   Road,   Wilson,   N.   C. 

Jane  Dickey,  Kappa  Alpha  Theta 
House,    College    Park,    Maryland. 

Judy  Taylor.  Box  269,  Florida  State 
University,    Tallahassee,    Florida. 

Peggy  Swindell,  Box  967,  Wake  Forest. 
North  Carolina. 

Sande  Childs,  228  South  Edisto,  Co- 
lumbia,  S.   C. 

"Ginger"  Corpening.  S20  Park  Avenue, 
Richmond,  Virginia. 

Lillian  Lumpkin.  Phi  Mu  House,  Uni- 
versity of  Georgia,   Athens,   Ga. 

"Tumpie"  Hudson,  University  of 
South  Carolina,   Columbia,  S.  C. 

Virginia  Woodley,  Box  1582,  College 
Station,   Fredericksburg,   Va. 

Myrtle  Alston  is  one  of  the  14  honor 
freshmen  at  Sweet  Briar,  also  a  member 
of  the  Glee  Club  and  freshman  repre- 
sentative on  Church  and  Chapel  com- 
mittees. Phyllis  Thorpe  is  at  Sweet 
Briar,  also,  and  was  co-writer  of  a  senior 
show  and  is  on  the  editorial  staff  of  the 
Sweet   Briar   News. 

Frances  Collett  took  the  part  of  "Ma" 
in  Thornton  Wilder's  "Happy  Journey" 
in  a  freshman  play  given  at  Hollins  Col- 
lege recently.  It  is  reported  that  she 
"won  the  admiration  of  the  entire  cam- 
pus." Cynthia  McCaw  is  thoroughly  en- 
joying Rhode  Island  State  College,  at 
Kingston,  R.  I.,  and  is  having  quite  a 
few  interesting  experiences,  so  Miss  Mor- 
rison says. 

Betty  Wetterau,  c/o  General  Delivery, 
University.  Ala.,  writes  that  she  "misses 
Saint  Mary's  terribly,  the  girls,  chapel 
in  the  mornings,  the  package  lists  and 
mail  deliveries  .  .  ."  She  pledged  Alpha 
Delta  Pi.  Anne  Davis  Henson  (Mrs. 
Emilio  Yachan)  left  recently  to  make 
her  home  in  Santiago.  Chile.  Sarah 
Hall  Orr  (Mrs.  Richard)  is  making  her 
home   on   Fifth   Street,   Highlands. 
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Milestones 


Saint  Mary's  School 


Engagements 

Virginia  Lester  Anderson,  Bus.,  '47,  of 
Raleigh,  to  Nathan  Russell  Sewell,  Jr., 
of  Atlanta,  Ga.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  late  spring. 

Mildred  Chappell,  '46,  of  Richmond. 
Va.,  to  Wilson  Allen,  student  at  Univer- 
sity of  North  Carolina,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

Virginia  Carrington  Mathews,  '  4  5 
(H.S.),  of  Asheville,  to  James  Hunter 
Mitchell,  also  of  Asheville.  The  wed- 
ding will  be  solemnized  in  early  summer. 

Mary  Helen  Stewart,  '35,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Watson  G.  Scott,  Jr.,  of  Winston- 
Salem.  The  wedding  will  take  place  in 
February. 

Marie  Stuart  Verdery,  '4  5,  of  Fayette- 
ville,  to  Douglas  Hendrie  Kerr  of  St. 
Paul,  Minn.,  and  New  York.  The  wed- 
ding will  take  place  on  April  17  in  Fay- 
etteville. 

Harriet  Murray  Whitaker,  '4  4,  of  Kin- 
ston,  to  Alexander  Blucher  Howard,  also 
of  Kinston.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
on   April    10. 

Elizabeth  Landon  Chase,  '4  3,  of  Gar- 
ner, formerly  of  Raleigh,  to  Richard  K. 
Corbett  of  Garner.  The  wedding  will 
take  place  on  June  15  at  Old  Christ 
Church,  Kilmarnock,  Va. 

Charlotte  Crawford,  '44,  of  Norfolk, 
Va..  to  Cad  Walder  Arrendell,  Jr.,  of 
Ponca  City,  Okla.  The  wedding  will 
take  place  in  late  April  at  Black  Moun- 
tain. 

Louise  Eggleston,  '42,  of  Norfolk,  Va., 
to  Roy  Butler  Martin.  Jr.  The  wedding 
will  be  solemnized  on  April  17  at  the 
Church  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  Norfolk, 
Virginia. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Xeff,  '38,  of  Charlottes- 
ville. Va.,  to  Dr.  Edwin  Pearson  Parker, 
III,  of  Washington  and  Chicago.  The 
wedding  will  take  place  in  June. 

Anne  Cabell  Browning,  '4  3,  of  Rich- 
mond. Va.,  to  Thomas  Huntington  Rip- 
ley of  Bennington,  Va.  The  wedding 
will  take  place  in  early  summer. 


Weddings 

Athalia  Alligood,  '45,  of  Washington, 
N.  C,  to  William  Ashford  Gravely,  also 
of  Washington,  on  December  6  in  the 
First  Presbyterian  Church.  Washington. 
North  Carolina. 

Elizabeth  Ellen  Bencini,  '42  H.S  .  of 
Eustis.  Fla.,  to  Walter  L.  Jackson,  Jr., 
of  High  Point,  on  December  22  in  Winter 
Park,  Fla. 

Estelle  Norman  Boyce,  '46,  of  War- 
renton.  to  John  Branch  Stedman  of  Lum- 
berton.  on  November. 6  in  Warrenton. 

Mary  Randolph  Gardner,  '45,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Robert  Timberlake  Newcomb, 
Jr.,  also  of  Raleigh,  on  January  8  at 
Hayes-Barton  Methodist  Church,  Raleigh. 
Lucy  Gardner  Jeter.  '44,  sister  of  the 
bride,  was  her  only  attendant.  At  home, 
Alexandria.   Va. 

Dorothy  Louise  Godwin,  '4  7,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Joseph  Dean  Styres,  Jr.,  of 
Gastonia.  on  December  20  at  Hillyer  Me- 
morial   Christian    Church,    Raleigh. 

Sarah  Belle  Buchanan,  '4  6,  of  Hen- 
dersonville,  to  Charles  Williamson  Por- 
ter  of   New    Orleans,    La.,    on    December 


20  in  the  First  Methodist  Church,  Hen- 
dersonville. 

Anne  Davis  Henson,  '47,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Emilio  Yachan  of  Santiago,  Chile,  on 
December  20,  in  the  Sacred  Heart  Cathe- 
dral, Raleigh.     At  home,  Santiago,  Chile. 

Gwendolyn  Hughes,  '4  5,  of  Tabor  City, 
to  Henry  Blue  Barnes  of  Atlanta,  Ga,, 
on  January  24  in  the  Mount  Tabor  Bap- 
tist Church,  Tabor  City.  At  home,  Char- 
lotte. 

Robbie  Johnson  of  Raleigh  and  Va- 
rina.  to  William  Edward  Smith  of  Ra- 
leigh and  High  Point,  in  the  Wake 
Chapel  Christian  Church,  Varina.  At 
home.  Raleigh. 

Hortense  Mundy  Jones,  '35,  of  Greens- 
boro, to  Isaac  Duncan  Ham  of  Greens- 
boro, on  November  2  6  in  the  Holy  Trinity 
Episcopal  Church,  Greensboro.  Frances 
Jones  Ernst,  '33,  of  Raleigh,  and  Louise 
Jones  Bufflngton,  '3S,  of  Greensboro,  sis- 
ters of  the  bride,  were  bridesmaids.  At 
home,    Greensboro. 

Shields  Jones,  '42,  H.S.,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  Charles  Cooper  Harris,  Jr., 
also  of  Rocky  Mount,  on  November  28 
in  the  First  Methodist  Church,  Rocky 
Mount.  Lillian  West,  '4  2,  H.S.,  of  Kin- 
ston, and  Margaret  Winslow,  '4  4,  of 
Rocky  Mount,  were  bridesmaids.  At 
home.  Rocky  Mount. 

Maria  Southerland  Legg,  '4  4,  of  Hen- 
derson, to  Turner  Jones  Wortham,  also 
of  Henderson,  on  November  26  in  Hen- 
derson.    At  home,  Henderson. 

Cora  Cox  Lucas,  '43,  of  Greensboro, 
to  John  Worth  McAlister,  Jr.,  also  of 
Greensboro,  on  November  29  in  the  Holy 
Trinity  Episcopal  Church,  Greensboro. 
Laurie  Lucas.  '43,  H.S.,  of  Greensboro, 
sister  of  the  bride,  was  the  maid  of 
honor.     At  home.  Fries.  Va. 

Joyce  McCotter,  '45.  of  Bayboro.  to 
Roger  Douglas  Greeson  of  Greensboro, 
on  December  27  in  Bayboro. 

Virginia  McRae,  '42.  H.S..  of  Rocking- 
ham, to  Dr.  Thomas  Claiborne  Guthrie, 
III,  of  Newark,  N.  J.,  on  November  S 
in  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church  of 
the  Messiah,  Rockingham.  Octavia  Mc- 
Rae,  '40,  of  Rockingham,  sister  of  the 
bride,  was  maid  of  honor,  and  brides- 
maids were  Cecelia  Dicks,  '42,  of  Rock- 
ingham, and  Dorothy  Redwine,  '46,  of 
Monroe.  Dr.  Guthrie  is  now  serving  his 
internship  at  Bellevue  Hospital  in  New 
York,  where  they  will  make  their  home. 

Elise  Marshall,  '4  2,  H.S.,  of  Garnett, 
S.  C,  to  Arthur  Brooks  Simkins,  on 
December   2  3  in  Garnett,  S.   C. 

Jane  Winter  Maultsby,  '44,  of  White- 
ville.  to  Ralph  Farrior  Powell,  also  of 
Whiteville.  on  December  2  7  in  White- 
ville.  Ruth  Moore,  '44,  Bus.,  of  White- 
ville, was  a  bridesmaid.  At  home, 
Whiteville. 

Elizabeth  Ann  Pou,  '45.  of  Raleigh,  to 
Roland  McClamroch.  Jr.,  of  Chapel  Hill, 
on  December  19  at  Christ  Episcopal 
Church,  Raleigh.  Virginia  Pou,  '43,  of 
Raleigh,  sister  of  the  bride,  "Teence" 
Davis,  '45,  of  Wilson,  Jenny  Park,  '46, 
of  Raleigh,  and  Jane  Winston,  '46,  H.S., 
of  Raleigh,  were  bridesmaids.  At  home, 
Village  Apartments.  Chapel  Hill,  where 
Bet  and  Sandy  are  students  at  the  Uni- 
versity  of   North    Carolina. 

Myrtle  Winifred  Rosenbauin,  '41.  of 
Tarboro,  to  Woodrow  Clyde  Plunkett  of 
Atlanta,  Ga.,  on  December  30  in  the 
Chapel  of   Saint  Mary's   School,   Raleigh. 


Martha  Joyce  Ross,  '43,  of  Clinton,  to 
Julian  Jeter  Hill  of  Lamar,  S.  C,  on  De- 
cember 23  in  the  Clinton  Methodist 
Church.  Ellen  Ross  Kirven,  '38,  of  Clin- 
ton, sister  of  the  bride,  was  matron  of 
honor,  and  Pattie  Ross,  '43,  of  Clinton, 
was  maid  of  honor.  Margaret  Bethune. 
'42,  and  Mildred  Caison,  '42,  both  of 
Clinton,   were   bridesmaids. 

Jean  Strickland,  '4  7,  of  Wilson,  to 
Ernest  Deans  Hackney  of  Wilson,  on 
January  17  in  the  First  Baptist  Church, 
Wilson.  Russell  Broughton  of  Saint 
Mary's  School,  was  organist,  and  Nancy 
Hannah,  '48,  of  Greenville,  soloist.  Sarah 
Walston.  '48,  and  Betsy  Dempsey,  '47, 
both  of  Wilson,  were  bridesmaids.  At 
home,  Wilson. 

Margaret  Andrews  Stone,  '43,  of 
Greensboro,  to  John  Berry,  also  of 
Greensboro,  on  December  20  at  Park 
Temple  Methodist  Church  in  Fort  Lauder- 
dale, Fla.  Bridesmaids  were  Mary 
Berry,  '4  5,  Margaret  Glenn,  '43,  and 
Julia  Clark,  '43,  all  of  Greensboro.  At 
home,  506  Union  St.,  Morganton,  N.  C. 

Frances  Templeton,  '35,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Daniel  Marshall  Hodges,  Jr.,  also  of  Ra- 
leigh, on  January  24  in  the  First  Pres- 
byterian Church,  Raleigh.  At  home, 
Raleigh,  where  Dan  is  a  reporter  on  The 
Xctvs  ami  Observer. 

Nancy  Boyd  Walker,  '41,  Bus.,  of 
Heathsville,  Va..  to  Wat  Tyler  Griffith, 
on  October  2  5  in  Heathsville.  At  home, 
Hague,  Va.  Nancy  and  Wat  visited 
Saint  Mary's  while  on  their  honeymoon 
trip. 

Josie  Barnes  White,  '45,  of  Green- 
ville. N.  C,  to  Edwin  Rawl,  Jr.,  also  of 
Greenville,  on  December  20  in  the  Me- 
morial Baptist  Church,  Greenville. 
Frances  Avera.  '4  5.  of  Rocky  Mount, 
Betsy  Durham,  '45,  of  Birmingham, 
Mich.,  and  Evelyn  Ann  White  Norris, 
'43,  of  Raleigh,  were  bridesmaids.  At 
home.  Chapel  Hill. 

Jane  Durham  Bell,  'ex  '45,  of  Red 
Springs,  to  Sumner  McBee  Williams  of 
Greenville.  S.  C.  on  January  31  at  the 
First  Presbyterian  Church,  Red  Springs. 
Bridesmaids  were  Hannah  Bell,  '42,  sis- 
ter of  the  bride,  and  Virginia  Hart,  '44. 
At  home  in  western  North  Carolina. 

Anne  Marshal]  Bryan,  '45,  H.S.,  of 
Greensboro,  to  John  Clarence  Daugh- 
tridge  of  Charlotte,  on  December  30  in 
Raleigh.  Mary  Berry,  '45,  of  Greens- 
boro, was  a  bridesmaid. 

Virginia  Brooks  Maury,  '42,  H.S.,  of 
Courtland.  Va.,  to  Dr.  Walter  Frank 
Daughtrey,  Jr.,  of  Holland,  Va. 

Nancy  Sanford  Moore,  '40.  of  Rich- 
mond. Va.,  to  Raymond  Horndon  Wood- 
all  of  Sandston,  Va. 

Alma  Southerland  Parhani,  '3  6,  of 
Henderson,  to  George  Hadley  Grant  of 
Brookline,  Mass..  on  November  25.  At 
home,  Coonamesset  Inn,  North  Falmouth, 
Massachusetts. 

Lillian  Manoah  West,  '42,  H.S.,  of  Kin- 
ston ,to  Marion  Arendell  Parrott  of  Kin- 
ston, on  March  6  at  the  Queen  Street 
Methodist  Church,  Kinston.  Shields 
Jones  Harris  (Mrs.  Charles  C.  Jr.).  '42, 
H.S.,  and  Harriet  Whitaker,  4  4,  were 
bridesmaids.  Wedding  trip:  Nassau.  At 
home,  Kinston,  where  Marion  will  prac- 
tice law. 


GaUndab  o^  Zoestii 


March    1 — Civic  Music  Concert,  Alexander  Brailowsky,  Pianist 

March    2— "The  Rivals,"  Raleigh  Little  Theatre 

March    4 — Piano  Recital  by  William  Masselos,  New  York,  Auditorium 

March  17 — Spring  Holidays  Begin 

March  23 — Spring  Holidays  End 

March  26— Good  Friday 

March  28— Easter 

April      3 — Freshman-Sophomore  Dance 

April     8 — Lecture  by  Gerhart  Seger,  author  and  editor,  Auditorium 

April    12— "The  Philadelphia  Story,"  Raleigh  Little  Theatre 

April    16 — Civic  Music  Concert,  Minneapolis  Symphony  Orchestra 

April    23 — Ralph  Osthoff,  piano  concert,  Auditorium 

April    24 — Junior-Senior  Dance,  Gym 

May        1 — May  Day  Pageant,  Grove 

May        6 — Alice  Marble,  Tennis  Exhibition  and  Lecture 

May      31 — Final  Exams  Begin 

June       4 — Final  Exams  End 

June      4 — "Much  Ado  About  Nothing,"  Saint  Mary's  Dramatic  Club 

June       5 — Alumnae  Day  and  Class  Day,  Glee  Club  and  Music  Recitals 

June       6 — Baccalaureate  Sermon,  11:00  a.  m.. 

The  Rev.  James  Stanley  Cox, 

Rector    Saint    Paul's    Church,    Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

June       6 — Alumnae  Memorial  Service  and  Organ  Recital,  5  :00  p.  m. 

June       7 — Commencement,  10:30  a.  m., 

Address  by  Dr.  Edward  M.  Gwathmey 
President  of  Converse  College,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


Births 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  T.  Besserer  of 
Fort  Pierce,  Fla.,  a  daughter,  Carol  Ruth, 
on  January  12.  Mrs.  Besserer  is  the  for- 
mer Jane  Womble,  '3  8,  of  Raleigh. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Walter  Garnett  of  En- 
field, a  son,  Walter  Rhamey,  on  January 
2.  Mrs.  Garnett  is  the  former  Marjorie 
Dickens,  '37,  of  Enfield. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  A.  Feather,  Jr.,  of 
Mt.  Vernon,  N.  Y.,  a  daughter,  Kimber- 
ley  Battle,  on  October  27.  Mrs.  Feather 
is  the  former  Bettie  Thorpe,  '41,  of  Pel- 
ham  Manor,  N.  Y. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Pou  Bailey  of 
Raleigh,  a  son,  Edwin  Pate,  on  January 
27.  Mrs.  Bailey  is  the  former  Fiquet 
Pate,  '40,  of  Laurinburg. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  Finch  of  Louis- 
ville, Ky.,  a  daughter,  Ann  Marshall,  on 
October  24.  Mrs.  Finch  is  the  former 
Lucy   Marshall  Goode   of   Dinwiddie,    Va. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Paul  Best  of  Goldsboro, 
a  son,  Talbot  Sanborn,  on  October  8. 
Mrs.  Best  in  the  former  Sally  Sanborn, 
'43,  of  Goldsboro. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Jackson  Powell, 
Jr.,  of  Burlington,  a  son,  Robert,  Jr.,  on 
December  30.  Mrs.  Powell  is  the  former 
Catherine  Gant,  '40,  H.S.,  of  Burlington. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  William  Phifer, 
Jr.,  of  Morganton,  a  daughter,  Martha 
Avery,  on  November  2.  Mrs.  Phifer  is 
the  former  Mary  Adair  Edwards,  '31,  of 
Orlando,  Fla. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fletcher  H.  Gregory,  Jr., 
of  Weldon,  a  daughter,  Mary  Louise,  on 
November  15.  Mrs.  Gregory  is  the  for- 
mer Mary  Louise  Riddick,  '3S,  of  Scot- 
land Neck. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Telfair  Cordon  of 
Raleigh,  a  son,  John  Christoph,  on  Jan- 
uary 28.  Mrs.  Cordon  is  the  former 
Matilda  Ehringhaus,   '34,   of  Raleigh. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  E.  Webb  of  Tar- 
boro,  a  son,  Daniel  Ray,  on  February 
11.  Mrs.  Webb  is  the  former  Kathleen 
Virginia  Hughes,   '30,   of  Raleigh. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Felix  Arnold  of  En- 
field, a  daughter,  Frances  Felice,  March 
4.  Mrs.  Arnold  is  the  former  Frances 
Marks,  '44,  H.S.,  of  Boykins,  Va. 


Deaths 


Mrs.  James  Norwood  Whitley  of  Stan- 
tonsburg  and  Kinston  fnee  Huldah 
Pruitt  Hardy,   '2S)    on  January  2  5. 

Mrs.  John  Huske  Anderson  of  Fay- 
etteville  (nee  Lucy  Worth  London,  '94) 
in  July.  (Correction  from  the  December 
BULLETIN,  under  "In  Memoriam." — 
Ed.) 

Mrs.  Ashby  Lee  Baker  of  Raleigh  (nee 
Minnie  Tucker,  'S9)  on  March  14.  (As 
the  magazine  goes  to  press,  we  regret- 
fully add  the  passing  of  a  faithful 
alumna. — Ed.) 


Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  are  Doing  Big  Things! 


THE  DINING  ROOM  REDECORATION 
FUND  IS  GROWING  EVERY  DAY! 

QUOTA  FOR  ALUMNAE  CHAPTERS 

$1000 

TOTAL  AMOUNT  EXPECTED  BY 
ALUMNAE  IN  JUNE,  1948— $4000 

VERY  ACTIVE  CHAPTERS 

Henderson     $70.00 

Raleigh  $50.00 

Charlotte     $46.50 

Wilson    $25.75 

Goldsboro  $25.00 

Richmond  $11.80 
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Farewell 

We,  the  seniors,  leave  clutching  our  diplomas  and  drying 
our  tears.  We  feel  that  our  years  at  Saint  Mary's  have  been 
well  spent  in  enriching  our  lives  and  now  it  is  time  to  prove 
our  appreciation  to  those  who  have  made  these  years  of 
schooling  worthwhile  to  us. 

Those  of  us  who  will  continue  our  college  careers  hope  that 
our  records  at  other  schools  will  make  Saint  Mary's  glad  to 
claim  us. 

The  rest  of  us  hope  that  we  will  use  the  training  we  have 
received  at  Saint  Mary's  to  best  advantage  and  that  our 
achievements  will  prove  an  active  recommendation  for  our 
school.  We  will  always  be  Saint  Mary's  girls,  and,  of  course, 
we  plan  to  join  the  alumnae  association  and  support  its 
projects. 

We  sincerely  hope  that  in  years  to  come  Saint  Mary's  will 
remember  the  class  of  '48  with  pride. 


Contents 


WRITE  US 

Strange  as  it  may  seem  at  first,  four  weeks  have  to  elapse 
between  our  submitting  copy  to  the  printer  and  his  completion 
of  the  issue.  The  reasons  for  this  are  many,  but  here  is  one 
of  the  main  ones.  If  the  BULLETIN"  appeared  weekly  or 
even  monthly,  the  printers  could  guarantee  our  schedule.  But 
the  magazine  appears  only  three  times  a  year.  So  when  we 
do  go  to  press,  we  have  "to  stand  in  line,"  and  often  it's  a  long 
and  interrupted  line.  But  our  printers  do  a  lot  for  us,  put  up 
with  a  lot  from  us  when  we  are  unhappy  or  just  plain  diffi- 
cult.   Thus  our  June  issue  in  July. 

This  issue  of  the  BULLETIN"  is  about  the  fattest  we  have 
ever  produced,  and  we  hope  you  will  enjoy  its  varied  contents, 
different  appeals,  and  the  news  of  the  School,  You  will  note 
that  it  is  divided  into  three  parts :  the  record  of  Commence- 
ment weekend ;  The  Muse,  or  students'  poems  and  short 
stories;  and  the  Alumnae  section.  We  not  only  hope  you  like 
the  contents  of  this  issue,  but  we  hope  you  will  write  us  your 
reactions.  Tell  us  frankly  what  you  do  and  don't  like,  and 
don't  hesitate  to  make  any  suggestions  that  come  to  mind.  It 
will  help  us  a  great  deal,  and  we  will  reply  by  letter  or  by 
letter  column.  Just  address  your  letters  to  THE  BULLETIN, 
Saint  Mary's,  Raleigh. 


The  BULLETIN  is  issued  five  times  a  year  by  the  students 
of  Saint  Mary's  School  in  the  interest  of  the  alumnae  and  the 
school:  December,  February  (catalogue  issue),  March,  June, 
and  July  (book  of  views). 

Articles  of  interest  to  students  and  alumnae  are  requested. 
Address  communications  to  SAINT  MARY'S  SCHOOL  BULLE- 
TIN, Saint  Mary's  School,  Raleigh,  North  Carolina. 

Entered  July  3,  1905,  at  Raleigh.  North  Carolina,  as  second- 
class  matter  under  Act  of  Congress  of  July  16,  1894. 
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Saint  Makt's  School 


COMMENCEMENT 


Friday 


Saturday 


The  last  examinations  were  held  Friday  "morning  and  after- 
noon, and  by  dinnertime  that  night  everyone  was  worn  to  a 
frazzle  and  didn't  care  much  what  happened  thereafter,  that 
is  no  one  did  except  Miss  Davis  and  the  Dramatics  Club,  who 
presented  MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING  that  night  on 
East  campus  before  a  large  crowd.  The  visitors  occupied  the 
chairs  and  the  students  sat  all  around  the  place  as  the  mem- 
bers of  the  cast  presented  a  delightful  version  of  the  Bard's 
comic  piece.  It  was  comic  in  the  right  spots  and  dancy  in 
the  right  spots  and  the  characters  did  well  in  the  right  places 
what  they  should  have  done,  and  everyone  was  delighted  with 
the  whole  result,  even  up  to  and  including  Miss  Davis,  and 
that  made  it  final. 

The  principals  naturally  did  splendid  work  in  their  parts 
and  all  seem  agreed  that  Logan  Vaught  as  Dogberry  would 
have  brought  the  roof  down  if  there  had  been  a  roof,  but 
since  there  wasn't  she  had  them  rolling  in  the  aisles.  The 
cast  was  as  follows : 

Beatrice Virginia  Smith 

Benedict Preston  Wescoat 

Hero Phyllis   Costner 

Claudio Nellie   Truslow 

Dogberry Logan  Vaught 

Don  Pedro,  Prince  of  Aragon Margaret  W.  Story 

Dohn  John,  Natural  Brother  to  Don  Pedro Anne  Bradley 

Leonato,  Governor  of  Messina Susan  E.  Jenkins 

Antonio,  Brother  of  Leonato       Margaret  A.  Duncan 

Balthazar,  attendant  to  Don  Pedro Jo  Ann  Pinner 

Borachio Barbara  Wooten 

Conrade    Martha  J.  Bryce 

Verges  Marguerite  Burton 

Oatcake Dianne  Guess 

Seaeoal Cornelia  Ann  Latham 

Friar  Francis .' Carolyn  L.  Watson 

A  Sexton Mary  E.  Garrison 

Margaret     Meredith  Plant 

Ursula  ........         Betty  Anne  Yowell 

Pages  Jeanne  Brown,  Stella  Cobbs 

Production  Committees  were : 

Sound  Engineers       Elizabeth  McAllister,  Margaret  Rawlings 

State  Manager     Ann  K.  Moore 

Settings  Kay  Way  Nicolson 

Properties    .  Jacqueline  Burke,  Margaret  Ahnand,  Nellie 

Truslow,  Anne  Bradley,  Marguerite  Burton, 

Mary    P.    Cease,     Helen    Kalevas,     Logan 

Vaught,  Mary  E.  Kistler. 

Costumes  Lucile  Best,  Aurelia  Fulton 

Lights  Fairfax  Smith,  Vivian  Scott 

Make-up  Expression  Students 

Publicity  Virginia  C.  Smith 

Grounds  ...  Nancy  Holland,  Laura  Ann  Johnson, 

Adelaide  Boylston  Linehan 

Susan  Jenkins  was  the  Assistant  Director  and  Josephine 
Cooper  directed  the  dances  in  the  play. 


Saturday  dawned  as  clear  and  as  hot  as  the  salamanders 
like  it,  and  every  girl  in  School  plus  her  parents  labored  even 
harder  than  she  had  during  the  year  trying  now  to  get  her 
lares  and  penates  into  the  right  box  and  suitcase  without 
packing,  irrevocably,  her  cap  and  gown  or  the  dress  she  was 
to  wear  under  it,  or  the  white  dress  to  be  worn  today  at  her 
class  exercises. 

At  eleven  in  the  morning  when  the  sun  had  really  warmed 
things  up,  the  Sophomore  class  numering  forty-five  members 
in  white  marched  out  on  front  campus  in  front  of  Smedes 
Hall  to  hold  their  class  day  exercises  under  the  direction  of 
the  class  officers :  Nancy  Hamel,  president ;  Aurelia  Fulton, 
vice-president ;  Betty  Bowles,  secretary,  and  Beth  Toy,  treas- 
urer. 

Nancy  Ann  Hamel  said  the  greetings  and  welcomes  to 
parents  and  friends  and  later  on  announced  a  gift  of  $50 
toward  the  purchasing  of  a  new  diving  board  for  the  swim- 
ming pool.  Beth  Toy  read  the  class  roll,  Caroline  Camp  and 
Ruth  Clark  the  class  prophecy,  Betty  Bowles  the  class  poem, 
Lucile  Best  and  Berta  Allen  Buss  the  last  will  and  testament, 
and  Alice  Smith  the  class  superlatives.  Dr.  Stone  then  pre- 
sented a  gift  to  the  girl  having  the  highest  scholastic  average 
in  the  class,  Josephine  Brown  Cooper,  of  Memphis,  whose 
average  for  the  year  was  96.5. 

The  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  held  its  annual 
meeting  and  luncheon  in  the  dining  room,  where  over  200 
alumnae  re-unioned  and  listened  to  speeches. 

The  senior  class  day  exercises  were  held  in  the  sizzling  hot 
auditorium  at  four  in  the  afternoon.  The  fifty-seven  mem- 
bers of  the  class  sitting  on  the  stage  in  their  white  dresses  at 
least  presented  the  audience  with  a  cool  sight  as  the  exercises 
got  under  way  directed  by  Sarah  Walston,  president  of  the 
class,  who  welcomed  everyone,  read  the  class  roll,  and  later 
announced  the  class  gift  of  $182  to  the  Dining  Boom  Re- 
decoration  fund.  Lenoir  Williams  gave  the  class  prayer,  Jane 
Gower  and  Corneille  Rylander  read  the  class  history,  and 
Logan  Vaught  and  Rose  Potter  "dramatized"  what  returning 
to  Saint  Mary's  ten  years  from  now  to  check  up  on  their 
classmates  would  be  like.  Most  of  it  was  a  howl.  Logan  also 
read  the  class  poem,  Helen  Eppcs  and  Convere  Jones  read 
the  last  will  and  testament,  Betty  Lokey  the  senior  superla- 
tives, and  then  Luck  Flanders  inaugurated  the  president  of 
next  year's  student  body,  Frances  Drane,  of  Monroe,  the 
younger  sister  of  highly  popular  Rebecca  Drane,  '44.  C.  A.  P. 
Moore  next  awarded  publication  keys  to  Peggy  Swinson,  1948 
co-editor  of  the  Bulletin;  Lucile  Best,  Luck  Flanders,  Eleanor 
Hope  Newell,  and  Nancy  Holland  for  two  years  excellent 
work  on  the  Publications  Staff;  and  to  next  year's  rising 
editors :  Betty  Ann  Yowell,  the  Belles,  Peggy  Williams,  the 
Stage  Coach,  Berta  Allen  Russ,,  business  manager  of  Stage 
Coach,  and  Patricia  Ambrose,  the  Bulletin. 

Then  followed  one  of  the  highlights  of  the  weekend,  the 
dedication  of  the  19J/8  Stage  Coach,  this  year  to  Dean  Martha 
Dabney  Jones,  and  the  distribution  of  the  annuals  after  the 
exercises. 
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SENIOR  CLASS  HISTORY  '48 

by  Corneille  Rylander  and  Jane  Gowek 

Two  years?!  Why,  it  seems  like — nooo,  as  though,  why,  it 
seems  as  though  we  just  got  here.  Amazed,  scared,  little 
juniors  looking  to  the  experienced  seniors  with  bewilderment. 
But  it  didn't  take  us  long  to  get  accustomed  to  the  Saint 
Mary's  life.  Instead  of  mother's  cheerful  voice  in  the  morn- 
ing, we  heard  the  clanging  of  the  cow  bell.  Instead  of  our 
spacious  room  at  home,  we  found  ourselves  living  in  a  tiny 
5  by  5  room  with  a  strange,  unknown  room-mate. 

Our  first  formal  introduction  to  the  students  and  faculty 
was  the  Old  Girl-New  Girl  party  where  we  new  girls  first 
heard  the  voice  of  petite  Nancy  Hannah.  It  was  here  that  we 
all  began  to  know  and  love  our  new  president,  Dr.  Stone,  and 
his  attractive  wife. 

After  we  settled  down  to  European  History  and  algebra, 
we  selected  our  officers :  Luck,  Nellie,  Page,  and  Helen.  Our 
capable  leaders  led  us  in  staging  our  spooky  and  successful 
Halloween  party.  Still  in  the  party  spirit  we  all  attended  the 
Stage  Coach  dance,  which  was  the  first  Saint  Mary's  dance 
for  most  of  us. 

One  of  the  first  privileges  granted  by  Dr.  Stone  was  almost 
too  good  to  be  true — smoking !  Remember  the  dash  from 
assembly  for  that  first  legal  drag? 

After  three  months  of  adjustment  and  hard  studying  (for 
the  first  time  in  our  lives)  December  19  finally  came.  One 
o'clock,  the  general  exit  for  two  weeks  of  fun  and  frolic. 

Time  passed  quickly  and  soon  we  selected  Page,  Luck,  and 
June  as  our  student  body  leaders;  and  Sarah  Walston  as 
president  of  our  senior  class.  Posture  Queen,  Betsy  Evans, 
was  chosen  chief  marshal,  while  Anne  Willingham  bore  the 
torch  as  president  of  the  Circle. 

Transforming  the  gym  into  a  Southern  Plantation  we 
entertained  the  seniors  with  the  annual  Junior-Senior  Dance. 
After  several  weeks  the  wistful  Sigma's  saw  the  plaque  go  to 
the  hard-fighting  Mil's.  Before  we  knew  it  exams  were  over, 
the  seniors  had  graduated,  the  handkerchief  was  dropped,  and 
school  was  over  for  three  glorious  months. 

On  September  15  after  a  summer  of  camps,  house  parties, 
the  tobacco  festival,  and  summer  reading  we  sophisticated 
seniors  were  surprised  by  the  "new  look"  the  Saint  Mary's 
campus  had  acquired  during  the  summer — the  new  gate,  the 
walls,  and  the  redecoration  of  West  Rock. 

After  charting  our  course  of  English,  English,  and  English, 
we  settled  down  to  the  Iowa  State  tests,  better  known  as  the 
"torturing"  tests.  After  many  pleasant  get-acquainted  parties 
and  the  annual  Old  Girl-New  Girl  party,  we  devoted  our  time 
to  the  Iliad,  the  Odyssey,  and  the  Divine  Comedy. 

To  stress  the  importance  of  student  government  the  Circle 
sponsored  Honor  Week.  After  the  thrill  of  the  first  Thanks- 
giving holidays  in  Saint  Mary's  history,  we  began  our  tedious 
decorating  for  the  Senior  Dance.  Under  the  artistic  direction 
of  Peggy  each  of  us  painted  her  own  Christmas  card.  These 
individual  cards  and  a  sky  of  blue  crepe  paper  completed  the" 
Christmas  decorations. 

On  the  following  Sunday  under  the  direction  of  Miss  Davis, 
we  presented  our  annual  Christmas  pageant.  Remember 
Jo  Ann  Darden  as  the  perfect  angel  and  Sarah  and  Lenoir  as 
Mary  and  Joseph?  After  coffee  at  the  Hughes  at  six  in  the 
morning  53  excited  voices  were  heard  joyfully  welcoming  the 
holidays. 


After  extended  exam  holidays  because  of  the  20-inch  snow, 
it  was  time  to  pull  out  our  cottons  for  spring  vacation.  Along 
with  red  faces,  picnics  and  the  junior-senior  dance  came  the 
strange  feeling  that  we  would  soon  be  leaving  Saint  Mary's. 

But  before  that  memorable  day  many  activities  filled  our 
time.  Sandy  Spilman  was  lovely  as  our  May  Queen.  Under 
the  direction  of  our  class  sponsor,  Mrs.  Guess,  the  theme, 
The  Day  Will  Bring  Some  Lovely  Thing,  was  beautifully 
carried  out. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone  entertained  us  with  a  lovely  tea,  and 
Bishop  and  Mrs.  Penick  invited  us  to  lunch,  and  we'll  never 
forget  the  wonderful  picnic  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hughes  gave. 

Amid  practices  for  Commencement  and  summer  plans,  we 
took  our  final  exams !  We,  the  seniors  of  '48,  earnestly  hope 
we  have  left  Saint  Mary's,  our  alma  mater,  better  than  we 
found  it. 


LAST  WILL  AND  TESTAMENT  OF  THE 
SENIOR  CLASS  OF  1948 

Ou  this  fifth  day  of  June,  194S,  we  the  senior  class  of 
Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College,  being  of  sound  body 
and  sane  mind,  bequeath  the  following  articles,  in  the  manner 
named  below. 

Article  I 

To  Dr.  Stone,  we  leave  our  heartiest  thanks  for  his  capable 
supervision  of,  and  his  interest  in,  the  school.  We  leave,  him 
all  our  best  wishes  for  many  successful  years  in  the  future. 

To  Miss  Jones,  we  leave  our  confused  slips  and  many  mis- 
takes, with  sincere  appreciation  for  her  kind  interest  in  our 
activities. 

To  Mrs.  Guess,  we  leave  many  thanks  for  her  help  in  mak- 
ing this  a  happy  and  successful  year. 

To  Mr.  Moore,  we  leave  the  rising  Senior  Class,  in  hopes 
that  they  will  supervise  the  Saint  Mary's  Country  Club  real 
good.  We  also  leave  Moody  and  Lovett  steadfast  on  the 
library  shelf. 

To  the  future  student  body,  we  leave  our  3  a.m.  fire  drills, 
in  hopes  that  next  year  the  jump  from  3rd  floor  fire  escape 
will  be  more  eventful. 

To  the  rising  Senior  Class,  we  leave  the  privileges  of  chat- 
tering on  the  phone  during  study  hall,  the  trips  to  Mr.  Pete's 
on  Saturday  night,  the  bliss  of  a  long  week-end,  and  last  but 
not  least,  graduation,  if  they  can  outwit  Mr.  Moore. 

To  Mr.  Brooks,  we  leave  the  "little  man"  in  hopes  that  next 
year  his  chases  around  the  hockey  field  will  be  more  eventful. 

To  Mr.  Goolsby,  we  express  our  deepest  thanks  for  his  kind 
cooperation  in  every  odd  job  on  the  Saint  Mary's  campus,  and 
trust  that  this  talent  will  qualify  him  for  future  gubernatorial 
elections. 

Article  II 

Before  proceeding  further,  we  would  like  to  inform  you  all 
that  we  realize  how  generously  endowed  we  as  a  class  are,  and 
hope  you  appreciate  the  varied  talents  and  virtuous  character- 
istics we  are  about  to  bestow  on  you.  Make  good  use  of  them, 
to  be  sure. 

I,  Red-on-the-head  Potter,  with  no  further  business  at  Saint 
Mary's,  leave  my  constant  anxieties  over  my  studies  to  Jo 
Cooper.     Right! 

I,  "Ebo"   Byrd  Nelson,  deserting  First  Floor  West  Wing 
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with  books  and  goldfish  under  arm,  leave  my  ability  to  stay  on 
a  diet  to  Helen  Wills — You'll  get  it. 

I,  Betsy  Evans,  leave  the  chapel  lines  and  my  wardrobe  to 
Edith  Allison. 

I,  Nancy  Hannah,  leave  for  the  altar.     Anchors  A  weigh ! 

I,  Musette  Brown,  leave  my  ability  to  keep  3rd  Smedes 
under  control  to  Mary  Ann  Rose. 

I,  Kathryn  Havenaer,  depart  with  bag  in  hand  for  V.P.I. 
Ecstasy ! 

I,  "Flee"  Fleenor,  leave  my  maid  duties  on  the  Saint 
Mary's  roof  garden,  along  with  numerous  other  Hall  Council 
duties,  to  Jeanne  Brown.  "We  must  have  parliamentary 
procedure." 

I,  Ann  Amonette,  leave  my  ability  to  keep  a  frat  pin  to 
Jo  Howell. 

I,  Emmie  Rowland,  leave  the  Sumter  brogue  to  Kay  Way 
Nichols. 

I,  "Fleecie"  Goode,  leave  my  debutante  slouch  to  Joan 
Tate. 

I,  Lib  Burns,  leave  my  never-ending  curiosity  to  Nelle 
Clarke. 

I,  Corneille  Rylander,  leave  my  ability  to  get  along  with 
everyone  to  Barbara  Miller.  My  "fuzz"  and  "purlls"  go 
with  me. 

I,  Anne  Willingham,  departing  in  a  red  convertible,  leave 
behind  my  cuteness  and  ahilitv  to  throw  snowballs  to  B.  A. 
Yowell. 

I,  Anita  Buck,  leave  Mr.  Moore's  English  class  to  any 
Junior  who  can  get  along  with  Tom  Jones. 

I,  Jo  Hoyt,  leave  my  "little  white  lies"  to  Liz  Guion. 

I,  Butch  Pratt,  leave  my  vim,  vigor  and  vitality  to  Pat 
Ambrose. 

I,  Buddy  Pierce,  leave  my  passion  for  asking  intellectual 
questions  to  Caro  Davis. 

I,  Logan  Vaught,  leave  my  constant  giggles  and  hysterical 
ways  to  Caroline  von  Adelung. 

I,  Barbara  Crawford,  leave  my  dark  silky  tresses  to 
Eleanor  Tucker. 

I,  Luck  Flanders,  leave  my  ability  to  find  fault  in  no  one 
to  Robbie  Roberson. 

I,  Nancy  Holland,  leave  my  mad  love  for  those  darling 
P.  Va.  chaps  to  Minor  Jordan. 

I,  Lucy  Brewer,  leave  for  Oxford  with  a  box  of  Graham 
crackers. 

I,  Gene  Hines,  relinquish  my  afternoon  dates  to  Lou 
Roberts. 

I,  Sadie  Walston,  leave  for  "Beautiful  Wilson,"  leaving  my 
confused  hostess  lists  to  "Toodie"  Sykes  in  hopes  that  by  next 
year  she  can  straighten  them  out. 

I,  Margaret  Rawlings,  leave  for  my  job  as  secretary  to 
Mr.  Truman. 

I,  Daisy  Dixon,  leave  those  empty  milk  bottles  with  pleas- 
ure to  "Lulu"  Tilghman. 

I,  Jackie  Burke,  leave  my  Tonios  and  bobby  pins  to  Katy 
and  Rosa. 

I,  Jeannette  Dougherty,  leave  the  Carolina  moon  for  the 
California  sunshine. 


I,  Helen    Kalevas,    leave    my    confusion    and    blushes    to   \ 
"Sleepy  Turner." 

I,  Van  Aydlett,  leave  my  hep-talk   (U.  S.  language,  you 
know)  to  Betsy  Carter. 

I,  Ibby  Pierson,  leave  my  knitting  needles  to  Ralph  Osthoff. 

I,  Lucinda  Edwards,  leave  for  dear  ole'  Duke  University 
at  last. 

I,  Prissy  Dillon,  leave  the  college  algebra  class,   at  last, 
taking  Bill  with  me. 

I,  'Mecia  Eure,  leave  for  Carolina  and  donate  my  box  of 
Wheaties  (energy  food)  to  anyone  who  can  keep  up  with  me. 

I,  Preston  Wescoat,  leave  my  intellectual  ability  and  knowl- 
edge of  the  stars  to  Acky.     She's  had  it. 

I,  Sarah  Waddell,  leave  my  love  of  a  gay  little  party  to 
Lucile  Best. 

I,  Betty  Lokey,  leave  the  clay  students'  room  in  good  order 
and  pursue  higher  fields  of  knowledge. 

I,  Maggie  Hudson,  leave  Raleigh  in  Ervin's  hands. 

I,  Frances  Long,  leave  my  never  ceasing  worries  to  Betty 
Bowles.     She  can  handle  them ! 

I,  Pegge  Misenheimer,  leave  my  S.A.  to  'Relia  Fulton. 

I,  Jerry  Ann  Quinti,  leave  my  naivette  and  youthful  inno- 
cence to  Joan  Stafford. 

I,  Peggy  Swinson,  leave  my  interests  in  Wake  Forest  to 
Leah  Rigsbee. 

I,  Barbara  Marley,  nightingale  of  Saint  Mary's,  leave  to 
give  Lily  Pons  stiff  competition. 

I,  Eleanor  Hope  Newell,  leave  Roger  and  the  phone  booth 
for  the  first  time  since  September,  1947. 

Helen  Peoples  Eppes 
Conveke  Myers  Jones 
Testators 


CLASS  POEM 

by  Logan  Vaught,  '48 

Evening  chapel  .  .  .  twilight  walks 

About  a  spring-touched  campus  .   .   . 

The  tap  of  rain  on  covered  ways  .  .  . 

Remembered  days  of  laughter 

With  friends  who  come  and  then  are  gone 

All  these  we  will  take  with  us. 

But  when  the  last  gray  gown  is  forgotten, 

And  the  white  columns  are  alone  again, 

Will  we  not  have  left  part  of  ourselves 

Within  kind,  ivy-shrouded  walls? 


CLASS  PRAYER 

Our  Heavenly  Father,  we  are  thankful  for  the  sweet  fellow- 
ship we  have  had  and  for  the  kindred  souls  who  have  enriched 
our  lives  here.  May  we  go  forth  into  untried  fields  better 
prepared  to  perform  Thy  useful  services.  Humbly  we  ask 
Thy  guidance  and  blessings,  through  Jesus  Christ  Our  Lord. 
Amen. 
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{Saturday  night  the  Saint  Mary's  Glee  Club  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Miss  Gcraldine  ('ate  presented  the  following  program 
in  the  School  auditorium  before  a  large  crowd  of  parents  and 
friends  of  the  students.  The  program  appeared  to  be  hugely 
enjoyed. 

I 

"Take  Thou  Me" Bach 

Komm,  susser  Tod Bach-Davis 

Mandolin Debussy 

Der  Nussbaum Schumann 

The  Staines  Morris  (16th  Century  air)  arr.  Fletcher 

The  Glee  Club 

II 

Sonata  in  C  minor,  No.  IS Mozart 

Louise  Slagle 

La  Cathedrale  engloutie Debussy 

Aufschwung    (Soaring)  ..  Schumann 

Josephine  Cooper 

Sull  'aria  (Duet  from  Figaro) Mozart 

Mary  Allen  Nicholson 
Barbara  Marley 

Will  o'  the  Wisp Philipp 

Julia  Anne  Perry 

Scaramouche  Suite  for  Tivo  Pianos Milhaud 

I.    Vif,  first  movement 

Florence  Elizabeth  Brown 
Cynthia  Perkins 
II.  Brazileira,  third  movement 

Virginia  Leland 
Cynthia  Perkins 

III 

Wooden  Shoes V.  Herbert 

When  Day  Is  Done Katcher 

Let  There  Be  Song Klemm 

School  Hymn R.  Broughton 

Glee  Club 


Charlotte   Houston 
violinists.     Mrs.   L.,  S. 
were  the  accompanists. 


Atkinson   and   Ladre   King   were   the 
Winton   and   Miss   Mary  Ruth   Haig 


Sunday 


Sunday  was  a  lovely  day,  and  even  though  it  was  Sunday, 
the  campus  was  crawling  with  people  long  before  church  time. 
Parents  were  still  packing  daughter's  things  and  stowing  them 
away  against  departure  time  the  next  day. 

By  ten  o'clock  undergraduates  turned  to  donning  their 
whites  and  the  seniors  and  faculty  to  getting  into  their  caps 
and  gowns  preparatory  to  procession  to  the  Chapel.  By  ten- 
thirty  the  procession  had  got  under  way,  with  each  class  being 
led  in  the  procession  by  marshals  who  guided  them  into 
Chapel  and  to  their  seats.  Meanwhile  parents  and  friends 
had  already  taken  their  places  to  watch  the  long  procession 
finally  fill  the  Chapel  to  overflowing. 

The  morning  service  was  read  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding 
Hughes,  School  Chaplain,  who  introduced  The  Rev.  Mr. 
James  Stanley  Cox,  of  St.  Paul's,  Winston-Salem,  who  deliv- 
ered the  baccalaureate  sermon. 


Hi 


BACCALAUREATE  SERMON  DELIVERED  IN  THE 
CHAPEL  ON  JUNE  6  BY  THE  REV.  MR.  JAMES  S. 
COX,  RECTOR  OF  ST.  PAUL'S,  WINSTON-SALEM. 

"Yet  once  more  I  shake  not  the  earth  only,  but  also  heaven 
.  .  .  that  those  things  which  cannot  be  shaken  may  re- 
main."— Hebrews  12:36-2". 

It  is  an  arresting  thought  to  consider  how  often  civilization 
has  been  destroyed.  The  great  empires  of  Babylon,  Egypt, 
Persia,  Greece,  and  Rome :  they  are  today  only  a  memory  of 
a  dream,  only  names  of  what  used  to  be,  a  testimony  to  the 
truth  of  our  text  that  God  often  shakes  the  earth  and  that 
only  those  things  which  cannot  be  shaken  remain. 

The  civilization  of  Babylon  must  have  seemed  vast  and 
enduring  to  the  little  men  who  shivered  with  fear  beneath 
the  dread  shadow  of  its  enmity,  or  dwelt  in  security  under  the 
favorable  protection  of  its  wing.  There  were  its  mighty  cities, 
Ur,  Sumer,  Akkad,  and  Babylon,  which  stretched  their  invin- 
cible rule  back  behind  the  memory  of  man.  There  was  its 
great  code  of  Hammurabi,  the  symbol  of  inexorable  law, 
which  seemed  the  final  word  of  eternal  authority.  Babylon 
the  great !    Babylon  the  indestructible  ! 

Then  God  shook  Babylon,  with  Kassite  and  Hittite  con- 
quest, with  famine  and  Phrygian  raids.  All  that  is  left  of 
Babylon  today  are  a  few  small  steles,  some  broken  pottery, 
and  a  handful  of  statuettes. 

There  was  Egypt,  the  mysterious  land  of  the  Pharaohs.  A 
great  people,  builders  of  an  elaborate  culture  and  a  mighty 
empire.  So  great  and  solid  was  their  civilization  that  they 
identified  their  Pharaoh  with  God.  And  as  they  thought  of 
him  as  eternal,  they  thought  of  their  great  empire  as  ever- 
lasting too.  They  built  the  mighty  pyramids  as  an  eternal 
resting  place  for  their  eternal  kings,  and  as  a  symbol  of  the 
greatness  of  Egypt.  Then  in  the  height  of  their  glory  God 
shook  Egypt.  And  today  nothing  is  left  but  the  desolate 
pyramids  standing  in  the  silent  sands  of  the  desert,  a  few 
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jewels  and  rich  cloth  worn  by  vanished  women,  and  the  mum- 
mies of  men  long  dead. 

When  God  shakes  the  earth,  nothing  is  apt  to  be  left  of  the 
ephemeralities  of  man.  We  could  multiply  examples  from  the 
Flood  to  Hitler.     Think  of 

"The  glory  that  was  Greece, 
And  the  grandeur  that  was  Rome." 

Greece  was  a  wonderful  civilization  in  which  human  culture 
reached  its  fruition.  Rome  was  a  great  empire  in  which 
political  order  was  developed  to  its  highest  degree.  Today 
they  are  only  instances  of  the  heights  to  which  man  can  climb, 
and  the  depths  to  which  he  can  fall. 

Of  course  not  everything  has  perished  in  the  successive 
shakings  of  the  earth  when  God  has  tested  the  handiwork  of 
man.  In  each  crumbling  civilization  there  have  remained 
certain  imperishable  elements  on  which  the  next  world  built. 
The  civilization  of  Greece  is  an  example  of  this.  It  was  built 
on  the  ruins  of  previous  civilizations,  Mingan,  Myceneaean, 
and  Dorian,  from  whose  perishings  remained  the  indestructi- 
ble spirit  which  served  as  the  foundation  on  which  the  better 
civilization  of  the  future  was  built. 

So  it  is  that  in  modern  western  civilization  we  find  our 
own  culture  built  on  remains  of  the  crumbled  civilizations  of 
the  past :  the  wisdom  of  Greece,  the  order  of  Rome,  the 
morality  of  Judea.  Every  civilization  is  built  on  the  remains 
of  the  past.  God  shakes  the  earth  that  those  things  which 
cannot  be  shaken  may  remain. 

It  is  also  true  that  as  it  is  with  a  nation  so  it  is  with  man. 
God  shakes  his  life  too.  More  than  once.  How  many  times 
we  are  shaken — by  the  passing  moments  which  rush  upon  us 
headlong  and  leaves  us  different  than  we  were,  older,  wiser, 
or  more  hopeless.  By  the  shocks  of  life  which  all  men  feel 
alike,  though  in  different  ways :  fortune  or  povery,  friends  or 
enemies,  fame  or  obscurity.  And  finally  by  the  gentle  shaking 
of  death,  which  ushers  our  souls  out  of  the  world  as  naked 
as  when  we  came  into  it.  And  in  these  shakings  we  learn  that 
there  is  much  in  our  life  which  is  not  worth  remaining. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  what  is  worth  remaining?  Is  there 
anything  human  that  is  eternal?  Is  there  anything  imperish- 
able in  human  life  ? 

I  think  there  is.  For  one  thing,  purity.  Purity  will  re- 
main. Nothing  is  stronger  or  more  unshakable  _  than  purity, 
not  only  in  the  individual  but.  in  all  life,  particularly  in  home 
life.  It  is  a  fact  of  history  that  nations  have  always  been  at 
their  best  when  their  home  life  was  the  purest. 

When  Rome  was  at  the  zenith  of  her  power,  there  had  not 
been  a  divorce  recorded  for  170  years.  But  at  the  time  of  her 
decay,  divorce  had  been  licensed  and  was  the  practice  of  the 
day.  Moral  decay  in  the  family  is  the  inevitable  prelude  to 
national  corruption. 

Of  all  purity  womanly  chastity  is  the  most  divine.  It  is  an 
irresistible  power,  the  bond  of  the  family,  the  strength  of  the 
nation,  and  the  glory  of  civilization.  On  the  highest  hill  of 
Rome  there  was  a  temple  in  which  was  a  vessel  containing  a 
sacred  fire  which  represented  the  chastity  of  Roman  woman- 
hood. The  vestal  virgins  who  guarded  the  sacred  fire  were 
charged  never  to  let  it  go  out.  All  Rome  looked  upon  this 
symbol  of  chastity  as  the  source  of  their  strength,  which  gave 
them  victory  in  war  and  virtue  in  peace. 

Nothing  is  more  beautiful  than  a  young  girl  or  mature 
woman  with  purity  of  heart.    In  her  is  not  only  the  delicacy 


of  feeling  and  chastity  of  life  which  is  the  glory  of  woman, 
but  in  her  is  the  flame  of  virtue  and  strength  of  character     \ 
which  is  the  glory  of  the  human  soul. 

And  manly  purity?  Purity  is  as  Godlike  in  man  as  it  is 
in  God.  It  is  man's  greatest  strength.  Anyone  can  be  gross : 
virtue  takes  manhood. 

What  will  remain  when  life  is  shaken  by  the  God  of  life? 
Purity  will  remain. 

And  religion  will  remain.  But  what  is  religion?  There 
are  so  many  kinds  of  religion.     Will  all  of  it  remain? 

The  Romans  had  religion.  It  is  said  of  Kurna,  the  great 
king  and  lawgiver  of  Rome,  that  he  gave  his  laws  not  from  a 
human  mind  but  only  after  secret  communion  with  God. 
Even  the  kings  of  Rome  were  religious.  All  of  their  life  was 
religious.  Even  war  was  a  religious  act.  It  was  declared  by 
a  priest  who  stood  at  the  head  of  the  Roman  army  and  hurled 
a  spear  into  the  enemy's  territory.  And  they  kept  their  holy 
days  in  a  way  which  puts  us  to  shame.  Unlike  our  observance 
of  Sunday,  they  had  a  law  that  no  traffic  could  move  on  a  day 
of  religion,  and  no  hammer  could  break  its  silence. 

But  the  weakness  of  Roman  religion  was  that  it  was  identi- 
fied more  with  law  than  with  God.  And  as  Rome  declined  in 
power,  her  religion  became  more  and  more  tied  up  with  the 
state,  until  finally  it  became  merely  emperor  worship  and 
obedience  to  the  laws  of  Rome.  Obligation,  duty,  and  right 
were  its  great  words,  and  great  words  they  were,  but  they 
could  not  stand  the  shaking  of  the  earth. 

The  Jews  had  religion  too.  Theirs  was  the  grand  worship 
of  the  marvelous  God  who  had  saved  them  in  the  time  of 
Noah  and  Joseph,  and  led  them  in  the  time  of  Abraham  and 
Moses.  He  was  the  God  who  had  held  back  the  walls  of  the 
Red  Sea  with  his  mighty  hands,  who  had  spoken  to  them  in 
the  thunder  of  Mount  Sinai,  who  had  broken  down  the  walls 
of  mighty  Jericho,  and  had  exalted  the  throne  of  the  Shepherd 
David. 

But  the  weakness  of  their  religion  was  that  it  was  not 
religion  for  a  man,  but  for  men.  Jehovah  was  a  national  God, 
not  a  personal  God.  The  closest  the  individual  Jew  could 
ever  get  to  God  was  to  say,  "He  is  the  God  of  our  prophets," 
or  "the  God  of  our  fathers."  Religion  like  that  does  not 
stand  when  a  man's  soul  is  being  shaken. 

But  we  have  a  unique  religion.  It  is  the  religion  of  Christ. 
The  religion  of  the  individual,  the  religion  of  a  personal  God 
who  heals  the  sick  and  comforts  the  sorrowful,  who  enriche's 
the  poor  with  the  riches  of  Christ,  who  forgives  the  sinner, 
and  exalts  the  humble.  The  religion  of  the  God  who  wept  at 
Lazarus'  tomb,  and  died  on  Humanity's  Cross.  The  religion 
of  the  love  of  God  for  you  and  me,  which  shines  through  the 
instability  of  human  life  like  a  shining  beacon,  giving  assur- 
ance that  here  is  one  thing  that  can  never  be  shaken  from  us. 

"Yet  once  more  I  shake  not  the  earth  only, 
but  also  heaven  .  .  .  that  those  thing's  which 
cannot  be  shaken  may  remain." 

And  what  will  remain?  Not  the  body,  because  it  is  cor- 
ruptible flesh.  Not  reputation,  because  it  is  a  variable  wind. 
Not  fortune,  because  there  is  no  coin  in  the  realm  of  the  spirit. 
What  will  remain? 

Purity  will  remain  because  it  is  the  indestructible  spirit  of 
God.  And  religion  will  remain  because  it  is  the  immutable 
love  of  God. 

So  let  the  world  be  shaken,  and  we  can  sing  in  the  face  of 
its  quaking : 
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"I  am  persuaded,  that  neither  death  nor  life, 
nor  angels,  nor  principalities,  nor  powers, 
nor  things  present,  nor  things  to  come,  nor 
height,  nor  depth,  nor  any  other  creature, 
shall  be  able  to  separate  us  from  the  love 
of  God,  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus." 


On  Saturday  and  Sunday  one  of  the  more  enjoyable  aspects 
of  commencement  to  parents  was  the  Art  Exhibit  that  was 
staged  by  the  head  of  the  Art  Department,  Miss  Katharine 
Morris,  and  her  35  students  in  the  studio  on  the  second  floor 
of  the  Library  building.  Some  150  really  good  pieces  of 
work  were  to  be  seen  and  apparently  water  colors  predomi- 
nated. In  fact,  Miss  Morris  said  that  the  best  work  of  the 
year  generally  had  been  done  in  water  colors.  One  girl  did 
unusually  nice  work  in  oils,  and  many  others  in  pencil. 
Those  who  visited  the  Art  Exhibit  could  easily  see  why  Miss 
Morris  felt  pleased  about  the  year's  work. 


THE  SALUTATORY 

It  is  with  a  great  deal  of  pride  that  we  welcome  each  of 
you  to  the  commencement  of  the  106th  session  of  Saint  Mary's 
School  and  Junior  College. 

Without  you,  our  success  today  would  not  be  complete. 
To  our  families  we  express  our  appreciation  for  their  guid- 
ance in  preparing  us  to  become  Saint  Mary's  girls ;  to  the 
faculty,  their  patience,  help,  and  understanding;  to  our 
friends  our  knowledge  of  their  joy  in  our  achievement. 

Saint  Mary's  has  given  of  itself  generously  to  us :  sound 
education,  Christian  training,  and  friendships  that  will  never 
end. 

As  we  leave,  we  take  a  part  of  it  with  us  in  spirit,  for  we 
will  always  be  Saint  Mary's  girls. 

Helen  Eppes 
Salutatorian 
Class  of  1948 


"With  the  exception  of  two  short  programs,  the  remainder 
of  Sunday  was  left  uu-programed  so  that  students  and  parents 
could  deploy  themselves  as  they  saw  fit.  Some  packed  (again 
and  still),  some  paid  visits  here  and  there,  some  went  out  on 
the  town,  and  still  others  simply  slept.  At  5  :00  in  the  Chapel 
the  Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding  Hughes  conducted  the  annual  alum- 
nae memorial  vesper  service,  during  which  time  the  names  of 
all  alumnae  who  have  died  since  this  service  last  year  were 
read  and  prayers  offered.  An  organ  prelude  by  Martha 
Upchurch  led  to  the  service. 

Immediately  afterwards  the  student  body  gathered  by 
classes  in  front  of  Smedes,  on  the  steps,  on  the  porch  and  on 
either  side  of  it,  while  down  in  front  of  them  on  the  plaza,  in 
chairs  and  on  foot,  parents  and  friends  listened  while  the 
several  classes  sang  to  the  senior  class.  In  turn  the  seniors 
sang  to  the  School  and  then  all  classes  joined  to  sing  to  the 
School  as  a  student  body.  Then  for  a  while  all  the  favorites, 
old  and  new,  were  run  through,  until  girls  began  to  remember 
dates  and  plans,  and  the  singing  broke  up,  but  many  continued 
to  sit  and  wander  around  the  campus  long  after  the  echoes 
had  died  away. 


Monday 


Monday  was  hot  and  teary  and  rainy,  and  then  clear  again. 
This  was  the  day  when  ...  we  seniors  knew  we  had  had  it, 
and  had  to  leave  it,  but  didn't  altogether  like  it,  as  the 
dropped  handkerchief  later  proved. 

This  morning  we  really  worked,  as  did  our  poppas  and 
mommas,  with  last  minute  things  and  packing  and  wrapping 
and  losing  and  finding,  and  putting  off  saying  goodbyes,  till 
we  got  ourselves  once  more  and  finally  enswathed  in  those 
suffocating  caps  and  gowns. 

At  ten  o'clock  we  straggled  into  our  respective  class  lines, 
and  by  ten-thirty  we  began  to  move  in  procession  to  the  audi- 
torium, where  parents  and  friends  were  already  seated  and 
waiting  and  roasting.  The  faculty  filed  on  stage  and  now 
that  everyone  had  stopped  moving,  things  got  under  way, 
Dr.  Stone  presiding. 

We  sang  "America,"  Mr.  Hughes  offered  a  prayer,  and  then 
Helen  Eppes  came  forward  as  salutatorian  (89.7  average  for 
two  years!)  and  in  the  name  of  the  School  officially  and 
graciously  welcomed  everyone  to  commencement. 


Dr.  Stone  now  introduced  "his  friend  and  academic  men- 
tor," Dr.  Edward  M.  Gwathmey,  president  of  Converse  Col- 
lege, who  delivered  an  excellent  baccalaureate  address  inter- 
estingly. 


BACCALAUREATE  ADDRESS  DELIVERED  IN 
SAINT  MARY'S  AUDITORIUM  ON  THE  MORNING 
OF  JUNE  7 

by  E.  M.  Gwathmey,  Ph.D. 
President  of  Converse  College,  Spartanburg,  8.  C. 

Mr.  President,  members  of  the  board  and  of  the  faculty, 
members  of  the  student  body  and  particularly  of  the  graduat- 
ing class,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  it  is  needless  to  say  I  am 
pleased  and  flattered  to  be  here  today — otherwise  I  would  not 
have  come.  Someone  has  facetiously  suggested  that  it  is  not 
a  bad  idea  to  invite  a  commencement  speaker  to  come  a  week 
early  or  a  week  late,  so  that  the  audience  will  not  have  to 
listen  to  his  address.  Your  president  did  not  think  of  that,  so 
here  I  am. 

But  really  I  am  proud  to  be  here  because  I  am  proud  of 
Dr.  Stone'.     I  have  known  him  longer  than  you  have,  and 
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when  you  come  to  know  him  as  well  as  I  do,  you  will  be  proud 
of  him  too.  When  I  persuaded  him  to  come  to  Converse 
College  as  an  instructor  a  good  many  j'ears  ago,  I  was  con- 
vinced that  he  was  a  smart  young  fellow,  and  he  soon  proved 
to  me  that  this  was  true  by  marrying  one  of  the  choicest  of 
our  Converse  girls  (not,  however,  until  after  she  had  received 
her  diploma !  "We  loved  them  both  at  Converse,  and  I  know 
you  love  them  here  at  Saint  Mary's. 

In  inviting  me  to  be  your  commencement  speaker,  your 
president  made  one  bad  mistake.  He  insisted  that  I  send 
him  in  advance  a  copy  of  my  speech,  claiming  that  it  was  to 
be  published  somewhere.  I  am  wondering  if  he  was  not 
afraid  of  what  I  might  say  to  you,  and  wanted  to  look  it  over 
before  I  said  it.  At  any  rate,  he  has  "put  me  on  the  spot," 
for  I  do  not  like  to  write  a  speech,  and  I  dislike  still  more  to 
read  one,  but  if  I  do  not  refer  to  my  notes,  I  am  certain  to  say 
some  things  which  he  is  not  anticipating,  and  which  will  be 
different  from  what  he  proposes  to  print. 

When  a  man  expects  to  undertake  any  important  enter- 
prise, he  first  must  take  an  inventory  of  the  resources  which 
he  commands  that  will  be  necessary  for  the  successful  com- 
pletion of  the  project.  That  is  common  sense.  For  example, 
if  he  wants  to  build  a  house,  he  estimates  the  cost  of  it,  and 
then  sits  down  and  calculates  how  much  money  he  has  or  how 
much  he  can  borrow  (or  both)  to  determine  whether  he  can 
meet  the  cost.  "What  one  has  is  called  his  assets ;  what  one 
owes  is  called  his  liabilities. 

Today  you  members  of  this  graduating  class  are  facing  the 
biggest  project  of  your  lives — it  is  the  project  of  LIFE  itself. 
Here  you  have  but  laid  the  foundation  of  the  intellectual  and 
spiritual  house  in  which  you  will  spend  the  rest  of  your  days. 
Tomorrow  you  will  leave  these  sheltered  walls,  and  this  lovely 
campus;  you  will  be  deprived  of  the  friendly  admonition  of 
your  teachers,  who  have  watched  your  progress  with  so  much 
affection  and  interest;  you  will  be  forced  to  face  the  stark 
proposition  of  success  or  failure  in  the  great  adventure  called 
LIFE. 

I  realize  that  on  such  an  occasion  as  this  I  am  expected  to 
give  you  a  parting  word  of  wise  advice.  But  this  I  shall  not 
do,  for  advice  may  be  had  from  so  many  sources  that  it  has 
become  a  drug  on  the  market — the  supply  exceeds  the  demand. 
Everyone  likes  to  give  advice,  but  few  like  to  follow  it. 

This  morning  I  invite  you  to  turn  back  the  pages  of  the 
years  you  have  spent  at  Saint  Mary's  and  summarize  as  best 
you  can  the  assets  which  you  have  already  acquired  toward 
the  building  of  your  future  habitation.  If  your  house  is  to 
be  tall,  it  must  have  a  deep  and  broad  foundation.  This  can 
best  be  obtained  in  a  college  of  the  liberal  arts,  such  as  this 
college  is.  Your  diplomas  indicate  that  you  have  been  suc- 
cessful so  far.  But  in  the  words  of  Dr.  Edwin  A.  Alderman, 
let  me  say  that  "I  shall  not  seek  to  glorify  success,  or  even 
try  to  define  it,  or  to  point  out  the  paths  that  lead  to  it,  or  to 
prod  you  to  its  attainment.  I  am  comforted  by  the  thought 
that  noble  associations,  great  elemental  feelings  like  hope, 
ambition,  duty,  touch  and  nourish  the  lives  of  all  youth  in  all 
colleges  and  universities.  What  I  do  covet  for  you  and  dream 
and  hope  will  come  to  pass  is  that  you  will  contrive  to  live 
the  life  appointed  to  you  so  that  when  its  fever  and  fret  is 
over,  it  may  be  said  of  you  that  you  were  clean-bred  American 
women,  who  without  self-consciousness  or  hectic  self-seeking 
did  their  daily  task  as  well  as  it  could  be  done,  just  because 
it  was  the  thing  set  before  them  to  do." 

In  recalling  with  you  the  permanent  contributions  which 
your  college  days  have  made  to  your  future  life,  I  am  not 


thinking  in  terms  of  facts  and  figures.  I  dare  say  that  not 
one  of  your  teachers  would  have  the  temerity  to  assume  that 
you  will  remember  definitely  for  any  length  of  time  all  that 
he  has  taught  you  in  his  classroom,  or  what  you  have  learned 
from  your  textbooks.  I  should  be  greatly  humiliated  if  my 
old  math  professor  asked  me  this  morning  to  prove  that  the 
square  of  the  hypotenuse  of  a  right  angled  triangle  equals  the 
sum  of  the  squares  of  the  other  two  sides.  Nor  can  I  see  how 
the  possesion  of  that  specific  piece  of  information  adds  to  my 
permanent  happiness.  No!  Education  is  a  process  of  learn- 
ing and  forgetting,  and  from  the  things  which  you  sometimes 
forget,  you  learn  other  things  much  more  important,  for  all 
the  time  you  are  learning  how  to  learn.  But  I  am  thinking 
about  those  things  which  your  college  has  given  you  that  make 
for  achievement,  for  character,  for  serenity  of  mind,  and  for 
confidence  with  which  to  face  the  future. 

The  first  of  the  lasting  heritages  which  we  derive  from  our 
studies  I  shall  label  "the  power  of  concentration:"  This  sim- 
ply means  the  ability  to  think,  and  to  think  for  oneself.  There 
is  no  greater  need  in  the  world  today  than  there  is  for  people 
who  think.  I  believe  there  would  be  no  more  wars  if  people 
everywhere  (especially  you  women)  stopped  to  think  before  the 
shooting  began.  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  the  sage  of  Concord, 
once  wrote :  "It  is  easy  in  the  world  to  live  after  the  world's 
opinion ;  it  is  easy  in  solitude  to  live  after  our  own ;  but  the 
great  man  is  he  who  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd  keeps  with 
perfect  sweetness  the  independence  of  solitude."  This  state- 
ment of  a  wise  old  man  suggests  what  I  mean  by  the  power  of 
concentration.  Clear  and  independent  thought  is  free  from 
prejudice ;  it  is  innocent  of  petty  carpings,  and  bickerings, 
and  fault-finding,  and  picayune  spite — those  elements  which 
bring  so  much  unhappiness  to  oneself  and  to  all  others  whom 
one  touches  in  the  daily  routine  of  life.  The  untrammeled 
mind  soars  aloft  into  a  clear  atmosphere,  where  its  thoughts 
are  unclouded  by  the  dust  of  corrupting  influences  below. 
You  seniors,  though  still  fledglings,  must  surely  have  tried 
your  wings. 

A  by-product  of  concentration  is  sanity  of  judgment,  and 
with  it  goes  hand  in  hand  its  twin  brother  called  imperturb- 
ability, or  to  use  a  smaller  word,  serenity.  In  the  storm  and 
stress  of  great  crises  when  men  and  women  are  apt  to  lose 
their  reason,  the  greater  their  powers  of  concentration  upon 
a  fixed  purpose,  the  greater  will  be  their  peace  of  mind. 

"Yet  in  the  maddening  maze  of  things, 
And  tossed  by  storm  and  flood, 
To  one  fixed  trust  my  spirit  clings, 
I  know  that  God  is  good. 

I  know  not  where  His  islands  lift 

Their  fronded  palms  in  air; 
I  only  know  I  cannot  drift 

Beyond  His  love  and  care." 

Thus  sang  the  poet  John  Greenleaf  Whittier  in  the  sunset 
years  of  a  life  which  had  gloriously  weathered  more  tempests 
than  usually  beat  upon  the  brow  of  one  man.  There  is  a 
serenity  for  you,  even  in  the  presence  of  death  itself.  That  is 
the  fruit  borne  by  the  concentration  of  years  upon  a  fixed  and 
great  idea.  In  the  solitude  of  study,  how  much  of  this  power 
of  concentration  have  you  attained  ? 

Apart  from  your  studies,  you  have  gained  another  very 
valuable  asset  from  your  life  here.  This  asset  is  derived  from 
your  fellow  students.     You  do  not  realize  it  now,  but  the 
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friendships  which  you  have  formed  with  your  classmates  will 
follow  you  through  life.  They  will  become  nearer  and  dearer 
as  the  days  go  by.  There  is  no  friend  quite  like  the  one  whom 
you  label  with  the  simple  statement,  "she  went  to  college  with 
me."  She  will  always  call  to  mind  a  distinct  cross-section  of 
your  life — a  period  marked  by  ambitions  in  common,  whole- 
some companionship,  and  keen  but  sportsmanlike  competition. 
When  you  return  to  your  Alma  Mater  from  time  to  time,  the 
chief  attraction  which  you  will  find  here  will  be  the  girls  of 
your  class,  who  in  turn  will  be  as  glad  to  see  you  as  you  will 
be  glad  to  see  them.  Something  high  and  fine  and  clean  stirs 
within  us  on  the  occasions  of  our  class  reunions. 

But  our  college  friendships  mean  even  more  to  us  than  that 
which  is  expressed  in  the  fine  sentiment  of  class  reunions. 
They  furnish  a  challenge  to  us  in  this  great  race  of  life.  It 
would  be  an  interesting  experiment  if  the  members  of  this 
graduating  class  would  agree  that  ten  years  from  today  you 
would  reassemble  in  this  place  to  compare  notes  upon  what 
each  has  done  with  the  diploma  which  we  are  awarding  you 
this  morning.  Each  of  you  would  have  a  different  story  to 
tell.  Some  would  show  material  success  and  some  would  not, 
but  I  confidently  predict  that  the  happiest  person  on  that 
reunion  day  would  be  the  one  who  knows  in  her  heart  that 
she  has  lived  true  to  the  ideals  which  she  formed  for  herself 
in  her  college  days. 

One  of  the  greatest  tragedies  in  American  life  was  enacted 
in  the  life  of  its  greatest  literary  genius.  It  was  a  tragedy 
largely  due  to  lack  of  friends.  The  first  biography  of  Edgar 
Allan  Poc  began  with  these  words :  "Edgar  Allen  Poe  is  dead. 
This  announcement  will  startle  many,  but  few  will  be  grieved 
by  it.  The  poet  was  known  personally  or  by  reputation  in 
all  this  country;  but  he  had  few  or  no  friends."  It  happened 
that  the  man  who  whote  this  biography  had  been  at  one  time 
a  bitter  enemy  of  Poe,  but  the  sad  part  of  the  story  is  that 
much  of  what  he  said  about  Poe's  lack  of  friends  was  true. 
The  biography  concludes  with  this  statement  in  explanation 
of  the  tragic  situation :  "Poe  had,  to  a  morbid  excess,  that 
desire  to  rise,  which  is  vulgarly  called  ambition,  but  no  wish 
for  the  esteem  or  the  love  of  his  fellow  man;  only  the  hard 
wish  to  succeed — not  shine,  nor  serve — succeed,  that  he  might 
have  the  right  to  despise  a  world  which  galled  his  self- 
conceit." 

I  realize  that  this  statement  is  an  exaggeration,  but  I  know 
that  Poe  found  little  happiness  in  his  short  and  bitter  life, 
and  I  believe  that  if  he  had  mastered  the  subtle  knack  of 
making  friends  while  he  was  in  college,  his  burdens  would 
have  been  lightened  and  his  life  made  more  endurable. 

Macbeth,  the  king  in  Shakespeare's  play,  when  he  had 
reached  the  last  stage  of  his  life  of  unrighteous  ambition  and 
crime,  says : 

"I  have  lived  long  enough :  my  way  of  life 
Is  fallen  into  the  sere,  the  yellow  leaf ; 
And  that  which  should  accompany  old  age, 
As  honor,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 
I  must  not  look  to  have;  but,  in  their  stead, 
Curses,  not  loud  but  deep." 

I  am  happy  in  the  belief  that  you  have  made  many  friends 
among  your  classmates,  and  that  you  will  leave  this  college 
heartened  for  the  tasks  of  life  by  these  priceless  friendships 
which  you  have  formed. 

You  may  have  heard  the  story  of  the  three  stone-cutters, 
but  I  will  tell  it  again. 


In  a  stone  quarry  in  southern  France  three  laborers  were 
working.  A  passer-by  asked  them  what  they  were  doing. 
The  first  replied,  "I  am  cutting  stone."  The  second  said,  "I 
am  earning  ten  francs  a  day."  The  third  declared,  and  his 
face  brightened  as  he  spoke,  "I  am  building  a  cathedral !" 
xVs  a  matter  of  fact,  all  three  men  were  doing  the  same  thing, 
but  each  thought  differently  about  his  task,  and  his  answer 
revealed  what  manner  of  man  he  was. 

The  first  was  simply  a  stone-cutter  and  could  see  no  farther 
than  the  piece  of  stone  on  which  he  worked.  He  was  doubt- 
less a  good  stone-cutter  and  was  doing  a  commendable  job. 
The  second  stone-cutter  was  probably  thinking  of  his  wife  and 
children  and  what  ten  francs  a  day  would  do  for  them.  Cer- 
tainly he  should  be  commended.  The  tragedy,  however,  in 
the  case  of  both  these  men  was  that  they  lived  only  for  the 
present  and  cought  no  vision  of  the  future.  "Finite  clods," 
Robert  Browning  would  call  them,  "untroubled  by  a  spark." 
But  the  third  stone-cutter  through  his  imagination  could  see 
reflected  in  the  dull  stone  on  which  he  worked  the  spires  of  a 
great  cathedral  pointing  to  the  sky. 

You  graduates  today  will  be  builders  tomorrow,  and  the 
diploma  which  each  of  you  receives  represents  the  cornerstone 
of  your  life's  cathedral.  You  have  devoted  to  the  laying  of 
this  cornerstone  the  good  years  of  your  lives  which  you  have 
spent  here  at  Saint  Mary's — years  of  youthful  enthusiasms, 
of  clean  friendships,  of  directed  thinking.  You  cannot  recall 
them  now,  even  if  you  would.  What  you  will  do  is  to  carry 
with  you  into  life  mingled  recollections  of  the  happiness  of 
success,  the  sorrows  of  disappointment,  and  the  satisfaction 
of  achievement,  for  life  even  in  college  is  composed  of  "ups 
and  downs."  If  your  study  and  experiences  here  have  bred  in 
you  a  clear  imagination,  which  carries  beyond  your  daily 
tasks,  and  a  tranquillity  of  soul,  which  helps  you  to  bear  the 
spiritual  burdens  of  others,  the  cornerstone  of  your  life's 
dwelling  has  indeed  been  well  laid. 

When  you  leave  these  walls,  the  task  which  life  assigns 
you  may  be  as  humble  as  that  of  the  stone-cutter.  Whatever 
it  may  be,  my  prayer  for  you  at  parting  is  that  of  a  great 
poet — a  prayer  which  he  made  for  all  mankind : 

"Teach  us  to  build,  0  Master,  lend  us  sight 
To  see  the  towers  gleaming  in  the  light." 

I  have  pointed  out  to  you  certain  assets  which  you  have  at 
your  disposal  to  meet  the  obligations  which  will  shortly  con- 
front you.  But  in  the  parlance  of  business  there  must  be 
liabilities  to  offset  the  assets  so  that  the  books  will  balance. 
As  I  stated,  a  liability  is  a  debt  or  something  which  you  owe. 
In  conclusion,  I  wish  to  point  out  one  debt  which  is  yours. 
It  is  an  obligation  that  will  follow  you  through  life,  but  the 
payment  of  it  will  bring  you  the  greatest  happiness  you  can 
find  on  this  earth. 

Let  me  illustrate  what  I  mean  by  telling  you  in  brief  the 
amazing  story  of  Albert  Schweitzer.  Few  people  in  America, 
except  those  who  have  read  his  books,  have  ever  heard  of  him. 
He  is  an  old  man  living  in  the  jungles  of  French  Equatorial 
Africa,  where  he  has  been  for  more  than  fifty  years.  To  my 
mind  he  is  the  greatest  man  in  the  world  today,  and  one  of 
the  greatest  of  this  century. 

By  the  time  he  was  only  a  few  years  older  than  you  are,  he 
was  the  leading  authority  on  Bach,  he  had  become  the  most 
famous  organist  in  Europe,  and  he  had  rocked  the  theological 
thinking  of  the  world  by  his  writings  and  preaching.  In  other 
words,   in   addition   to  his  musicianship,   he   was   established 
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among  the  most  profound  thinkers  of  all  time — hefore  he  was 
thirty  years  of  age.  But  like  all  great  thinkers,  he  was  search- 
ing in  his  soul  for  the  most  satisfactory  life  which  he  could 
lead.  "How  can  a  man  be  happy,"  he  asked  himself,  "while 
there  is  so  much  human  suffering  in  the  world  ?"  And  he 
came  to  the  remarkable  conclusion  that  he  had  a  vast  debt  to 
pay  humanity  for  the  privileges  he  had  enjoyed. 

At  the  age  of  twenty-one  he  made  a  pledge  to  himself  that 
he  would  continue  his  music  and  the  studies  of  his  choice  until 
he  was  thirty,  after  which  he  would  dedicate  the  rest  of  his 
life  to  the  relief  of  suffering  wherever  he  found  it  was  most 
needed.  This,  he  determined,  was  in  Central  Africa  where 
the  slave  traders  had  played  havoc  among  the  ignorant  black 
men  by  destroying  their  homes  and  infecting  them  with  all 
manner  of  unspeakable  diseases. 

To  accomplish  his  purpose,  Schweitzer  renounced  his  fame, 
he  renounced  the  prospect  of  future  wealth,  and  for  the  next 
four  years  buried  himself  in  the  study  of  medicine.  Upon 
receiving  his  diploma,  he  set  out  with  a  few  assistants  and 
some  equipment,  which  he  purchased  from  the  proceeds  of 
his  organ  concerts,  to  spend  the  rest  of  his  life  among  the  most 
primitive  of  savages.  Except  for  an  occasional  return  to 
Europe  upon  public  demand  for  his  concerts  and  lectures,  he 
has  been  carrying  on  his  work  in  Africa  for  half  a  century. 
And  he  is  there  today. 

Upon  reading  the  letters  of  his  later  life,  we  are  convinced 
that  Albert  Schweitzer  has  found  the  secret  of  happiness  in 
repaying  the  debt,  which  he  decided  in  youth  he  owed  to  his 
fellow  man.  "Life,"  he  says,  "demands  that  all  men  give  a 
portion  of  their  lives  to  other  men." 

The  poet  Frank  Dempster  Sherman  has  written  the  follow- 
ing beautiful  lines : 

"It  is  my  joy  in  life  to  find 
At  every  turning  of  the  road, 
The  strong  arm  of  a  comrade  kind 
To  help  me  onward  with  my  load. 

And  since  I  have  no  gold  to  give, 
And  love  alone  must  make  amends, 
My  only  prayer  is,  while  I  live. — 
(lod  make  me  worthy  of  my  friends!" 

Today  you  are  thinking  especially  of  your  loved  ones  and 
friends  assembled  here,  and  you  feel  that  you  owe  a  debt  to 
this  college  for  the  friends  which  she  has  given  you.  But 
there  is  that  greater  debt  imposed  upon  us,  as  Schweitzer  saw 
it,  of  befriending  not  only  those  who  befriend  us,  hut  those 
who  are  most  in  need  of  friendship  on  the  highways  ami  in 
the  byways  of  life. 


The  valedictory  was  delivered  by  Edith  Winslow  of  Raleigh, 
who  had  averaged  93.3  for  two  years,  and  a  fine  valedictory 
it  was. 

THE  VALEDICTORY 

Today  we  leave  Saint  Mary's — a  second  mother  to  us  for 
the  past  two  years.  We  leave  to  go  into  a  future  full  of 
doubts  and  uncertainties.  "The  world  is  being  shaken"  and 
Saint  Mary's  feels  its  tremors,  but  we,  her  graduates,  are  not 
afraid,  for  she  has  prepared  us  well  for  this  future. 


She  has  helped  us  realize  that  we  are  not  completely  edu- 
cated today  as  we  graduate;  for  she  has  revealed  to  us  the 
vastness  of  knowledge,  only  pointing  out  to  us  pathways 
through  it  which  we  may  follow. 

She  has  cherished  each  and  every  one  of  us — molding  our 
characters  with  her  love,  respect,  and  tradition.  She  has 
helped  us  become  gracious,  refined,  intelligent  young  women 
who  can  take  our  places  in  society  and  become  useful  mem- 
bers of  it. 

And  most  important  of  all,  she  has  aided  each  one  of  us  in 
finding  God  in  our  own  hearts  and  souls.  Worship  has  come 
to  mean  so  much  to  us  that  we  have  made  it  an  integral  part 
of  ourselves. 

Thus,  with  these  assets,  we  the  class  of  1948  face  the  future 
with  hope  and  joy,  knowing  full  well  that  the  spirit  of  Saint 
Mary's  stands  by  us  and  will  remain  with  us  always. 

Edith  Winslow 
Valedictorian 
Class  of  1948 


The  sophomores,  capped  and  gowned  in  white  for  the  first 
time  at  Saint  Mary's,  now  trooped  on  stage  to  receive  their 
diplomas  from  Dr.  Stone,  all  fifty-one  of  them. 

Dr.  Stone  now  announced  gifts  that  had  been  made  to  the 
School  during  the  year  :  $1,000  by  Miss  Lizzie  Lee,  of  Raleigh  ; 
$1,000  by  Mrs.  Ashhy  Baker,  of  Raleigh;  $1,000  by  Mrs. 
R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Sr.,  of  Henderson;  $250  by  Mrs.  Hamilton  C. 
Jones,  of  Charlotte ;  and  $100  by  Mrs.  F.  B.  Drane,  of  Mon- 
roe. Dr.  Stone  also  announced  that  beginning  next  year  three 
of  the  five  dioceses  of  North  and  South  Carolina  that  own 
Saint  Mary's  were  including  her  in  their  budgets,  the  most 
recent  being  the  Diocese  of  North  Carolina  for  $2,000. 

The  Sophomore  class  presented  the  School  $50  to  be  used 
toward  the  purchase  of  a  new  diving  board  for  the  swimming 
pool.  The  Class  of  1948  presented  $182  toward  the  Dining 
Room  Redecoration  Fund.  The  Dance  Marshals  gave  $90 
toward  the  purchase  of  an  enlarger  for  the  dark  room. 

Dr.  Stone  also  announced  that  the  alumnae  had  already 
contributed  more  than  $5,000  toward  their  project  of  re- 
decorating the  dining  room,  and  that  the  project  would  be 
continued  through  next  year.  He  also  pointed  out  that  the 
General  Alumnae  Association  had  contributed  $1,250  toward 
the  completion  of  the  Gateway  last  fall,  and  that  the  Raleigh 
chapter  of  the  association  had  given  the  School  $220  to  pur- 
chase the  new  Williamsburg  lights  that  now  line  the  center 
and  west  walks. 

After  reading  the  names  of  32  girls  who  made  the  honor 
roll  during  the  last  quarter,  Dr.  Stone  announced  that  the 
Cooper  Medal  this  year  had  been  won  by  Patricia  Cahoon,  of 
Columbia,  N.  C,  the  high  school  student  who  made  the  high- 
est scholastic  average  of  the  year,  95 ;  and  that  the  Niles 
Medal  had  been  won  by  Joyce  Frances  Richert,  of  Raleigh, 
the  college  student  with  the  highest  scholastic  record,  93.8. 

The  Raleigh  City  High  School  Scholarship  for  next  year 
was  won  by  a  Hugh  Morson  graduate,  Kathryn  Moore,  daugh- 
ter of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  C.  Moore. 

The  awarding  of  certificates  to  recommended  students  in 
the  art,  commercial,  expression,  home  economics,  and  music 
departments  brought  to  a  close  the  graduation  exercises  in  the 
auditorium. 

Classes  and  faculty  once  more  reformed  into  processional 
order  for  the  last  act  of  this  year's  drama.  At  Saint  Mary's 
the  conferring  of  college  diplomas,  ordinarily  a  purely  aca- 
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demic  matter,  has  always  been  bound  and  tied  to  the  fact 
that  the  School  is  a  church  school  in  that  the  Bishop  of  the 
diocese  always  confers  the  diplomas  upon  the  college  grad- 
uates in  the  Chapel  and  delivers  a  brief  talk  on  the  meaning 
of  Saint  Mary's.  So  once  more  everyone  gathered  together 
for  a  final  Chapel  service,  and  then  Bishop  Edwin  A.  Penick, 
assisted  by  Dr.  Stone,  conferred  the  college  degrees.  In  his 
characteristic  manner.  Bishop  Penick  rounded  off  the  high 
point  of  graduation  day  with  one  of  the  most  perfect  brief 
addresses  he  has  ever  made. 

This  year,  it  had  been  said,  there  would  be  few  tears  at 
graduation,  but  half  the  student  body  was  incapable  of  seeing 
as  students  groped  their  way  out  of  the  Chapel  to  form  the 
famous  and  traditional  semicircle  of  faculty  and  students  in 


front  of  Smedes  Hall.  It  may  have  been  the  tears,  it  may 
have  been  the  excitement,  but  probably  it  was  simply  that  her 
outstretched  arm  was  tired  that  made  the  Chief  Marshal  for- 
mally end  the  session  of  1947-1948  by  dropping  the  handker- 
chief and  melting  the  semicircle  just  a  few  minutes  before  the 
choir,  Mr.  Hughes,  Dr.  Stone,  and  Bishop  Penick  had  been 
able  to  make  their  way  to  the  circle. 

But  it  didn't  matter,  of  course.  Nothing  mattered  now, 
neither  the  tears  nor  the  reddened  eyes,  nor  the  surprised 
expression  of  a  few  who  suddenly  found  themselves  amid 
encircling  arms  whose  owners  couldn't  see  whom  they  were 
encircling. 

Imagine !  It  rained  bloody  cats  and  dogs  a  half  hour  after 
the  dropping  of  the  handkerchief ! 


THE  MUSE 


Browning's  "My  Star 

by  Nancy  Hamel,  '50 

All  that  I  know 

Of  a  certain  star 
Is,  it  can  throw 

(Like  the  angled  spar) 
Now  a  dart  of  red, 

Now  a  dart  of  blue  ; 
Till  my  friends  have  said 

They  would  fain  see,  too, 
My  star  that  dartles  the  red  and  the  blue ! 
Then  it  stops  like  a  bird ;  like  a  flower,  hangs  furled : 

They  must  solace  themselves  with  the  Saturn  above  it. 
What  matter  to  me  if  their  star  is  a  world  ? 

Mine  has  opened  its  soul  to  me ;  therefore  I  love  it. 

While  the  first  nine  lines  of  "My  Star"  are  written  in  a 
combination  of  iambic  and  anapaestic  dimeter,  the  last  four 
lines  are  written  in  anapaestic  tetrameter.  The  meter  change 
of  this  reflective  lyric  is  excellent  because  the  mutation  in  the 
last  four  lines  corresponds  with  the  change  of  mood  and  ap- 
proach. The  first  nine  lines  are  light  and  joyous  and  the 
dimeter  rhythm  livens  them.  Then  when  the  character  of  the 
"star"  changes,  and  the  darting  stops,  the  anapaestic  addition 
to  the  iambic  slows  the  poem  down  to  fit  its  mood.  The  good 
thing  about  the  rhyme  scheme,  abab,  eded,  defef,  is  that  in 
almost  all  cases  there  are  no  pauses  at  the  ends  of  the  lines 
which  rhyme,  and  the  poem  does  not  become  "sing-songy." 

The  poet  tells  the  reader  about  a  woman  to  whom  he  refers 
as  a  star.  This  lady  is  compared  with  an  angled  spar  because 
her  personality  sparkles  and  she  makes  the  poet  gay  when  he 
is  with  her.  The  writer  has  talked  about  his  "star"  so  much 
that  his  friends  want  to  meet  this  woman  who  seems  to  have 
the  power  to  make  a  person  happy.  But  the  woman  evidently 
does  not  like  crowds,  and  the  very  mention  of  company  damp- 
ens her  spirit.  The  poet  sees  her  allergy  to  people  and  tells 
them  they  must  be  content  with  the  stars  above.  The  author 
does  not  care  if  the  people's  star  is  a  world  in  itself;  his 
"star"  is  really  more  precious  because  it  has  trusted  in  him, 
and  he  loves  the  star  in  his  life. 


I  think  this  is  a  beautiful  tribute  to  a  woman.  It  has  a 
personal  note  in  it  because  the  reader  feels  the  author's  love 
for  and  pride  in  this  woman  who  brings  him  contentment. 
He  realizes  he  has  something  rare,  and  he  wants  the  world  to 
know  the  lady  and  envy  his  possession.  By  the  use  of  imagery 
the  writer  appeals  to  the  reader's  sense  of  sight.  He  first 
compares  his  love  to  a  star  which  casts  off  red  and  blue  lights. 
Then  he  compares  her  with  a  bird  that  suddenly  stops  cavort- 
ing through  the  sky,  and  with  a  flower  that  curls  up  and  loses 
its  attractiveness.  These  images  are  good  because  they  show 
both  sides  of  the  woman's  character.  They  illustrate  very 
well  that  the  woman  crawls  into  a  shell  when  strangers  are 
around  and  that  she  is  not  her  true  self.  The  effects  are 
achieved  by  pictures  and  the  use  of  words.  The  pictures  are, 
of  course,  the  images,  but  I  also  like  the  play  on  the  words 
"dart"  and  "dartles."  The  reader  gets  a  picture  of  spurts  of 
happiness  as  if  the  woman  might  often  feel  despondent.  By 
frequently  omitting  end-stops  the  poet  makes  the  poem  more 
unified,  and  such  words  as  "furled,"  "dartled,"  and  "them- 
selves" seem  to  add  ripples  to  the  rhythm.  The  words  them- 
selves are  simple,  but  the  reader  has  to  think  to  capture  the 
poem's  beauty. 

After  reading  this  lyric,  which  is  almost  a  eulogy  of  the 
author's  priceless  companion,  the  reader  has  a  complete  pic- 
ture of  the  woman,  her  reactions  toward  circumstances,  and 
the  man's  feelings  toward  her.  While  the  mood  of  this  lyric 
is  light  at  the  beginning,  it  is  tender  and  somewhat  firm 
toward  the  conclusion.  The  change  of  mood  from  light  to 
intent  does  not  destroy  the  lyric's  coherence,  and  the  added 
depth  of  feeling  appeals  to  the  reader's  understanding  and 
appreciation.  The  more  I  read  this  poem,  the  more  I  like  it. 
I  think  the  images  are  beautiful  and  appropriate.  The  com- 
parison of  the  woman  with  Saturn  and  the  emphasis  on  how 
much  less  important  is  that  planet  than  is  the  "star"  are 
tender  but  dynamic  passages.  The  poet  points  out  that  worlds 
are  nothing  so  long  as  a  person  does  not  understand  the  in- 
habitants. The  last  line  is  the  most  powerful  one  in  the  entire 
lyric.  Up  to  the  last  four  words  the  mood  has  been  esthetic, 
but  the  reader  is  suddenly  brought  to  earth  by  the  very  simple 
words,  ".  .  .  therefore  I  love  it."  This  last  part,  in  my 
opinion,  is  as  powerful  as  a  concluding  Shakespearean  couplet. 
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AWAKENING 

by  Betty-Brown  Lewis,  '50 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  see  the  early  dawn ! 
The  troubled  world  is  still  asleep,  night-kissed ; 
A  lovely  day  arrives  and  night  has  gone 
In  swirling  waves  of  quiet,  cooling  mist. 
The  lai-k,  the  bird  of  morn,  begins  to  trill. 
The  humming  bird  hops  from  his  grassy  bed 
And  stirs  the  rose  on  yonder  dewey  hill 
As  Nature  again  awakens  as  from  the  dead. 
The  sky  discards  its  twinkling  nighttime  gown 
And  dons  a  dress  of  calmer  pink  and  blue ; 
The  sun  ascends  its  trail  over  the  ground 
And  chases  morning's  drowsy  clouds  askew. 
Arise,  my  soul,  and  greet  the  glorious  morn! 
In  each  new  quiet  day  I  am  reborn. 


SUPERSTITION 

by  Eleanor  Hope  Newell,  '48 

Some  people  think  it's  silly 
To  look  the  wide  world  over 
For  a  little  bit  of  nature  that 
"We  call  a  four  leaf  clover. 
But  I  don't. 

Some  people  think  it's  silly 

To  wish  upon  a  star. 

They  say  your  wishes  won't  come  true, 

Simple  as  they  are. 

I  disagree. 

Some  people  think  you're  silly 
Evading  a  black  cat. 
I  just  don't  want  bad  luck 
From  being  crossed  by  that. 
I  play  safe. 

Some  people  think  it's  silly. 
But  it's  serious  to  me 
No  matter  how  ridiculous 
These  customs  seem  to  be. 
I'm  superstitious! 

THERE  MUST  BE  WAYS 

by  Grace  Jones,  '50 

There  must  be  ways  to  make  me  fall  in  love ; 
There  must  be  thrilling  words  and  tender,  too. 
Must  stars  be  bright  or  twinkling  up  above 
To  make  me  tell  you  how  much  I  love  you  ? 

Must  Cupid's  arrow  pierce  my  stubborn  heart? 
Must  love  be  as  deep  as  Philemon's  wife? 
Must  love  have  certain  courses  or  a  chart, 
And  must  it  grow  to  be  my  soul's  full  life? 

Is  love  as  sweet  as  they  all  say,  and  why 
Does  it  have  to  be  pure,  holy,  and  chaste? 
Should  I  have  any  hope  for  love,  when  I 
Have  told  a  thousand  lies  that  make  me  base? 

There's  just  one  answer  for  one  young  as  me : 
Grow  up,  grow  up,  my  child — then  you  will  see ! 


MORNING 

by  Louise  Slagle,  '49 

The  morning  walks 
With  silent  tread. 
It  creeps  upon  the 
World  on  padded  feet, 
And  then  rides- 
Down  to  Earth 
On  tiny  sunbeams, 
Opening  a  new  day 
With  a  mighty  charge 
And  carrying  a 
Brilliant  standard. 

Morning  shall  have 
No  battle  with  me. 
For  today  I  arose 
With  eagerness  and 
Went  to  meet  it. 
I  saw  its  glorious 
Soldiers  streaming 
O'er  the  far  off  hill. 
And  now,  with  Morning's 
Army,  I  charge  the 
Tasks  of  the  coming  day, 
Strengthened  for  my  labors. 


SEASIDE 

by  Patricia  Ambrose,  '49 

A  guardian  sun,  sheathed  in  banners  of  white  clouds, 

Its  searching  rays  reflected  on  the  surface  of  sand  grains 

And  penetrating  into  the  very  depths  of  the  ocean  below. 

A  drowsy  quiet  varied  by  the  crackle  of  sea  oats 

As  they  bend  beneath  the  path  of  a  passing  breeze, 

And  punctuated  by  the  angiw  screams  of  the  gulls  as  they  dip 

and  dive. 
A  reach  of  sand  freckled  with  barnacled  rocks 
Upon  which  the  waves  beat  out  their  message. 
A  host  of  crashing  giants  and  imitation  waves  that  timidly 

lap  against  the  sand. 
This  is  the  beach  to  me. 


EMANCIPATED 

by  Nancy  Hamel,  '50 

His  skin  is  black,  but  who  am  I  to  bear 
The  judgment  of  his  soul?    His  smile  is  shy 
And  quite  restrained ;  his  face  is  wrinkled  where 
His  brow  shows  worry.    Yet  he's  young  and  why 
Should  he  be  touched  with  trials?    I  watch  his  eyes 
When  he  shows  grief,  and  often  wonder,  when 
I  gaze,  about  what  secret  therein  lies 
That  makes  him  seem  so  humble,  silent.     Then 

I  realize  that  we,  the  race  who  smite, 
Ignore  his  feelings  and  make  jokes  of  him 
Instead.     For  I  have  seen  his  face,  a  sight 
I  can't  forget,  and  I  regret  our  whim. 
Indeed  it  seems  a  shame  to  bar  a  man 
Because  of  race,  and  still  say  I'm  American. 
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The  Key 

by  Ann  Lucas,  '48 


Harold  Rankin  walked  down  the  narrow  aisle,  sprawded 
gingerly  on  one  of  the  blue  plush  seats  of  the  stuffy  day  coach, 
and  prepared  himself  for  the  hour  of  boredom  that  the  trip 
from  New  York  to  Greenwich  would  take.  He  glanced  about 
the  coach  and  saw  a  small  sooty  mirror — a  useless  luxury  that 
invariably  decorated  every  local  train.  The  view  reflected 
was  of  his  own  blond,  carefully  waved  hair,  and  soft,  round 
face.  It  was  a  face  that  might  have  been  considered  hand- 
some by  an  adolescent  girl  though  the  full  features  and  wavy 
hair  served  only  to  accentuate  the  boy's  air  of  youthful  arro- 
gance and  conceit.  He  wore  the  brightly  colored  tie  and 
socks  that  were  the  usual  fashion  of  his  college  crowd. 

The  last  passengers  straggled  aboard  the  train,  among  them 
a  rather  flustered  old  lady  who  settled  herself  fussily  in  the 
seat  next  to  Harold.  The  train  started  with  a  jerk.  The  old 
lady  took  off  her  gloves  and  folded  her  small,  wrinkled  hands 
in  her  lap.  Harold  stared  out  the  dusty  window  at  the  New 
York  tenement  houses  pressing  in  slovenly  disarray  against 
each  other  and  crowding  the  railroad  tracks  on  either  side. 

The  conductor  began  his  chant  of  "Tickets,  tickets,  please" 
as  he  shifted  his  portly  weight  down  the  aisle,  punching  the 
little  yellow  stubs  in  the  business  men's  commuting  books. 
The  conductor  asked  the  old  lady  for  her  ticket. 

"Oh  me,"  she  said  in  a  sweetly  helpless  voice,  "I  must  have 
put  it  in  my  suitcase  with  the  other  things."  She  pointed  to 
a  small  black  bag  on  the  rack  above. 

Harold  rose  politely  and  took  the  suitcase  down  for  her. 

"Thank  you  so  much,  young  man,"  she  said.  "It  was  stupid 
of  me  to  put  it  there,  wasn't  it?"  She  explored  the  contents 
of  her  purse  and  drew  forth  the  key.  She  tried  to  fit  it  in  the 
lock  and  then  looked  imploringly  at  Harold.  "This  suitcase 
is  so  hard  to  open.    I've  always  had  trouble  with  it." 

The  boy  took  the  key  from  her  and  opened  the  case.  He 
waited  until  she  had  found  the  ticket  and  then  locked  the  hag 
again  and  put  it  back  on  the  rack. 

"Your  ticket,  son?"  the  conductor  reminded. 

Harold  explored  one  pocket,  failed,  tried  the  other.  This 
time  he  produced  the  ticket  for  the  conductor,  who  punched  it 
and  went  on  down  the  aisle. 

"It  certainly  is  hot,  isn't  it?"  the  old  lady  said  pleasantly. 

Harold  agreed  vaguely. 

She  continued  to  chatter,  and  seeing  no  way  out  of  the  in- 
evitable conversation,  the  boy  twitched  uncomfortably  in  his 
seat  and  listened. 

She  lived  in  Greenwich,  it  appeared,  with  her  grandson, 
Jerry.  She  had  been  to  New  York  to  see  a  specialist  about 
her  heart.  But  her  talk  was  mostly  of  Jerry  and  of  how 
proud  she  was  of  him. 

Harold,  privately  concluding  that  old  ladies  were  awful 
bores,  stared  sullenly  out  the  window  at  the  swiftly  passing 
scenery.     Soon  the  train  pulled  into  Greenwich  station.     He 


assisted  his  elderly  companion  from  the  train  and  breathed 
a  sigh  of  relief  when  he  had  seen  her  safely  in  the  care  of  her 
grandson.  Harold  had  noticed  the  boy  with  a  curiosity  pro- 
voked by  his  having  been  exposed  to  a  good  portion  of  the 
boy's  life  history.  Jerry  was  a  tall,  dark,  rather  ugly  youth 
with  thin  lips  and  brooding  eyes.  He  thanked  Harold  for 
caring  for  his  grandmother  and  led  the  old  ladj'  away. 

Harold  saw  the  familiar  cream-colored  convertible  in  the 
parking  lot  and  headed  toward  it.  His  mother  was  waiting 
for  him,  her  graying  plumpness  as  usual  incased  in  the  most 
stylish  of  dresses. 

She  kissed  her  son  carefully  so  as  not  to  mar  her  lipstick 
and  then  asked,  "Well,  how  was  everything?" 

"All  right.    Martin's  didn't  have  your  dress  ready,  though." 

"Oh  dear,"  she  said  in  a  petulant  tone,  "I  do  so  hate  them 
to  be  late." 

The  boy  went  around  to  the  other  side  of  the  car  and  got  in. 
He  started  the  motor  and  swung  the  car,  a  little  too  fast,  up 
the  curve  of  the  parking  lot  drive  and  onto  the  main  street. 

Later,  in  his  room,  he  considered  the  list  of  pleasures  of  the 
evening's  entertainment  and  reached  into  his  pocket  for  his 
address  book.  His  fingers  came  in  contact  with  a  small  piece 
of  metal  and  he  brought  it  forth  and  examined  it  curiously. 
With  recognition  came  casual  dismay  as  he  realized  that  it 
was  the  key  to  the  suitcase  of  the  old  lady  he  had  met  on  the 
train.  He  remembered  now  how  he  had  put  it  in  his  pocket 
for  a  moment  when  he  was  searching  for  his  own  ticket. 

"Oh  well,"  he  thought,  "she  can  get  another  key  made  or 
something."  He  returned  the  forgotten  key  to  his  pocket  and 
then  thumbed  through  the  address  book.  "Betty  .  .  .  the 
Colonial  Apartments  .  .  .  6179."  He  went  out  in  the  hall  and 
picked  up  the  receiver. 


In  another  apartment  in  the  Colonial  Apartments  where 
Betty  was  delightedly  accepting  an  invitation  to  dinner,  a 
dark-haired  boy  with  brooding  eyes  questioned  his  grand- 
mother about  her  trip  to  New  York. 

"What  did  the  doctor  say,  Gran?" 

"Just  that  I  would  have  to  take  it  easy  and,  oh  yes,  he  gave 
me  some  medicine.  Said  it  would  help  ease  an  attack.  It's 
in  my  suitcase."  She  fumbled  in  her  purse.  "Oh  goodness, 
I  can't  find  it !"  Concern  crossed  her  grandson's  face.  "What, 
the  key?    Are  you  sure?" 

She  nodded  numbly.  Then  she  said,  "Oh,  now  I  remember. 
The  boy  on  the  train  helped  me  open  my  case.  He  didn't 
give  me  back  the  ke}'.  Oh  dear!"  Alarm  made  her  voice 
tremble. 

"Never  mind,  Gran.  I'll  call  a  locksmith  right  away  to 
come  open  it."  The  boy  went  to  the  telephone.  He  dialed 
carefully  and  then  slammed  the  received  down  impatiently  as 
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lie  heard  the  busy  signal.  He  turned  back  to  his  grandmother, 
and  sudden  fear  rose  in  him  as  he  saw  her  waver  slightly. 

"Jerry!"  she  gasped. 

The  boy  reached  her  just  in  time  to  catch  her  fainting  body. 
He  laid  her  down  and  frantically  grabbed  the  suitcase  and 
pounded  at  it  as  if  his  bare  strength  could  break  the  lock.  A 
painful  cry  of  despair  filled  his  throat  as  he  turned  back  to 
the  old  lady. 

It  was  over  with  quite  quickly.  The  boy  was  scarceful 
aware  of  calling  the  doctor  or  of  waiting  until  he  had  come. 
He  sat  numb  and  still,  staring  sightlessly  before  him.  A 
single  thought  kept  turning  over  and  over  in  his  mind.  ".  .  . 
If  only  I  had  had  the  key  ...  If  only  I  had  had  the  key.  .  .  ." 

The  doctor's  voice  brought  him  sharply  back  to  awareness. 
"It  is  really  best  this  way,  son.  She  would  have  gone  soon 
anyway." 

"Sure — sure,  it's  better,"  he  answered  brokenly.  Suddenly 
the  boy  felt  he  could  bear  the  oppressive  heat  of  the  apartment 
no  longer.  He  found  his  way  out  the  door,  into  the  hall  and 
downstairs. 


Outside  it  was  almost  dark,  and  the  evening  breeze  was 
cooling  after  the  heat  of  the  day.  Across  the  street  a  man 
was  mowing  his  grass  by  the  last  rays  of  light.  His  little  girl 
ran  along  beside  him,  laughing  shrilly.  The  clear  sharp  odor 
of  fresh-mown  grass  drifted  across  the  street  and  filled  the 
boy's  nostrils  as  he  stood  in  the  peaceful  unawareness  of  the 
evening. 

A  cream-colored  convertible  drew  up  smoothly  to  the  curb. 
A  young  man  got  out  and  headed  for  the  apartment.  He 
stopped  when  he  saw  Jerry  and  seemed  to  recognize  him. 

"Say,  aren't  you  the  grandson  of  the  old  lady  I  met  on  the 
train  ?  I  got  your  grandmother's  key  by  accident.  I  think  I 
have  it  with  me.  Yes,"  he  fished  in  his  pocket,  "here  it  is. 
Won't  you  give  it  to  her  and  tell  her  how  sorry  I  am  about 
the  mixup?    It  was  lucky  that  I  saw  you,  wasn't  it?" 

As  Jerry  stood  in  the  dimness,  slowly  turning  the  key  over 
and  over  in  his  hand,  Harold  moved  carelessly  on  toward  the 
apartment  house  entrance,  stopping  for  a  moment  at  the  door 
to  adjust  his  tie  in  the  groomed  reflection,  which  he  noted 
with  approval. 


Dr.  Williams,  Age  Twelve 


by  Beth  Toy,  '50 


A  little  girl  stood  in  a  long  room  in  front  of  rows  upon  rows 
of  shelves.  Her  eyes  wandered  from  one  to  the  other  and  grew 
bigger  at  the  realization  that  her  daddy,  surely  the  smartest 
man  in  the  world,  could  say  to  her,  "A  headache,  Kathie?" 
and  then  take  from  a  bottle,  which  looked  exactly  like  its 
neighbors,  pills  which  did  indeed  cure  her  headache.  They 
were  beautiful  little  discs,  those  mysterious  medicines,  and 
fun  to  play  with ;  but  ugh !  she  had  tried  to  chew  one  one  time 
and  unlimited  packages  of  chewing  gum  were  required  to 
overcome  the  taste.  Deceiving  little  things  indeed,  but  they 
could  be  forgiven  when  one  considered  the  good  they  intended 
to  do. 

She  languidly  picked  up  another  bottle  and  gently  moved 
her  dust  cloth  over  it.  "Dr.  Williams  wanted  in  surgery !" 
Dr.  Williams  ("age  twelve)  hastened  to  the  well  lighted  operat- 
ing room,  and  with  deft,  hands,  performed  a  delicate  operation 
on  a  diseased  heart,  which  would  now  beat  normally  again. 
"Dr.  Williams,  please  save  me!"  Dr.  Williams  (age  twelve) 
with  two  rapid  and  sure  strokes  cut  a  cross  in  the  white  flesh 
of  Raymond's  arm  and  sucked  out  the  rattlesnake  poison. 
Her  most  faithful  friend,  whose  undying  devotion  she  pos- 
sessed, was  Raymond,  the  c,owboy  whose  life  she  had  saved. 

Another  bottle  was  lifted  from  the  shelf,  and  Kathie  con- 
tinued her  pleasant  day  dreams,  when,  suddenly,  she  was 
startled  out  of  her  reverie  by  a  door  slamming  and  heavy 


steps  descending  the  stairs  to  the  office.  Daddy !  He  was 
home  and  she  had  not  yet  cleaned  up  the  medicine  room. 
Furiously  she  set  to  work,  but  the  rows  of  bottles  could  not  be 
dusted  in  the  space  of  two  minutes.  She  shamefully  faced  her 
father  who  tweaked  her  ear  and  asked  heartily,  "How's  my 
little  dreamer?"  The  world  was  right  again;  he  understood. 
"All  great  people  must  dream,  Kathie,"  he  told  her,  "but  they 
also  must  come  out  of  their  dreams  to  put  them  into  action." 

Kathie  looked  respectfully  at  her  father  and  nodded.  Dr. 
Williams  turned  and  went  into  his  examining  room.  "Daddy, 
what  were  you  doing  to  Dickie  Baker  today?  He  was  crying." 
Her  father  turned  from  the  syringes  he  was  putting  into  the 
electric  sterilizer  and,  winking  slowly,  said,  "Oh,  he  had  a 
bone  in  his  leg."  This  seemed  to  satisfy  any  further  doubts 
as  to  the  subject,  until, 

"Daddy,  /  have  a  bone  in  my  leg." 

With  that  she  was  carried  in  an  unceremonious  heap  to  the 
kitchen  and  deposited  at  the  table  in  preparation  for  lunch. 
Soon  Kathie's  nine-year-old  sister,  Lyn,  entered  the  kitchen 
and  vociferously  demanded  that  Anda  Panda  and  Fuzzy  Bear 
be  accommodated  for  lunch.  Sharp  barks,  punctuated  by 
whines  from  the  cocker  pup,  Bucky,  were  silenced  only  when 
she  too  received  her  due  mealtime  attention.  Thus  lunch  pro- 
ceeded, a  noisy  affair  enjoyed  by  all  of  the  Williams. 

Quiet  reigned  again  as  soon  as  Dr.  Sr.  had  retired  to  his 
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office  to  receive  afternoon  patients,  Lyn  had  been  put  to  bed, 
and  Kathie  and  her  mother  had  settled  down  to  their  daily 
session  with  Kathie's  own  creation,  Molly's  Trip  to  Holland. 
Mrs.  Williams  never  interfered  with  any  imaginary  situations 
which  an  American  girl  in  Holland  might  not  encounter,  but 
wisely  left  the  hour  free  to  explaining,  defining,  and  spelling 
any  word  which  Kathie  felt  could  best  portray  her  meaning. 
In  this  way  it  was  hoped  that  Kathie  could  be  turned  from 
her  first  love,  medicine,  to  her  second  love,  writing.  The  elder 
Williams  had  long  ago  decided  that  her  ambition  to  become 
a  doctor  was  not  suited  to  her  disposition  or  nature,  and  for 
these  reasons  they  hoped  to  change  her  mind.  To  obtain  this 
end,  they  tolerated  the  weekly  publication  of  a  hand-printed 
gossip  column  which  Kathie  and  her  friends  had  organized 
and  made  successful  enough  to  cause  several  rosy  cheeks  to 
become  rosier  when  their  owners  read  their  names  linked  with 
those  of  certain  others. 

On  this  particular  afternoon,  Kathie  sent  her  heroine  to 
visit  a  windmill,  and  Molly  narrowly  escaped  death  by  being 
heroically  saved  by  a  dashing  young  Dutch  boy,  Hans. 

As  the  afternoon  progressed,  seventh  graders  who  composed 
the  staff  of  the  "Seventh  Grade  Gossip  Weekly"  gathered  to 
compare  notes  and  to  copy  laboriously  the  choice  items  to  be 
used  for  that  week's  publication. 

At  four-thirty,  cokes  were  served  to  the  weary  workers,  who 
were  indulging  in  a  few  capers  with  Lyn's  two  rabbits,  Pink 
Nose  and  Fluff  Tail.  While  relaxing  on  the  lawn,  Lyn  sus- 
piciously watched  for  the  safety  of  her  pets,  and  the  older 
children  were  hardly  able  to  touch  the  lively  creatures  before 
she  would  let  out  a  screech  ordering  them  to  leave  her  pets 
alone.  The  little  girl  had  just  awakened  from  her  nap,  and 
she  glared  at  the  world  through  sleepy  eyes  and  with  a  cross 
disposition. 

Bucky  loped  into  the  yard,  her  eyes  open  to  any  activities 
of  unusual  interest.  They  rested  on  two  white  objects.  The 
objects  moved,  and  Bucky  followed  her  age  old  instinct  as 
she  dashed  to  the  chase,  her  colors  flying.  Bluff  Tail  streaked 
across  the  yard,  his  pursuer  close  behind  him,  followed  by 
Lyn  who  threw  herself  into  the  fray,  ready  to  defend  little 
Fluff  Tail  with  her  life. 

The  din  quieted,  and  a  tearful  Ellie  bore  in  her  arms  the 
prostrate  figure  of  a  rabbit.  She  laid  the  little  animal  gentty 
down  on  the  kitchen  table  and  then  beseeched  her  equally 
upset  sister  to  make  the  rabbit  well. 

An  examination  proved  that  Fluff  Tail  suffered  from  a 
broken  leg.  An  onlooker  volunteered  the  advice  that  a  splint 
should  be  applied  to  the  leg,  but  debate  followed  as  to  the 
feasibility  of  this  idea.  Dr.  Williams  had  been  gone  since 
four  on  a  call,  and  Mrs.  Williams  was  at  a  tea.  The  veterina- 
rian lived  two  miles  away,  and  it  was  plainly  seen  that  imme- 
diate action  had  to  be  taken.  Suddenly  Kathie's  hands  turned 
to  lead  and  her  knees  to  cotton.  Should  she  attempt  the  oper- 
ation? Being  a  doctor's  daughter  and  a  professed  doctor-to- 
be,  it  was  only  natural  that  she  should  volunteer.  All  of  her 
daydreams  vanished  before  reality,  and  she  felt  nauseated. 

The  children  looked  at  each  other.  Kathie  said  in  a  weak 
voice,  "If  you  kids  don't  m-m-mind,  I'd  kind  of  like  to  do  the 
j-job  myself !    Do  you  mind  ?" 

"Gosh,  no !  I'd  hate  to  mess  with  the  poor  thing,  myself," 
came  an  encouraging  reply. 

"Well,  we'll  need  two  straight  pieces  of  wood  and  several 
strips  of  strong  cloth." 

The  attendants  hurried  to  get  their  respective  supplies 
while  Dr.  Williams  (age  twelve)   offered  a  silent  prayer  to 


God,  begging  Him  to  give  her  the  ability  to  complete  success- 
fully this,  her  first  real  daydream. 

With  trembling  hands  Kathie  took  the  soft  white  leg  of  the 
suffering  rabbit  and  gently  pulled  it  until  it  was  straight. 
She  then  placed  it  between  the  splints  and  tightly  wound  the 
strips  of  cloth  over  it  until  the  leg  was  secure  and  the  bone 
was  set  so  that  it  wouldn't  be  joggled  in  moving  the  patient. 

Fluff  Tail  was  in  such  pain  that  his  eyes  were  closed.  It 
was  decided  that  he  should  be  taken  to  the  vet's  as  soon  as 
possible  to  be  put  out  of  his  pain  if  the  break  wasn't  going 
to  heal  well. 

The  little  band  of  promising  journalists  dispersed,  and 
Kathie  picked  up  the  patient  and  started  on  her  two  mile 
walk  to  the  vet's.  The  unpaved  road  was  rough,  and  tears 
ran  down  her  cheeks  at  the  sight  of  the  poor  animal  wincing 
with  pain  he  couldn't  understand.  Little  Fluff  Tail  made  no 
sound,  but  bore  his  agony  in  martyr-like  silence. 

Dr.  Harris  got  up  from  his  supper  table  to  open  the  door 
at  the  feeble  ring  of  the  bell.  The  sight  that  met  his  eyes  was 
a  sad  one.  There  stood  a  dirty,  tear  stained  girl  of  twelve, 
carrying  a  rabbit  whose  right  foot  was  encased  in  a  huge 
splint  affair. 

"Dr.  Harris,  can't  something  please  be  done  to  my  rabbit? 
He's  in  so  much  paint."  With  that  she  handed  Fluff  Tail  to 
him  and  succumbed  to  sobs  which  shook  her  entire  frame. 
"It's  not  right,  it's  not  right,  it's  not  right !  He  shouldn't 
suffer  like  that !" 

Dr.  Harris  unbound  the  little  leg  and  gently  felt  it.  The 
situation  was  not  good.  The  break  was  a  bad  one,  and  little 
Fluff  Tail  might  be  crippled  for  life. 

"Kathie,  if  you're  willing,  I'll  put  a  stater  splint  on  his 
leg.  The  only  danger  is  that  he  might  die  under  the  ether. 
Are  you  willing?" 

"Yes,  yes !  If  he  dies,  he  won't  be  suffering  any  more," 
she  sobbed. 

While  Dr.  Harris  finished  his  supper  with  all  the  placid- 
ness  of  all  doctors,  whose  theory  is  "I  can  work  best  if  I'm 
comfortable,"  Kathie  prayed,  fidgeted,  stroked  Fluff  Tail,  and 
prayed  again. 

At  last  they  were  on  their  way  to  Dr.  Harris'  office.  Kathie 
asked  if  she  could  watch,  and  her  heart  turned  over  at  the  yes 
she  received.  Her  first  operation !  She  wondered  if  she 
would  faint. 

Later,  anyone  looking  into  Dr.  Harris'  examining  room, 
would  have  seen  Dr.  Harris,  performing  a  delicate  operation, 
aided  by  a  small  figure  in  white  who  gravely  handed  him  the 
necessary  instruments  and  looked  with  big  eyes  at  the  wonders 
of  surgery. 

After  the  operation,  Kathie  telephoned  her  Mother,  who 
came  for  her  and  the  still  unconscious  patient.  His  life  was 
still  in  doubt. 

The  hours  ticked  by.  The  little  form  in  Mother's  lap 
never  stirred.  Oh  God,  let  him  live.  Let  him  live  to  play 
with  Pink  Nose.  Let  the  terrible  pain  that  he.  endured  be 
forgotten.     Please  God,  let  him  live. 

Time  heals  all  wounds,  and  God  had  not  yet  willed  that  the 
life  of  one  of  His  lower  animals  be  taken.  Fluff  Tail  stirred, 
and  slowly  he  looked  with  interest  at  the  scene  which  con- 
fronted him. 

Later,  Dr.  Williams  (age  twelve),  renowned  surgeon, 
author,  and  journalist,  author  of  the  latest  best  seller,  Molly'c 
Trip  to  Holland,  and  creator  of  the  miraculous  new  brain 
tumor  operation,  relaxed  between  the  clean  sheets  of  her  little 
bed  and  dreamed  of  her  magnificent  future. 
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by  Makjorie  Sheridan,  '50 


One  morning  a  few  summers  ago  I  rose  from  my  bed  and 
realized  that  I  had  reached  the  firm  age  of  fourteen.  I 
became  horrified  that  I  had  never  adapted  myself  to  any  form 
of  manual  labor.  I  was  useless !  good-for-nothing !  a  mere 
nonentity !  a  nobody  !  Gadzooks !  Here  I  was  practically  a 
woman  and  the  world  had  not  been  enabled  to  reap  the  benefits 
of  my  keen,  sagacious  fourteen-year-old  mind.  I  stared  in- 
tently into  the  mirror,  examined  my  face,  and  questioned 
myself  as  to  why  I  had  let  this  terrible  thing  take  place.  I 
had  to  take  immediate  action ! 

"Good  morning.  Mother.  I  hare  a  pressing  problem  to  dis- 
cuss with  you.  Lift  is  so  short.  Here  I  am  practically  out 
of  my  'teens  and  what  have  I  contributed  to  this  war-torn 
world  of  strife?  What  have  I  given  to  mankind?  What 
have  I  left  for  posterity?    What  .  .  ." 

"I  am  confident  that  the  world  will  manage  somehow.  Eat 
your  breakfast." 

"But  Mother,  I  feel  so  insignificant,  so  petty,  so  .  .  ." 

"Your  eggs  are  getting  cold." 

"But  Mother  .  .  ." 

"Your  eggs  .  .  ." 

"Don't  you  see  .  .  ." 

"EAT." 

That  was  the  first  time  I  realized  that  Mother  did  not 
understand  my  utmost  importance.  At  this  crucial  point  I 
could  not  possibly  let  even  my  own  flesh  and  blood  stand  in 
my  way.  I  was  not  getting  any  younger;  why,  I'd  never  see 
thirteen  again ! 

After  an  unappetizing  breakfast  of  cold  eggs  I  went  to  the 
telephone  to  consult  my  bosom-buddy,  Nancy  Blakely.  Know- 
ing that  she  would  understand,  I  told  her  of  the  light  manner 
in  which  my  own  Mother  had  brushed  off  this  good  omen  of 
realization.  ISTancy  affirmed  my  most  cherished  beliefs  and 
asserted  that  she  intended  to  speak  to  her  family  on  the  same 
subject  at  her  earliest  opportunity. 

I  performed  my  household  chores  that  day  with  an  unmis- 
takable air  of  indifference.  It  was  a  mere  waste  of  time,  this 
piddling  around  the  house.  After  I  was  emancipated  from 
my  duties,  I  left  my  house  and  trotted  down  the  road  to  my 
accomplice's  house  to  retire  with  her  to  the  hammock  in  the 
back  yard  and  carefully  proceed  to  lay  our  plans.  We  came 
to  the  final  conclusion  that  since  our  families  would  have  no 
part  in  this  new  phase  of  life  that  we  had  discovered,  we 
would  proceed  to  develop  our  plans  for  ourselves.  After  a 
process  of  elimination  we  unanimously  elected  the  beach  to 
be  the  first  spot  for  the  start  of  our  careers.  We  checked 
carefully  with  the  buses,  trains,  and  other  means  of  transpor- 
tation and  decided  upon  the  bus,  for  financial  reasons,  as  our 


method  of  travel.  Tomorrow,  we  decided,  we  would  inform 
our  parents  that  we  had  been  invited  to  the  mountains  for  a 
couple  of  days  at  Ann  Johnson's  summer  home.  That  would 
give  us  ample  time  to  get  to  the  beach,  get  settled,  and  then 
we  could  tell  our  parents  where  we  were  and  show  them  how 
we  had  succeeded.  Why,  we  would  probably  be  able,  by  the 
end  of  the  week,  to  send  them  a  check  or  two  just  as  a  proof 
of  our  success !  What  could  be  easier  ?  Then  they  would 
realize  our  obvious  value  to  the  world.  Why,  they  did  not 
realize  just  exactly  what  gems  they  had  in  us. 

Several  days  later  we  packed  our  bags  and  started  out  on 
the  road  of  life.  Farewells  were  said  and  I  thought  smugly 
to  myself,  "Little  do  they  know  that  when  they  see  their 
daughters'  faces  again,  they  will  be  women  of  the  world, 
women  with  careers!" 

We  were  herded,  after  much  ticket  buying,  into  the  bus, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  we  were  off  in  a  hearty  HI-HO  Grey- 
hound !  After  hours  of  seemingly  endless  riding,  our  pilgrim- 
age came  to  an  end.    "Oh,  promised  land,  we  are  here !" 

We  emerged  from  the  bus  and  critically  surveyed  what  was 
before  us.  Fresh  air,  salt  water,  and  warm  breezes  were  ours 
for  the  asking.  We  inquired  at  the  nearest  respectable  ap- 
pearing store  where  two  young  girls  might  find  lodging  for  a 
few  days.  (Only  for  a  few  days  because  we  had  decided  that 
Ave  would  rent  an  entire  cottage  after  the  money  started  to 
roll  in.)  The  lady  directed  us  to  a  place  that  we  were  sure 
had  been  moved  to  the  other  side  of  the  world.  After  con- 
siderable walking  and  carrying  of  suitcases,  we  engaged  a 
small  room  in  a  nice  little  cottage  owned  by  a  woman  who 
was  a  little  dubious  as  to  whether  we  were  really  eighteen  or 
not.  We  convinced  her  in  a  short  time,  and  decided  to  call  it 
a  day  and  get  some  much  needed  sleep. 

"Wake  up,  Blakely!  Today  is  the  day!  This  is  C-Day 
(Career  Day).  Lo,  what  light  from  yon  window  breaks? 
'Tis  the  light  of  opportunity  making  its  way  into  our  dingy 
abode  and  illuminating  our  room  with  its  incandescent  rays. 
It  fairly  screams  out,  'Awake,  you  slug-a-beds,  and  go  forth 
unto  all  humanity  and  show  yourself  prosperous.  Verily  and 
forsooth,  it  is  not  everyone  who  is  chosen  to  be  a  world-wise 
person!'  Awake  and  be  alive  to  the  fact  that  we  are  twice 
blest !     Why,  yesterday  we  were  merely  babes  in  arms !" 

Blakely  thought  that  this  sort  of  raving  was  not  very  con- 
ducive to  sleep,  and  she  tried  to  suffocate  me  under  several 
pillows.  After  I  recovered,  we  dressed  in  our  most  sophisti- 
cated dresses  and  started  out  in  search  of  a  job. 

Jobs  were  not  so  easy  to  find  as  we  had  thought.  We  tried 
first,  the  offices,  then  the  clothing  stores,  but  everywhere  it  was 
the  same  story,  "You  girls  are  too'  young,  too  inexperienced." 
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I  was  furious !  Too  young !  Why,  couldn't  they  see  that  I 
had  on  mascara?  I  was  not  a  child!  Store  after  store  we 
tried,  but  to  no  avail.  At  last  our  thoughts  turned  to  want  of 
food.  After  consulting  our  wallets,  our  thoughts  turned  to 
want  of  money. 

"A  sad  state  of  affairs,"  commented  Blakely  with  some 
bitterness  in  her  voice. 

I  held  back  the  tears  bravely,  for  I  thought  my  only  friend 
had  turned  against  me.  As  a  last  resort  we  tried  a  hot-dog 
stand,  and  inquired  as  to  whether  they  were  in  need  of  two 
healthy  young  ladies  to  assist  them  in  adding  to  the  success 
of  their  establishment.  After  an  emphatic  negative  answer 
the  man  kind-heartedly  suggested  a  similar  place  a  block 
away.  We  tried,  with  some  degree  of  success.  The  old  woman 
was  doubtful  as  whether  we  were  old  enough;  but  as  she 
had  recently  lost  her  help,  she  consented  to  let  us  work  with 
her.  We  started  our  career  that  afternoon,  and  doubtlessly 
we  ate  fifty  per  cent  of  the  profits,  much  to  the  dislike  of  our 
employer.  When  we  were  finally  relieved  from  our  duties, 
our  conversation  en  route  to  the  cottage  was  sadly  lacking 
in  vitality. 

"But,  Blakely,  everybody  who  is  somebody  has  to  start  from 
the  bottom." 

"Yeah?" 

"Yeah.  Besides,  think  of  the  stories  we'll  be  able  to  tell 
when  we  decide  to  return  home.  We  are  regular  martyrs  of 
womanhood." 

"Yeah." 

After  a  few  minutes  of  such  one-sided  conversation  we 
crawled  into  bed. 

Early  the  next  morning  we  crawled  out  of  bed  and  plodded 
down  the  hot  road  to  our  place  of  business.  We  cringed  when 
we  were  confronted  by  the  usual  type  of  customer.  That  hor- 
rible greasy  man  was  back  again.  Why  did  he  have  to  like 
hot-dogs?    He,  of  course,  wanted  not  only  relish,  catsup,  and 


onions,  but  garlic  as  well.  That  I  did  not  mind;  but  why  did 
he  have  to  stand  around  and  breathe  his  garlicky  breath  on 
us  ?     Gad  !  this  was  terrible. 

For  breakfast  we  had  the  usual  conglomeration  of  mustard, 
pickles,  and  stale  bread.  I  was  more  than  sure  that  I  had 
ulcers  by  now. 

It  was  no  longer  a  secret  .  .  .  this  was  terrible  .  .  .  this 
was  awful.  The  conditions  under  which  we  worked  were  poor. 
The  people  we  had  to  come  into  contact  with  were  worse. 
We  were  botching  our  employer's  business  beyond  repair. 

"Gurlz,"  said  Mrs.  Beenburg,  "gurlz,  lookit  me  .  .  .  youse 
is  not  meant  for  this  kind  of  work.  I  will  poisonally  gift 
youse  de  money.     Go  home,  pleeze,  I  bag  you." 

Blakely  and  I  jumped  at  the  offer,  but  then  considered  the 
consequences  we  would  have  to  face  when  we  returned  home. 
After  no  less  than  three  seconds  of  heated  debate  we  accepted 
the  bus  fare,  packed  our  clothes  and  bade  "Aloha"  to  the  fair 
beach.  We  were  a  gloomy  pair  as  we  rode  up  the  highway 
to  home. 

"Ah  well,"  I  soliloquized,  "the  fire  blackens,  the  book  closes, 
every  good  thing  comes  to  an  end,  and  this  without  a  doubt 
is  the  end." 

"Yeah." 

As  we  pulled  into  the  bus  station  in  town,  we  were  heart- 
broken about  our  total  failure.  We  told  our  parents  that  we 
had  a  lovely  time  in  the  mountains  and  went  to  bed. 

The  following  morning  Mother  called  me  to  breakfast  and 
made  a  startling  announcement. 

"Marjorie,  dear,  I  have  been  thinking  over  what  you  said 
the  other  morning  at  breakfast.  Maybe  it  is  time  that  you 
accept  some  form  of  responsibility.  Mrs.  Blakely  and  I  have 
decided  to  let  Nancy  and  you  work  in  the  peach  shed  this 
summer.  Lots  of  your  little  girl  friends  will  be  there  and  just 
think  how  much  fun  it  will  be.  Why,  you  start  to  work  at 
seven  and  .  .  ." 


THE  TELEPHONE 

by  Beeta  Allen  Russ,  '50 

Oh,  Satan,  damn  this  cursed  toy  of  Bell's — 
This  vile  invention  of  eternal  woe 
That  brings  to  womankind  an  endless  hell 
Of  struggle  with  the  silence  of  the  foe. 

Why  must  it  be  that  I  should  wait  for  him? 
Why  must  I  follow  social  rules  that  can 
Refuse  me  right  to  stop  this  interim 
Of  pain :   "Young  lady,  never  call  a  man." 

He  won't  call  now;  it's  far  too  late  to  wait, 

And  hope,  and  pray  for  one  sharp  ring  to  end 

This  anxious  moment  of  uncertain  state 

Of  mind  and  heart.    Oh  phone,  you  faithless  friend  ! 

Can  it  be  true?    Is  that  its  wondrous  ring? 

It  is  !    Oh  heaven,  bless  this  God-wrought  thing ! 


SONNET   TO   AN   SMS   INSTITUTION 

by  Blair  Bowers,  '50 

The  sun  porch  high  above  the  earth  does  stand, 
A  land  of  roasting,  red,  recumbent  maids. 
The  sun  no  mercy  shows  the  avid  band, 
And  bees  and  wasps  descend  in  colonades. 
The  game  that  whiles  away  the  torpid  hours 
Is  Culbertson's.     The  chit-chat  does  attain 
A  most  delightful  tone.    From  whiskey  sours 
To  Fran's  new  flowers  the  topics  range.    A  claim 
Is  necessary  for  a  spot  where  one 
May  lie,  contended  so  are  bathing  places, 
Until  with  too  great  heat  the  torrid  sun 
Begins  to  send  its  tanning  ray.    Then  spaces 
Appear  in  some  sun  berths.    But  this  ordeal 
Is  oft  repeated  with  surprising  zeal. 
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GRADUATES  OF  HIGH  SCHOOL 

Session  1947-48 


Best,  Lucile  Kelly Clinton,  N.  C. 

Bickett,  Ceeile  Meetze Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Bowers,  Mary  Blair Jackson,  N.  C. 

Bowles,  Mary  Elizabeth Statesville,  N.  C. 

Boyette,  Katherine  Kelly Carthage,  N.  C. 

Brundage,  Helen  Canon Tryon,  N.  C. 

Camp,  Caroline  Compton Franklin,  N.  C. 

Chipley,  Eliza  Knox Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Clark,  Ruth  Duvall Tarboro,  N.  C. 

Cooper,  Josephine  Brown Memphis,  Tenn. 

Corpening,  Dorothy  Sheldon Horse  Shoe,  N.  C. 

Davis,  Sarah  Lou Morganton,  N.  C. 

Dawson,  Suzanne  Wooten Cramerton,  N.  C. 

Pox,  Shirley  Ann Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Pulton,  Aurelia  Hope Walnut  Cove,  N.  C. 

Gaither,  Josephine  Wood Charlotte,  N,  C. 

Garrison,  Anna  Louise Swainsboro,  Ga. 

Hamel,  Nancy  Ann Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Hobart,  Minerva     Pampa,  Texas 

Jones,  Grace  Pettit Henderson,  N.  C. 

Kimball,  Mary  Louisa Henderson,  N.  C. 

Leland,  Virginia  Mosby Tuscaloosa,  Ala. 

Lewis,  Betty  Brown Charleston,  W.  Va. 

McAllister,  Vivian  Elizabeth Roper,  N.  C. 

McKenzie,  Ann  Marie Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Newson,  Sylvia  Lea Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Norsworthy,  Grace  Graeme Waynesboro,  Miss. 

GRADUATES 

Session 

Amonette,  Anne  Lee Lynchburg,  Va. 

Barbee,  Sarah  Gatling' Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Brewer,  Lucy  Plummer Oxford,  N.  C. 

Brown,  Musette  Kitehin Scotland  Neck,  N.  C. 

Buck,  Anita  Nease Jacksonville  Beach,  Fla. 

Burke,  Jacqueline  Matthew Pink  Hill,  N.  C. 

Burns,  Elisabeth  Holt  ..  Fayetteville,  N.  C. 

Crawford,  Barbara  Nell  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Darden,  Jo  Anne Franklin,  Va. 

Dillon,  Mary  Frances...  ...  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Dougherty,  Jeannette  Gillie Coronado,  Calif. 

Edwards,  Lucinda  ...  Washington,  N.  C. 
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Proctor,  Sara  Anne Marion,  N.  C. 

Ragland,  Mary  Marshall Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Roberts,  Mary  Louise Durham,  N.  C. 

Rowland,  Edmonia  Preston Sumter,  S.  C. 

Russ,  Berta  Allen Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Schumacher,  Barbara  Mary Robbins,  N.  C. 

Scott,  Vivian  Crenshaw Farmville,  N.  C. 

Sewall,  Lila  Jane Fort  Bragg,  N.  C. 

Shefelman,  June  Henderson Seattle,  Wash. 

Sheridan,  Marjorie  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Sibley,  Barbara Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Smith,  Alice  Rebecca Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Smith,  Anne  Badger Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Toy,  Elizabeth  Bingham New  Brunswick,  N.  J, 

Upchurch,  Martha  Emerson Raleigh,  N.  C. 

von  Adelung,  Caroline '.'. Berkeley,  Cal. 

Wooten,  Barbara  Kathryn Gastonia,  N.  C, 

Yarborough,  Beth  Duvall Florence,  S.  C. 

The  following  students  who  are  members  of  the  College 
and  Business  Departments  have  removed  conditions  and 
are  now  entitled  to  High  School  Diplomas : 

Byrnes,  Alice  Elizabeth Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Cease,  Mary  Painter Edenton,  N.  C. 

Evans,  Katy  Annetta Murfreesboro,  N.  C. 

Montfort,  Mary  Anne Manchester,  Ga. 

Pace,  Rachel  Parker Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Price,  Christine  Givan Marion  Station,  Md. 

OF   COLLEGE 

1947-48 

Eppes,  Helen  Peoples Henderson,  N.  C. 

Eure,  Armecia  Lee Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Evans,  Betsy  Ann Enfield,  N.  C. 

Flanders,  Luck  Coleman Swainsboro,  Ga. 

Fleenor,  Nelle  LeJeune Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Goode,  Barbara  Victor Lynchburg,' Va. 

Gower,  Jane  Williams Greenville,  S.  C. 

Hannah,  Nancy  Lee Greenville,  N.  C. 

Havnaer,  Kathryn  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Hii'ies,  Margaret  Gene Greenwood,  S.  C. 

Holland,  Nancy  York Franklin,  Va. 

Hoyt,  Josephine  Copeland Washington,  N.  C. 


Saint  Mart's  School 


Hudson,  Sarah  Margaret Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Jones,   Convere  Myers Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Kalevas,  Helen  Arested.es Rockingham,  N.  C. 

Lokey,  Elizabeth  Lee Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Long,  Frances  Blanch,  N.  C. 

Marley,  Barbara  Ellis Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Misenheimer,  Margaret  dishing Concord,  N.  C. 

Nelson,  Evelyn  Byrd Charleston,  W.  Va. 

Newell,  Eleanor  Hope Orlando,  Fla. 

Palmer,  Martha  Roberts Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Peirson,  Mary  Elizabeth Enfield,  N.  C. 

Perry,  Julia  Anne Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Pierce,  Mary  Newsom Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Potter,  Rose  Murra3r Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Pratt,  Mary  Lou Sumter,  S.  C. 

Quinn,  Jerry  Ann Burlington,  N.  C. 

Rowland,  Emily  Corbett Sumter,  S.  C. 


Rylander,  Corneille   Americus,  Ga. 

Smith,  Virginia  Custer Rosemont,  Penna. 

Spilman,  Lila  Saunders Statesville,  N.  C. 

Stoughton,  Barbara  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Stowers,  Emily  Sue  Bluefield,  W.  Va. 

Swinson,  Peggy  Jane Wilson,  N.  C. 

Vaught,  Logan  Collier Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Waddell,  Sarah  Prances South  Boston,  Va. 

Walston,  Sarah  :.'.... Wilson,  N.  C. 

Walters,  Roxie  Ann Puquay  Springs,  N.  C. 

Wescoat,  Prances  Preston  Venable...' Moorestown,  N.  J. 

White,  Jacqueline  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Williams,  Lenoir  Mercer Paison,  N.  C. 

Williamson,  Nancy  Bluefield,  W.  Va. 

Willingham,  Anne   Claiborne Marietta,  Ga. 

Winslow,  Edith  Raleigh,  N.  C. 


CERTIFICATE  AWARDS 

Session  1947-48 


The  Art  Department 

Certificate  in  Design 

Spilman,  Lila  Saunders Statesville,  N.  C. 

Certificate  in  Pine  Arts 
Stoughton,  Barbara  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

The  Commercial  Department 

Certificate  in  Commercial  Course 

Aydlett,  Mary  Evangeline Elizabeth  City,  N.  C. 

Dixon,  Daisy  Barnhardt Wilson.  N.  C. 

Fowlkes,  Frances  Louise Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Linehan,  Adelaide  Boylston Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Rawlings,  Margaret  Nowell Wilson,  N.  C. 

Taylor,  Rose  Marie Woodland,  N.  C. 

Thomas,  Catharine  Margaret Wilson,  N.  C. 

Williams,  Molly  Ann Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. 

Certificate  in  Stenography 

Buck,  Barbara  Seiss Jacksonville  Beach,  Fla. 

Crow,  Clotilde  Edmee Raleigh,  N.  C. 


Montfort,  Mary  Anne Manchester,  Ga. 

Parish,  Barbara  Ann Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Ramsay,  Barbara  Gray Washington,  N.  C. 

Rasberry,  Sarah  Ann Durham,  N.  C. 

The  Expression  Department 

Certificate  in  Speech  and  Theatre  Arts 

Jenkins,  Susan  Elizabeth Goldsboro,  N.  C. 

Truslow,  Nellie  Collins Cliestertown,  Md. 

The  Home  Economics  Department 

Certificate  in  Sewing 
Spilman,  Lila  Saunders Statesville,  N.  C. 

The  Music  Department 

Certificate  in  Piano 
Perry,  Julia  Anne... Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Certificate  in  Voice 
Marley,  Barbara  Ellis Raleigh,  N.  C. 
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MRS.  R.  G.  S.  DAVIS,  JR.  and  MISS  JAXE  K  BELL  PRESID2  AT  ALUMNAE  DAY 


JUNE  1948 
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Alumnae,  2>auf  fjuite.  5,  Meetl 
tyJith  fyttu&ual  Mucceld, 


Alumnae  Day  at  Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College 
met  with  much  response  this  year.  The  annual  meeting  of 
Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  was  held  at  noon  on 
Saturday,  June  5,  in  the  school  parlor  and  study  hall.  The 
Alumnae  Luncheon  followed  at  1  :00  p.  m.  in  the  school 
dining  room.  The  registrar  reports  the  largest  (approxi- 
mately 200)  attendance  on  record! 

Spiritually  the  highlight  of  the  alumnae  events  was  the 
address  given  by  Mrs.  William  J.  Gordon  (nee  Anna  Bar- 
row Clark,  '05)  of  Spray,  who  spoke  on  the  topic  "Living 
One's  Life"  at  the  luncheon.  It  was  a  rich  experience  to 
hear  her.  Mrs.  Betsy  London  Cordon  of  Raleigh,  past 
president  of  the  association,  introduced  Mrs.  Gordon.  A 
copy  of  the  address  is  included  in  this  issue. 

Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  of  Henderson,  president  of  the 
association,  presided  over  the  meeting.  Opening  prayers 
were  offered  by  the  Rev.  I.  Harding  Hughes,  school  chap- 
lain. 

Mrs.  A.  G.  Borden,  Jr.  (nee  Elizabeth  Toepleman,  '41) 
of  Henderson  welcomed  the  Class  of  1948  into  the  Alum- 
nae Association,  and  Sarah  Walston  of  Wilson,  president 
of  the  class,  responded.  Miss  Walston  reported  that  the 
class  had  voted  to  give  their  class  gift  of  about  $182.00  to 
the  alumnae  project,  the  redecoration  of  the  school  dining 
room. 

The  minutes  of  the  last  meeting,  May  31,  1947,  were 
read  by  Jane  K.  Bell,  general  alumnae  secretary.  There 
was  one  correction :  the  Mary  Iredell-Kate  McKimmon 
Scholarship  was  not  awarded  to  miss  Marjorie  Oakey  of 
Hertford,  for  she  applied  for  and  won  the  Smedes  Memo- 
rial Scholarship.  The  alumnae  scholarship  was  not 
awarded  for  the  year  1947-48,  but  was  carried  over. 

The  president  presented  the  nominations  from  the 
Alumnae  Council  for  first  and  second  vice-presidents  of 
the  association  and  two  council  members  to  replace  Mrs. 
Frank  P.  Spruill,  Jr.,  of  Greensboro,  and  the  late  Mrs. 
Ashby  Lee  Baker  of  Raleigh,  whose  terms  had  expired. 
The  report  was  accepted  unanimously.  Miss  Elizabeth 
Thompson  of  Raleigh  takes  office  as  first  vice-president, 
succeeding  Mrs.  J.  Laurence  Sprunt  of  Wilmington;  and 
Mrs.  J.  M.  M.  Gregory,  Jr.,  of  Durham  takes  office  of 
second  vice-president,  succeeding  Mrs.  James  Webb  of 
Hillsboro.  Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash  of  Tarboro  and  Mrs. 
Thomas  H.  Wright  II  of  Wilmington  were  elected  to  the 
council  for  two-year  terms. 

The  alumnae  secretary  gave  the  annual  report  of  the 
work  accomplished  in  the  alumnae  office,  by  the  alumnae 
council,  and  by  the  alumnae  chapters  during  the  year. 
The  highlights  of  this  report,  which  is  recorded  in  full  in 
this  issue,  were  the  following:  (1)  over  .$5,000  has  been 
given  this  year  to  the  Dining  Room  Redecoration  Fund, 
(2)  membership  to  the  Association  has  doubled,  (3)  chap- 
ters in  24  cities  are  now  active,  (4)  alumnae  records  and 
chapter  lists  are  becoming  more  up  to  date,  and  (5)  event- 
ually an  alumnae  magazine,  distinct  from  the  BULLETIN, 
will  be  established  for  the  association. 


The  following  chapter  presidents  and  delegates  gave 
their  annual  reports:  Miss  Agatha  Chipley,  Raleigh;  Mrs. 
Thomas  Forrest  Kelly,  Greensboro;  Mrs.  Paul  Best  II, 
Goldsboro;  Mrs.  J.  M.  M.  Gregory,  Jr.,  Durham;  Mrs. 
James  C.  Dempsey,  Jr.,  Wilson;  Mrs.  Collier  Cobb,  Sr., 
Chapel  Hill;  Mrs.  Charles  A.  Tucker,  W  amnion;  Mrs.  J. 
W.  S.  Davis,  Henderson;  Mrs.  Charles  Brewer,  Oxford; 
Mrs.  John  Mitchell,  Asheville;  Miss  Annie  Cameron, 
Hillsboro;  Mrs.  L.  B.  Newell,  Charlotte;  Miss  Rebe  Shields, 
Scotland  Necl-;  and  Miss  Dora  Winters,  Washington,  D.  C. 
Reports  on  Rocky  Mount,  Tarboro,  Fayetteville,  Winston- 
Salem,  Wilmington,  Wake  Forest-Franklinton,  New  Hern, 
Edenton,  Elizabeth  City,  Kinston,  Richmond  and  Norfolk, 
Va.,  and  New  York,  were  given  by  the  president  and  the 
alumnae  secretary.    Full  accounts  of  these  reports  follow. 

Outstanding  items  from  these  reports  were  that  the 
Winston-Salem  Chapter,  reorganized  in  January,  gave  the 
largest  donation  to  the  dining  room  fund,  $155.00,  until 
topped  by  the  Charlotte  Chapter,  headed  by  Mrs.  Newell, 
which  gave  $176.50 ;  and  the  Raleigh  Chapter,  which  has 
the  largest  number  of  paid  members  (120  as  of  June  7) 
and  has  contributed  $159.83  to  the  dining  room  fund. 
This  sharp  increase  in  membership  is  largely  due  to  the 
efforts  of  Miss  Elizabeth  Walker,  treasurer. 

Mrs.  W.  A.  Withers,  treasurer  of  the  association,  re- 
ported a  total  of  $945.40  on  hand,  including  $507.53  in  a 
savings  account  at  Wachovia  Bank  and  Trust  Co. 

Mrs.  William  Person,  of  Raleigh,  chairman  of  the  En- 
trance and  Wall  Committee,  gave  the  following  report, 
after  her  committee  met  before  the  annual  meeting : 

"Our  committee  regrets  very  much  that  it  was  neces- 
sary to  change  the  entrance  plans  (original  plans  called 
for  stone)  from  the  drawings  given  us,  which  included  the 
summer  house.  However,  we  realize  that  the  School  em- 
ployed the  best  available  landscape  architect  and  this 
structure  met  with  the  approval  of  the  Building  Commit- 
tee of  the  Trustees.  We,  therefore,  were  glad  to  furnish 
what  we  had  promised,  which  was  $1,250.00  for  its  con- 
struction. $250.00  of  this  amount  was  given  by  the  Ra- 
leigh Chapter,  as  most  of  you  remember ;  $250.00  by  the 
general  alumnae  fund  in  1945 ;  and  the  remaining  $750.00 
was  raised  by  our  committee  by  individual  contributions. 
This  amount  was  paid  to  Dr.  Stone,  president,  on  October 
20,  1947. 

"We  are  still  considering  stone  urns  to  be  placed  on 
top  of  the  two  center  posts,  but  so  far  we  have  not  been 
able  to  locate  appropriate  ones.  Also,  the  delay  of  the 
Alumnae  Memorial  Book  is  due  to  not  being  able  to  get 
the  genuine  morocco  binding  in  the  proper  shade.  But 
I  now  have  the  leather  with  me  today.  This  will  be  used 
with  the  silver  lettering  and  we  hope  the  book  will  be 
completed  during  the  summer.  The  cost  will  be  between 
$75.00  and  $100.00,  depending  upon  how  much  we  have 
to  pay  to  have  the  names  put  in  by  hand.  We  now  have 
in  the  savings  department  of  the  First-Citizens  Bank  & 
Trust  Co.  a  total  of  $504.99,  which  should  amply  cover 
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ALUMNAE  COUNCIL — The  steering  group  behind  the  Association  is  the  alumnae  council.  Prom  left  to  right,  Mrs.  R.  G.  S. 
Davis,  Jr.,  president,  Miss  Elizabeth  Montgomery,  Mrs.  J,  M.  M.  Gregory,  Jr.,  Mrs.  W.  A.  Withers,  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell,  standing, 
Mrs.  Thomas  Turner,  Jr.,  Miss  Elizabeth  Thompson,  Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash,  and  Mrs.  Betsy  London  Cordon.  Absent  when  the 
picture  was  taken  were  Mrs.  H.  Fitzhugh  Lee,  Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr,  Sr.,  Mrs.  Thomas  Wright,  II,  and  Miss  Agatha  Cliipley. 


these  things.  If  anyone  wishes  to  make  a  contribution, 
it  will  be  used  later  for  extending  the  wall  and  the  names 
will  be  entered  in  the  Alumnae  Memorial  Book." 

Miss  Easdale  Shaw  of  Charlotte,  chairman  of  the 
Smedes  Memorial  Fund,  made  the  following  report : 

"The  committee  in  charge  of  the  Memorial  tablet  to  be 
placed  on  the  wall  of  Smedes  Hall,  in  honor  of  the  Founder 
of  Saint  Mary's,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Aldert  Smedes  and  the  Rev. 
Dr.  Bennett  Smedes,  who  continued  his  father's  work, 
regret  very  much  the  disappointment  that  it  is  not  in 
readiness  at  this  time.  If  the  members  of  the  alumnae 
association  knew  of  the  correspondence  that  has  taken 
place,  the  success  of  which  has  been  largely  due  to  the 
services  of  Mary  Withers  Richardson  as  secretary,  they 
would  understand  the  delay  and  the  difficulties  under 
which  the  committee  has  served.  From  a  letter  of  May 
4  from  J.  &  R.  Lamb  Studios,  Tenafly,  N.  J.,  we  learned 
that  we  could  not  get  the  tablet  by  June  5,  as  it  would 
take  about  six  weeks  to  finish  it.  For  a  tablet  12"  x  18", 
the  cost  would  be  $175.00,  and  for  one  14"  x  20",  it  would 
be  $200.00,  not  including  installation.  The  company  pre- 
pared a  rough  drawing,  which  I  submit  to  you  today.  I 
also  wish  to  state  that  the  suggestions  of  these  studios 
and  the  design  of  the  tablet  have  the  approval  of  Bishop 
Penick  and  the  inscription  was  written  by  the  Bishop, 
which  insures  its  good  taste  in  every  detail.  It  is  recom- 
mended that  a  day  be  selected  and  set  apart  for  the  dedi- 
cation, Founders'  Day,  Monday,  November  1  (All  Saints' 
Day),  and  all  students  and  alumnae  be  invited  to  attend." 

Resolutions  in  memory  of  Miss  Lizzie  Hinton  Lee,  Miss 
Olivia  Blount  Grimes,  and  Mrs.  Ashby  Lee  Baker  were 
read  by  Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire,  Mrs.  Paul  E.  Davis,  and 
Miss  Florence  H.  Jones,  respectively.  Copies  of  these 
resolutions  follow.  A  motion  was  made  and  seconded  that 
copies  be  sent  to  the  families  of  each  of  the  deceased. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Montgomery  of  Raleigh  read  a  list  of 
the  following  gifts  from  alumnae  given  throughout  the 
year:  $1,000.00  by  the  late  Miss  Lizzie  Lee  of  Raleigh; 
$1,000.00  by  the  late  Mrs.  Ashby  Lee  Baker  of  Raleigh; 


$1,000.00  by  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Sr.,  of  Henderson ;  $250.00 
by  Mrs.  Hamilton  C.  Jones  of  Charlotte,  and  $100.00  by 
Mrs.  F.  B.  Drane  of  Monroe. 

Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire  took  the  floor  and  asked  for  a 
rising  vote  of  thanks  to  the  .president,  Mrs.  Davis,  and 
the  alumnae  secretary,  Jane  K.  Bell,  who  is  leaving,  for 
the  work  they  have  accomplished  during  the  year.  She 
said,  "More  has  been  done  this  year  than  in  the  past  100 
years !"  The  alumnae  rose  in  a  body  to  show  their  appre- 
ciation. 

The  president  announced  that  the  Kate  McKimmon- 
Mary  Iredell  Scholarship  is  still  open  for  applicants  who 
are  entered  for  the  1948-49  session.  Interested  persons 
may  consult  Dr.  Stone.  All  alumnae  were  reminded  to 
register  after  the  luncheon  if  they  had  not  registered 
before.  The  Raleigh  Chapter,  which  was  hostess  for  the 
alumnae  meeting,  was  recognized  for  its  services  through- 
out the  year,  and  the  classes  of  1948,  1946,  and  1944  were 
thanked  for  their  gifts  to  the  dining  room  fund.  It  was 
announced  that  old  Life  magazines,  vases,  odd  material 
and  odds  and  ends  are  needed  in  the  Art  Department  and 
would  be  greatly  appreciated. 

The  meeting  was  adjourned  and  the  alumnae  were  in- 
vited into  the  dining  room  for  the  Alumnae  Luncheon, 
where  they  were  guests  of  the  school.  Mrs.  Nannie  Mar- 
riott, dietitian,  deserves  praise  for  the  lovely  luncheon 
which  she  and  her  staff  served.  The  dining  hall  was 
decorated  throughout  with  mixed  summer  flowers  in  pas- 
tel shades. 

Bishop  Penick  said  grace.  Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  presi- 
dent, welcomed  the  alumnae  and  called  attention  to  the 
appearance  of  the  dining  room.  He  said  that  he  hoped 
it  would  be  much  more  attractive  at  the  next  alumnae 
luncheon. 

The  president  recognized  the  reunions  of  classes  1947, 

1946,  1944,  and  1923.     The  class  of  1923  celebrated  its 

25th  anniversary.    The  president  read  a  letter  from  Mrs. 

II.  C.  Bourne,  which  follows.    The  Membership  Cup  was 

(Continued  on  Page  24) 
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The  first  step  taken  this  year  was  to  move  the  Alumnae 
Office  from  West  Rock  to  a  freshly  painted  office  in  Bast 
Rock,  the  general  office  building.  During  the  year  it  has 
been  redecorated,  overhauled,  and  reorganized  to  give 
more  up-to-date  service  to  alumnae  and  visitors  on  the 
campus. 

In  September  each  new  Saint  Mary's  girl,  including 
69  seniors,  was  welcomed  into  the  Alumnae  Association 
and  placed  in  a  local  chapter.  A  complete  survey  of  the 
alumnae  chapters'  file  was  made  by  the  alumnae  secre- 
tary, revealing  a  total  of  eight  active  chapters  that  had 
met  last  year. 

With  the  poor  record  of  eight  active  chapters  in  mind 
and  a  desire  for  a  general  project  to  promote  interest, 
the  Alumnae  Council  called  its  first  meeting  of  the  school 
year  on  October  7  in  the  parlor.  At  this  time  the  council 
adopted  a  two-fold  aim  for  the  year : 

1.  To  reorganize  every  alumnae  chapter  possible,  sug- 
gesting specific  alumnae  to  initiate  local  activity. 

2.  To  raise  funds  for  the  redecoration  of  the  school  din- 
ing room,  with  Miss  Elizabeth  Thompson  as  alumna  con- 
sultant. 

With  these  two  aims  foremost  in  our  plans,  Mrs.  R.  G.  S. 
Davis,  Jr.,  president,  and  the  alumnae  secretary  set  out 
to  organize  and  reorganize  35  alumnae  chapters  through- 
out North  Carolina,  South  Carolina,  Virginia,  Georgia, 
New  York,  and  Washington,  D.  C. 

With  the  loyal  help  of  many  alumnae  we  are  happy  to 
report  today  that  the  following  23  chapters  are  active 
again,  some  having  met  three  and  four  times  this  year : 
Raleigh,  Goldsboro,  Rocky  Mount,  Tarboro,  Wilson,  Dur- 
ham, Henderson,  Charlotte,  Chapel  Hill,  Faj-etteville, 
Winston-Salem,  Wake  Forest-Franklinton,  Asheville, 
Wilmington,  Greensboro,  Hillsboro,  Oxford,  Scotland 
Neck,  Warrenton,  Richmond  and  Norfolk,  Va.,  Washing- 
ton, D.  C,  and  New  York. 

Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  president,  and  Mrs.  Stone,  Miss 
Martha  Dabney  Jones,  dean  of  students,  Mrs.  Davis  and 
I,  in  pairs  or  threes,  have  attended  all  except  four  of  these 
meetings  during  the  j'ear  and  presented  to  each  the  plans 
of  the  council  and  the  news  of  Saint  Mary's.  We  told 
them  of  the  dining  room  project  and  suggested  local  ways 
and  means  to  raise  funds.  We  have  invited  them  to  join 
the  alumnae  association,  to  plan  two  yearty  meetings,  and 
to  bring  their  chapter  lists  up  to  date.  We  have  suggested 
that  they  contribute  boxwoods,  narcissus,  and  other  plants 
to  beautify  the  school  grounds  under  Mr.  Charles  A. 
Tucker's  plan.  And  finally  each  chapter  president  has 
invited  her  members  to  attend  the  annual  meeting  and 
alumnae  luncheon  today. 

As  to  how  the  alumnae  responded  to  these  plans  this 
year,  I  present  the  following  report : 

1.  Chapters,  alone,  have  contributed  $1,005.38  to  the 
Dining  Room  Fund.  This  sum  was  raised  at  local  chapter 
projects,  such  as  benefit  bridge  parties,  high  school  dances, 
and  Saint  Mary's  Christmas  dances ;  and  the  Goldsboro 
Chapter  is  selling  Saint  Mary's  notepaper,  "Stage  Coach," 


now  on  sale  in  the  Alumnae  Office. 

2.  Membership  in  the  association  totals  over  600,  almost 
twice  last  year's  membership.  The  total  taken  in  by  dues 
is  $1,281.00,  as  of  June  7,  1948.  Our  aim  is  to  have  well 
over  1,000  members  by  June,  1949. 

3.  The  chapter  secretaries  and  treasurers  are  bringing 
the  chapter  lists  up  to  date  for  the  alumnae  files  and  col- 
lecting the  association  dues.  Miss  Elizabeth  Walker, 
treasurer  of  the  Raleigh  Chapter,  has  done  a  splendid 
piece  of  work  this  year,  doubling  the  chapter  member- 
ship. 

4.  Several  alumnae  have  contributed  narcissus  plants 
for  the  campus.    Many  boxwoods  are  still  needed. 

I  shall  not  go  into  the  details  of  the  chapters'  achieve- 
ments, for  you  will  hear  their  own  report  in  a  minute.  We 
want  the  Alumnae  Council  to  take  notice  of  each  report, 
because  we  feel  that  many  chapters  are  due  recognition 
for  the  percentage  of  membei-s,  the  donations  to  the  dining 
room  project,  and  their  many  activities  considering  the 
length  of  time  the  chapters  have  been  reorganized,  though 
the  Membership  Cup  will  still  be  awarded  to  the  chapter 
having  the  highest  percentage  of  members. 

In  order  to  keep  tab  on  the  year's  plans,  the  alumnae 
council  has  met  two  more  times  since  October  7,  once  by 
mail  during  the  January  snow  and  again  on  April  8,  at 
which  time  the  new  officers  and  two  council  members  were 
selected  and  Mrs.  William  J.  Gordon  was  chosen  alumnae 
speaker  for  June  5.  Two  major  decisions  were  made  at 
these  meetings:  (1)  it  was  voted  to  designate  $3,000  of 
the  accumulated  alumnae  dues-fund  to  the  redecoration 
of  the  dining  room,  the  project  of  the  year,  and  (2)  it  was 
decided  that  eventually  there  will  be  an  alumnae  maga- 
zine distinct  from  the  present  BULLETIN. 

We  are  now  proud  to  report  that  with  the  added  $3,000 
from  the  treasury,  the  goal  of  $4,000  for  the  dining  room 
project  has  been  EXCEEDED  by  $1,221.33  with  more 
coming  in  during  the  month  of  June.  This  success  is 
mainly  due  to  the  grand  eo-operation  of  the  chapters, 
individual  alumnae  who  gave  generously,  and  the  classes 
of  1948,  1946  and  1944,  who  gave  their  Class  Funds  to  this 
end.  The  Winston-Salem  Chapter,  reorganized  in  Janu- 
ary, tops  the  list  with  a  donation  of  $155.00.  (The  Char- 
lotte Chapter,  headed  by  Mrs.  L.  B.  Newell,  surpassed 
this  record  with  a  late  contribution  of  $176.50.) 

Throughout  the  school  J'ear,  the  alumnae  secretary  has 
handled  the  school  publicity,  disbursing  the  news  to  eight 
North  Carolina  newspapers,  to  one  in  Virginia,  to  the 
home-town  paper  of  each  girl  who  made  recognition  dur- 
ing the  school  year,  and  to  the  church  papers  through 
The  Rev.  I.  Harding  Hughes,  chaplain.  Man}'  pictures  of 
the  Dramatic  Club  plays,  various  school  events,  and  the 
elections  of  officers  were  used  by  the  News  and  Observer  and 
the  Raleigh  Times,  the  two  local  newspaper.  It  is  hoped  that 
a  Belles  reporter  will  work  with  the  alumnae  secretary  in 
handling  the  news  next  year,  until  a  public  relations  office 
can  be  set  up. 

Over  twelve  dozen  Saint  Mary's  Wedgwood  plates  have 
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CHAPTER  PRESIDENTS — Heading  each  alumnae  chapter  is  an  active  president.  From  left  to  right,  Miss  Dora  S.  Winters 
of  Washington,  D.  C,  Mrs.  John  W.  S.  Davis  of  Henderson,  Mrs.  Paul  Best,  II  of  Goldsboro,  Mrs.  James  C.  Dempsey,  Jr.,  of 
Wilson,  Mrs.  John  B.  Mitchell  of  Asheviile,  Mrs.  I.  Forrest  Kelly  of  Greensboro,  Mrs.  J.  M.  M.  Gregory,  Jr.,  of  Durham,  Mrs. 
Charles  A.   Tucker  of  Warrenton,   and   Mrs.  L.   B.   Xewell   of  Charlotte. 


been  sold  through  the  Alumnae  Office  this  year,  for  a 
total  of  $437.36.  Fifty-three  copies  of  the  book. 
Life  at  Saint  Mary's  have  been  sold,  leaving  30  copies  of 
the  last  edition  now  on  sale  in  the  Alumnae  Office.  When 
these  are  sold  the  book  will  be  out  of  print.  Saint  Mary's 
notepaper,  postcards,  address  books,  lithographs,  and 
Wedgwood  cups  and  saucers  have  been  sold  through  the 
Alumnae  Office  with  the  help  of  the  Book  Store  and  the 
Granddaughters'  Club. 

The  Granddaughters'  Club,  composed  of  68  girls,  met 
in  October,  under  the  guidance  of  the  Alumnae  Secretary, 
and  the  following  officers  were  elected :  Musette  Brown 
of  Scotland  Neck,  president ;  Logan  Vaught  of  Winston- 
Salem,  vice-president ;  Beth  Toy  of  Xew  Brunswick,  N.  J., 
secretary,  and  Adelaide  Linehan  of  Raleigh,  treasurer. 
The  club  has  sold  address  books  and  Saint  Mary's  post- 
cards and  has  worked  with  the  Alumnae  Office  throughout 
the  year,  creating  good  relations  between  students  and 
alumnae. 

Over  2,000  dues  letters  were  sent  out  by  the  Alumnae 
Office  in  October  and  February  in  an  effort  to  increase 
the  membership.  They  brought  good  response,  but  the 
response  from  the  chapter  treasurers  was  greater.  Ap- 
proximately 500  double  post  cards  were  sent  out  in  an 
effort  to  correct  alumnae  addresses  and  to  bring  the  alum- 
nae files  more  up  to  date. 

Two  issues  of  the  BL'LLETIX  have  been  published  so 
far  this  year:  the  first  brought  you  the  news  of  Saint 
Mary's  and  the  second,  a  report  on  the  alumnae  chapters 
in  an  effort  to  reorganize  further.  All  except  nine  of  the 
31  chapters  reported  on  are  active  now!  The  June  issue 
of  the  Bl'LLETIX  will  be  mainly  concerned  with  com- 
mencement and  alumnae  activities,  giving  a  pictorial  ac- 
count. 

"Pre-Alumnae  Day"  was  established  on  May  25  during 
an  assembly  program  with  the  students.  Mrs.  Betsy  Lon- 
don Cordon,  immediate  past  president  of  the  association, 
Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  president,  and  the  alumnae  secre- 
tary spoke  to  the  prospective  alumnae  to  give  them  a 
better  understanding  of  the  alumnae  association,  its  or- 
ganization and  the  local  chapters.  It  is  hoped  that  this 
will  be  continued  each  year,  for  it  met  witli  a  grand  re- 
sponse from  the  students ! 


In  closing  I  would  like  to  thank  Mrs.  Davis,  each  alumna 
who  helped  reorganize  a  chapter,  the  chapter  officers,  the 
Raleigh  Chapter,  headed  by  Agatha  Chipley,  and  each  of 
you  who  have  contributed  so  generously  to  the  Dining 
Room  Redecoration  Fund.  The  success  we  have  had  this 
year  is  clue  to  you,  and  I  sincerely  hope  that  my  suc- 
cessor will  have  as  much  fun  working  with  Saint  Mary's 
girls  as  I  have  had  this  year.  I  hope  that  these  three 
aims  will  be  carried  on  next  year:  (T)  the  reorganization 
and  organization  of  chapters  wherever  there  are  eight 
alumnae,  (2)  the  dining  room  redecoration  project,  and 
(3)  the  plan  to  bring  the  alumnae  office  files  and  material 
up  to  date  and  in  working  order,  and  to  keep  them  that 
way !  Let's  keep  Saint  Mary's  alumnae  interested,  in- 
formed, and  active  everywhere ! 

With  sincere  hopes, 

Jane  K.  Bell, 
Alumnae  Secretary,  1947-48. 

(Continued  from  Page  22) 
presented  again  to  the  Scotland  Neck  Chapter,  having 
75  per  cent  of  membership  dues  paid.  The  following 
chapters  were  commended  on  their  outstanding  work  dur- 
ing the  year:  Wilson,  Charlotte,  Winston-Salem,  Raleigh, 
Hillsboro,  Henderson,  Oxford,  and  Durham. 

The  Alumnae  secretary  presented  a  copy  of  the  school 
annual  Stage  Couch  to  Mrs.  W.  E.  Lindsay  (nee  Ella 
Tew,  '79)  of  Spartanburg,  who  is  the  oldest  living  alumna 
on  record.  In  her  absence,  Miss  Dora  Winters,  grand- 
daughter of  the  former  Eliza  Smedes  Knox,  "a  dearly 
loved  friend  and  classmate"  of  Mrs.  Lindsay's,  accepted 
the  gift. 

Miss  Betty  Lokey,  president  of  the  Day  Students  and 
member  of  the  class  of  1948,  led  the  group  in  singing  the 
Alma  Mater.  The  class  of  1948  were  guests  at  the  luncheon. 

The  luncheon  ended  with  Mrs.  Gordan's  fine  address. 
The  president  thanked  the  speaker,  and  Alumnae  Day 
was  over  for  another  year. 

Assisting  during  Alumnae  Day  were  Miss  Elizabeth 
Walker  and  Mrs.  Paul  E.  Davis,  registrars;  Misses  Ade- 
laide Linehan,  Musette  Brown,  Rosa  Little,  Beth  Toy,  and 
Minor  Jordan,  Granddaughters  ;  and  the  Raleigh  Chapter, 
headed  by  Miss  Agatha  Chipley,  Raleigh  alumna. 
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SAINT  MARY'S  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION 
1948-49 


President Mrs.  JR.  6.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  Henderson 

(Mary  Richardson,  '37) 
First  Viee-Pres.  ...  Miss  Elizabeth  Thompson,  '12,  Raleigh 
Second  Vice-Pres.  .     Mrs.  J.  M.  M.  Gregory,  Jr.,  Durham 

(Katherine  Jamieson,  '32) 

Secretary Miss  Jane  K.  Bell,  '44,  Raleigh 

Treasurer Mrs.  W.  A.  Withers,  Raleigh 

(Jane  Pescud,  '92) 

Alumnae  Council 

Mrs.  James  H.  Cordon  (Betsy  London,  '06),  Raleigh 
Miss  Agatha  H.  C'hipley,  '44,  Raleigh 

Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr,  Sr.  (Amy  Winston,  '13),  Durham 
Mrs.  H.  Fitzhugh  Lee  (Julia  Bordon,  '11),  Goldsboro 
Miss  Elizabeth  Montgomery,  '01,  Raleigh 
Mrs.  Thomas  Turner,  Jr.  (Mary  Nolan,  '21),  Greensboro 
Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash  (Jacquelin  Drane,  '29),  Tarboro 
Mrs.  Thomas  H.   Wright    (Hannah  Knowlton,   '35),  Wil- 
mington 

Alumnae  on  the  Board  of  Trustees 

Mrs.  Henry  C.  Bourne  (Marion  Alston,  '13),  Tarboro 
Mrs.  A.  B.  Stoney  (Mary  Wilson,  19),  Morganton 
Mrs.  J.  Laurence  Sprunt   (Annie  Gray  Nash,  '03),  Wil- 
mington 
Mrs.  C.  C.  Dawson,  Honorary  Alumna,  C'ramerton 


Chapter 


SAINT  MARY'S  ALUMNAE  CHAPTERS 
President 


Address 


Raleigh Agatha  H.  Chipley    311  Whitaker  Mill  Road 

Greensboro Mrs.  Thomas  Forrest  Kelly  (Barbara  Henderson)  207  Aberdeen  Terrace 

Goldsboro Mrs.  Paul  Best,  II  (Sally  Sanborn)   210  Pineview  Avenue 

Durham Mrs.  J.  M.  M.  Gregory,  Jr.  (Katherine  Jamieson)  1007  Homer  Street 

Rocky  Mount    Mrs.  Franklin  Wilson  (Nancy  Brantley)  700  Falls  Road 

Tarboro    Beverly  Bridgers    West  Wilson  Street 

Wilson    Mrs.  James  C.  Dempsey,  Jr.  (Katharine  Fleming)  1204  Branch  Street 

Richmond,  Va. Mrs.  William  D.  Carleton  (Anne  Dickerson)       2609  Floyd  Avenue 

Asheville Mrs.  John  B.  Mitchell  (Mildred  Pittenger)  Rt.  5,  Hendersonville 

Oxford Mrs.  Joe  Baird,  Jr.  (Lucy  Floyd)  426  Williamsboro  Street 

Hillsboro Mrs.  James  Webb  (Margaret  Raney) Hillsboro 

Charlotte Mrs.  L.  B.  Newell  (Annie  Rogers)  921  Berkley  Avenue 

Henderson Mrs.  T.  P.  Gholson  (Annie  Herbert  Lamb)  Gholson  Avenue 

Scotland  Neck Nannie  Lamb         716  North  Church  Street 

Warrenton Mrs.  Charles  A.  Tucker  (Jennie  Jackson)   Warrenton 

Chapel  Hill    Mrs.  Edward  Knox  Powe,  III  (Sibyl  Goerch)   521  Hooper  Lane 

Winston-Salem Mrs.  L.  B.  Maddison  (Jane  Purrington)    201  Fairfax  Drive 

Norfolk,  Va.  Mrs.  W.  C.  Salley  (Katherine  Batts)  1600  West  49th  Street 

Washington,  D.  C. Dora  S.  Winters    6609  32nd  Street,  N.W. 

Fayetteville Margaret  deRosset     1011  Hay  Street 

Wilmington  Mrs.  Kenneth  M.  Sprunt  (Betsy  Long)    ;...: Orton  Plantation 

Wake  Forest-Franklinton  Mary  Gilmer  Cocke Box  53 

New  York Mrs.  F.  S.  Appleby  (Eva  Lee  Glass) 1085  Park  Avenue 


Saint  Mary's  School 


RESOLUTIONS 

Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire  (nee  Ida  Rogerson,  '10)  read 
the  following  resolution  in  memory  of  Miss  Lizzie  Hinton 
Lee: 

Lizzie  Hinton  Lee  was  born  in  Johnston  County  on  July 
8,  1860.  "When  quite  a  .young  girl,  she  moved  to  Raleigh 
with  her  parents.  After  attending  private  schools  here, 
she  entered  Saint  Mary's  as  a  student  in  1873.  Twenty-five 
years  later  in  1898  she  returned  to  become  the  director  of 
the  newly  established  Business  School,  a  position  she  held 
until  ill  health  brought  on  her  retirement  a  few  years 
before  her  death. 

For  over  forty  years  at  Saint  Mary's,  Miss  Lee  pursued 
the  even  tenor  of  her  way  with  a  fidelity  to  duty  and  to 
right  that  was  unexcelled.  Calmness  and  serenity  marked 
her  queenly  bearing ;  kindness  and  an  innate  courtesy  her 
shining  attributes.  She  was  a  gentlewoman  in  the  truest 
sense,  and  lucky  indeed  were  those  who  came  within  the 
circle  of  her  gentle  influence. 

In  the  death  of  Miss  Lee  on  July  3,  1947,  Saint  Mary's 
Alumnae  Association  has  lost  one  of  its  most  loyal  and 
faithful  members.  She  served  time  and  again  on  the 
Alumnae  Council  and  was  ever  read}'  with  interested  help 
and  advice.  For  years  she  served  as  treasurer  of  the 
Association,  and  no  meeting  was  complete  without  her 
presence.  She  loved  the  school  and  all  that  it  stood  for. 
Surely  her  spirit  will  ever  live  in  the  ideals  and  traditions 
of  Saint  Mary's. 

Mrs.  Paul  E.  Davis  (nee  Bessie  Poe  Law,  '05)  read  the 
following  resolution  in  memory  of  Miss  Olivia  Blount 
Grimes : 

The  Raleigh  Chapter  of  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Associa- 
tion has  been  called  upon  to  mourn  the  passing  of  one  of 
its  oldest  and  much  beloved  members. 

In  the  death  of  Miss  Olivia  Grimes  this  School  hast  lost 
a  loyal  friend,  one  whose  greatest  joy  was  her  church, 
her  Alma  Mater,  and  their  many  activities. 

Her  gentle  and  enthusiastic  spirit  did  much  to  stimu- 
late and  inspire  us.  Her  life  was  a  shining  example  to 
us  of  loj-alty  and  high  ideals  and  steadfast  endeavor.  We 
shall  greatly  miss  and  sincerely  deplore  her  loss. 

We  desire  to  place  on  record  this  appreciation  of  her 
loving  service  and  devotion  and  furthermore,  we  would 
ask  that  this  inadequate  tribute  to  her  memory  be  spread 
on  our  minutes  and  copies  be  given  to  her  relatives. 

"May  she  be  illuminated  with  everlasting  light  in  the 
rest  of  Paradise !" 

Miss  Florence  Hill  Jones,  '90,  read  the  following  resolu- 
tion in  memory  of  Mrs.  Ashby  Lee  Baker  (nee  Minnie 
Tucker,  '89) : 

Saint  Mary's  School  has  again  been  called  upon  to 
mourn  the  death  of  another  distinguished  daughter,  and 
the  Alumnae  Association  one  of  its  most  beloved,  effi- 
cient, and  faithful  workers. 

On  Sunday  morning,  March  14,  as  the  congregation  of 
her  church  was  assembling  for  worship,  the  soul  of  Minnie 
Tucker  Baker  passed  quietly  away  from  earth  to  be  at  rest 
in  Paradise. 

Mrs.  Ashby  Lee  Baker  was  a  most  gifted  woman,  pos- 
sessed of  rare  culture  and  charming  personality,  a  loyal 
and  sympathetic  friend  and  neighbor.     She  received  her- 


Letter  from  Mrs.  H.  C.  Bourne  of  Tarboro,  president 
of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  to  the  National  Council,  Dio- 
cese of  North  Carolina,  and  a  newly  elected  alumna  mem- 
ber to  the  Board  of  Trustees,  Saint  Mary's  School  and 
Junior  College.  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  president  of 
Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association,  read  this  letter  at  the 
Alumnae  Luncheon,  June  5,  1948,  Saint  Mary's  School. 
"My  dear  Mrs.  Davis : 

"You  might  be  interested  to  know  before  the  Saint 
Mary's  Alumnae  meeting  of  June  5  that  the  Woman's  Aux- 
iliary of  this  Diocese  plans  to  include  Saint  Mary's  in  the 
suggested  topics  for  study  being  sent  to  the  branches  for 
1948-49. 

"One  of  the  four  main  areas  of  study  is  'The  Christian 
Home  and  Family'  and  the  topics  listed  under  this  subject 
include  'Church  Schools  for  Your  Children.'  Saint  Mary's 
will  be  one  of  the  schools  listed.  It  is  true  that  this  is  a 
small  beginning  of  the  task  of  presenting  Saint  Mary's 
to  the  whole  Diocese,  as  being  a  part  of  the  program  of 
Christian  Education  of  the  Church.  It  seems  wise  and 
tactful  to  us  to  begin  in  a  small  way,  hoping  that  our 
efforts  to  interest  the  women  of  the  Diocese  can  be  in- 
creased gradually.  Our  presentation  to  the  women  should 
be  co-ordinated  with  the  plan  of  Christian  Education  for 
the  whole  Church  and  should  try  to  keep  pace  with  the 
vision  and  policy  that  Dr.  Stone  obviously  has  in  mind 
for  the  school. 

"These  conclusions  were  reached  after  the  usual  con- 
ference which  the  Diocesan  president  has  with  Bishop 
Penick  concerning  plans  for  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  for 
the  coming  year.  Mrs.  Huddle,  the  Diocesan  Secretary 
of  Christian  Education,  understands  our  long-range  aims 
and  is  ready  to  do  all  that  she  can  through  her  depart- 
ment to  help. 

"Since  the  Diocese  has  included  in  its  budget  the  item 
of  $2,000.00  for  Saint  Mary's,  it  immediately  becomes  the 
duty  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  to  be  informed  about 
Saint  Mary's.  Small  though  the  gift  may  be,  'The  pro- 
gram of  the  church  is  the  program  of  the  Auxiliary.'  " 
.Sincerely  j'ours,  . 

Marion  Alston  Bourne,  '13 

early  education  at  Saint  Mary's,  leaving  in  1889,  com- 
pleting it  at  a  finishing  school  in  Baltimore,  afterwards 
traveling  extensively  abroad.  She  had  a  beautiful  voice 
and  was  in  much  demand,  giving  pleasure  to  her  friends 
and  to  the  public.  As  a  loyal  alumna,  she  gave  gener- 
ously of  her  time,  labor,  and  means  to  Saint  Mary's,  con- 
tributing to  the  Mary  Iredell-Kate  McKimmon  Scholar- 
ship, the  Centennial  Building  Fund,  the  Entrance  Gate 
and  Wall  Fund,  serving  as  a  member  of  that  committee, 
as  well  as  to  other  appeals. 

While  ill  in  the  hospital,  she  established  the  Minnie 
Tucker  Baker  Scholarship,  giving  $1,000  as  a  nucleus 
toward  this  fund. 

She  was  an  active  member  of  the  Alumnae  Association 
and  a  faithful  member  of  the  Alumnae  Council  and  the 
Raleigh  Chapter,  attending  all  meetings  when  physically 
able,  giving  untiring  services  and  wise  council. 

We  realize  what  her  death  will  mean  to  this  chapter 
and  to  the  School,  and  hope  that  her  life  will  lead  us  to 
better  endeavors  and  purpose. 
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DINING  ROOM  DECORATION  FUND  REPORT 
June  14,  1948 

CHAPTER  CONTRIBUTIONS : 

Charlotte $  176.50 

Raleigh 159.83 

Winston-Salem  155.00 

Henderson  110.00 

Durham   100.00 

Wilson   72.75 

Greensboro  44.00 

Chapel  Hill  32.50 

Warrenton  30.00 

Tarboro    30.00 

Hills'boro    25'.00 

Goldsboro    25.00 

Richmond    21.80 

Wilmington 12.00 

Norfolk 5.00 

Asheville   5.00 

Washington  1.00 

TOTAL $1,005.38 

CLASS  CONTRIBUTIONS : 

1948 $    182.00 

1946 150.58 

1945 247.82 

1944 387.55 

(Cash  value  of  $500.00  in  Bonds) 

TOTAL $    967.95 

GIFTS 248.00 

ALUMNAE  FUND  3,000.00 

GRAND  TOTAL  $5,221.33 


ATTENTION— ALL  SAINT  MARY'S  ALUMNAE 

(.Cut  on  dotted  line) 

Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association  Needs  Your 
Membership 

A  contribution  to  the  Alumnae  Association  gives  you : 

1.  An  active  membership  in  the  Association 

2.  A  year's  subscription  to  the  Bulletin  (issued  3  times 
a  year) 

I  contribute  $2,  $5,  $10,  $25,  $50,  (       )  to  the  Saint  Mary's 
Alumnae  Association. 

Maiden  Name Class 

Married  Name 

Address 

Make  checks  payable  to :  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Asso- 
ciation 
(Contributions  deductible  on  Federal  and   State  Income 
Tax  returns) 

Please  add   any  information  about  yourself  or   other   old 
students  that  would  be  of  interest  for  use  in  a  Bulletin. 
Our  goal  for  194S-49  is  1,000  members,  if  not  more. 
Dues  deadline  is  November  1,  1948.     Get  the  December 
issue  of  the  Bulletin. 

Alumnae  Secretary. 


SAINT  MARY'S  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION 

Financial  Statement 
1947-48 

Report  of  Association  Treasurer — Mrs.  IF.  A.   Withers 

Cash  on  Hand,  June  1,  1947 $    937.87 

Receipts  : 

Interest    on    $500    in    Savings    Ac- 
count     $        7.53  7.53 

No  Disbursements. 

Balance  on  Hand,  June  7,  1948 $    945.40     $    945.40 

Report  of  Alumnae  Secretary — Jane  K.  Bell 

Cash  on  Hand,  September  1,  1947 $1,321.08 

Receipts 
Dues  and  BULLETIN  subscriptions. .$1,281.00 
Sale  of  Commemorative  Plates,  Cups 

and  Saucers 437.36 

Sale  of  Life  at  Saint  Mary's 115.16 

Sale  of  Lithographs 10.00 

Belles    Subscriptions 6.00 

Dining  Room  Redecoration  Fund 1,651.78      3,501.30 

Total    $4,S22.38 

Disbursements 
BULLETIN  Subscriptions  to  School. .$    617.00 

Belles  Subscriptions  to  School 6.00 

Cost      of      Commemorative      Plates, 

Cups  and  Saucers,  Plus  Express....      260.25 

Cost  of  Life  at  Saint  Mary's S3.O0 

Engraving  of  Membership  Cup 1.61 

Flowers  for  Alumnae  Day 5.00 

General  Office  Expenses 110.75       1.0S3.61 

Cash  on  Hand.  June  7,  1948 $3,738.77     $3,738.77 

Grand  Total  of  Cash  on  Hand $4,6S4.17 

Allocations  of  $4,684.17 

Dining  Room  Redecoration  Fund $1,651.78 

Smedes  Memorial  Fund 184.25 

Parlor  Fund  24.00 

$1,863.03 


1947  CLASS  FUND 

The  following  members  of  the  class  of  1947  have  paid 
their  class  fund  to  Miss  Rose  Wallace,  permanent  class 
fund  treasurer,  as  of  May  31,  1948 : 

Betsy  Blundon,  Virginia  Bonnett,  Helen  Boyle,  Sarah 
Covington,  Cylvia  Green,  Joan  Hassler,  Anne  Huske, 
Dorothy  Leak,  Ann  Jones,  Mary  Jane  Mason,  Margaret 
Norfleet,  Margaret  Lee  Payne,  Nancy  Pendleton,  Sara 
Mell  Smith,  Mary  Nelson  Smithwick,  Elizabeth  Roberts, 
Gene  Rose,  Jane  Thomas,  Rose  Wallace,  Martha  Best 
Yorke,  Lillian  Lumpkin,  Betsy  Wetterau,  Elizabeth  Tay- 
lor, Judy  Tajdor,  Peggy  Swindell,  Sarah  Martha  Hinkle, 
and  Betsy  Tom  Lawrence. 

1946  CLASS  FUND 

The  following  members  of  the  class  of  1946  have  paid 
their  class  fund  of  $4.00  to  Miss  Kathryn  Fulton,  perma- 
nent class  fund  treasurer,  as  of  May  31,  1948 : 

Lib  Price  Hines,  Christine  Gray,  Beverly  Hancock,  Jane 
Campbell,  Poncie  Dawson,  Mary  Billings,  Charlotte  Hoff- 
man, Betty  Goodwyn,  Amie  Watkins,  and  Kathryn  Fulton, 
the  thing  really  worth  while. 

1945  CLASS  FUND 

Sibyl  Goerch  Powe  (Mrs.  E.  K.,  Ill)  is  the  sole  con- 
tributor to  the  1945  class  fund.  Class  fund  treasurer: 
Miss  Anna  Margaret  Moomaw,  Troutville,  Va. 
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by  ANNA  CLARK  GORDON,  '05* 


Saint  Mahy's  School 


I  suppose  everyone  here  today  who  marched  out  of 
Saint  Mary's  Chapel,  singing  with  tearful  voice,  "Jerusa- 
lem, high  tower  thy  glorious  walls,"  heard  sometime  dur- 
ing her  graduating  addresses  the  challenge  of  the  title 
we  are  using  for  our  thought  at  this  meeting.  "Living 
your  life"  is  the  commencement  theme.  An  alumnae  meet- 
ing is  a  time  for  taking  stock ;  for  facing  honestly  and 
courageously  the  past,  the  present,  and  what  is  still  our 
future. 

In  recent  weeks  I  have  come  across  three  quotations 
that  are  very  relevant  to  this  subject.  The  first  was  in  a 
copy  of  the  Reader's  Digest,  quoting  Jonathan  Swift,  "Be 
sure  that  you  live  every  day  of  .your  life."  If  that  was  a 
needful  word  of  warning  for  his  generation,  how  infinitely 
greater  is  its  meaning  in  our  day  of  multiplicity  of  inter- 
ests and  ever  increasing  demands  among  its  deceiving- 
superficialities.  It  is  a  sober  charge  with  which  to  wel- 
come the  class  of  '48  into  our  ranks,  and  it  is  also  the 
highest  attainment  that  we  could  wish  for  them. 

The  second  of  those  quotations  is  this :  "Getting  is 
making  a  living,  giving  is  making  a  life."  During  the 
depression  of  the  1930's,  a  man  said  to  a  friend  who  had 
lost  his  fortune  almost  overnight,  "Do  you  not  now  regret 
the  large  sum  you  gave  to  build  the  Memorial  Church 
aeross  the  way?"  "No,"  replied  the  once  wealthy  man. 
"It  is  all  I  now  have  left."  Not  money  merely,  or  even 
primarily,  but  the  intangibles  that  we  give,  those  more 
costly  gifts  of  kindness  and  long-suffering,  of  patience 
and  faith,  of  sacrifice  and  loving,  humble  service,  a  selfless 
life  poured  out  for  others — these  make  a  life.  Every  life 
that  has  ever  touched  mankind  with  blessing  has  done  so 
through  its  gifts.  "Whoso  saveth  his  life  shall  lose  it, 
but  whoso  loseth  his  life  for  my  sake  shall  find  it,"  said 
the  greatest  of  all  Givers. 

From  the  lips  and  life  of  one  dear  to  me  I  learned  the 
Christian  philosophy  that  it  is  not  what  happens  that  is 
so  important,  but  what  you  do  with  that  experience,  how 
you  face  it,  how  you  use  it,  whether  it  be  joy  or  sorrow. 
In  Dr.  Addison's  latest  book  The  Completeness  of  Christ 
he  says,  "For  the  Christian,  suffering  is  not  primarily  a 
problem  to  be  explained,  it  is  an  opportunity  to  be  seized. 
The  question  that  can  be  answered  is  not  'Why  did  it  come 
to  us?'  but  'What  shall  it  mean  to  us?'  Not  'Why  do  we 
have  it,'  but  'What  shall  we  do  with  it?'"  And  the  one 
whom  I  know,  summed  all  this  up  by  saying,  "I  believe 


*The  spiritual  highlight  of  the  June  5  alumnae  events  was 
the  alumnae  address  given  by  Mrs.  William  J.  Gordon  (nee 
Anna  Barrow  Clark,  '05)  at  the  Alumnae  Luncheon  in  the 
dining  room  following  the  annual  meeting.  Anna  Clark  Gor- 
don lives  in  Spray  and  is  the  mother  of  three  Saint  Mary's 
girls,  Nancy  Gordon  Dameron,  '33,  of  Marion.  Laura  Gordon 
Williams,  '40,  now  in  Brazil,  and  Almeria  Gordon,  '34,  of 
Salisbury.  Her  only  son,  William,  was  recently  consecrated 
Bishop  of  Alaska,  the  youngest  in  Episcopal  Church  history. 
Mrs.  Gordon,  a  past  president  of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary,  Dio- 
cese of  N.  C,  was  accompanied  to  Saint  Mary's  by  daughters, 
Almeria  and  Jocelyn,  and  Mrs.  William  J.  Gordon,  Jr. 


MRS.  WILLIAM  ,1.  GORDON  is  pictured  above  with  her  two 
daughters,  on  the  left,  Jocelyn  and  Almeria,  '34,  and  right, 
Mrs.  William  J.  Gordon,  Jr. 

there  is  victory  in  everything  committed  unto  God."  So 
a  constructive  use  of  daily  experiences  makes  a  life. 

There  are  three  areas  in  which  we  live.  The  first  is  in 
the  choices  we  make.  Life  today  is  a  strange  paradox. 
It  is  full  of  confusions  and  uncertainties  and  fears,  of 
meaningless  activities,  and  pagan  pleasures,  yet  it  is  a 
day  of  unparalleled  opportunity,  of  world-wide  calls, 
physically,  mentally,  spiritually.  There  has  never  been 
a  time  when  life  could  be  so  full,  nor  a  time  when  living 
life  in  its  rich  fullness  is  so  needed.  Our  contribution 
depends  upon  the  choices  we  make.  It  is  all  too  easy  to 
be  entangled  in  the  conventional  webs  of  our  modern 
life.  An  old  Negro  who  talked  often  of  the  coining  of  his 
Lord  was  asked  what  difference  this  expectation  made 
in  his  life.  "Well,  Boss,"  he  answered,  "I  sits  with  my 
feet  untangled."  Who  among  us  has  not  deplored  the 
fact  that  we  have  too  many  commitments  to  be  able  to  do 
the  thing  really  worth  while. 

When  the  choice  is  made,  we  move  into  the  area  of 
service,  with  the  even  more  searching  question  before  us, 
"Is  this  something  that  will  better  my  lot  in  life,  or  am  I 
giving  the  best  that  I  have  of  my  skill  and  my  experience, 
of  my  time  and  my  personality  even  of  my  very  self, -that 
in  losing  my  life,  I  may  find  it.  It  is  a  costly  experience, 
but  it  is  the  price  all  have  paid  who  walked  the  High  Road. 

Out  of  such  an  experience,  repeated  again  and  again, 
in  the  little  details  of  daily  living,  in  the  joyous  privileges, 
and  searching  tests,  and  blasting  sorrows,  there  comes  the 
final  test  of  living  one's  life,  the  test  of  being,  of  what 
one  really  is.  Not  activity,  but  character  makes'  life's 
greatest  contribution. 

Dr.  Stanley  Jones  says,  "This  age  knows  almost  every* 
thing  about  life  except  how  to  live  it."  How?  There  is 
only  one  answer.  Long  ago,  and  for  all  time,  One  came 
among  us  who  said,  "I  am  the  Life.  ...  1  am  come  that 
they  might  have  life  and  that  they  might  have  life  more 
abundantly."  To  come  to  Him,  to  know  Him,  to  serve 
Him,  our  Personal  Christ,  is  the  only  way. 
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Ofie*t  Jlettel  to-  2>04.a  £.    WUttetA., 

A/eiu  /Uumttae  Secletaiy. 

June  24,  1948 
Miss  Dora  S.  Winters  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

6609  32nd  St.,  N.W. 
Washington  15,  B.C. 
Dear  Dora, 

I  have  just  received  the  news  that  you  have  accepted  the 
position  of  Alumnae  Secretary  beginning  on  September  1, 
1948.  I  want  to  welcome  you  back  to  Saint  Mary's.  And 
to  my  former  job,  which  has  been  lots  of  fun,  along  with 
the  work ! 

Working  with  former  Saint  Mary's  girls  is  a  pleasant 
pastime,  because  they  co-operate.  They  co-operate  to  form 
new  chapters ;  they  co-operate  to  raise  money.;  and  they 
pay  their  alumnae  dues.  Dora,  1  know  you  will  see  to  it 
that  they  continue  to  co-operate  for  the  progress  of  Saint 
Mary's  Alumnae  Association  and  the  School. 

And  who  knows  what  we  can  do  if  we  keep  on  trying? 
As  you  come  to  take  over  the  Alumnae  Office,  1  would 
like  to  will  to  you  a  few  smoke  dreams  for  the  future  .  .  . 
an  Alumnae  Magazine  ....  a  beautifully  redecorated  din- 
ing room  .  .  .  crystal  chandeliers  in  the  parlor  ...  an  alum- 
nae house  for  those  who  return  .  .  .  the  summer  house  re- 
stored .  .  .  and  an  alumnae  Gift  Shop  for  our  Wedgwood 
plates,  cups  and  saucers.  Life  at  Saint  Mary's,  "Stage 
Coach"  stationery,  lithographs,  and  even  more  Saint 
Mary's  items,  such  as  blazers,  hats,  glassware,  and  jew- 
elry. Yes,  just  smoke  dreams,  but  they  may  come  true.  .  .  . 

By  way  of  introduction,  you  graduated  from  Saint 
Mary's  in  1943,  and  from  the  University  of  North  Carolina 
in  1945  with  an  A.B.  degree.  During  these  years  you 
moved  from  your  birthplace,  Raleigh,  to  Washington,  D. 
C,  where  you  have  been  working  at  Julius  Garfiuekel's 
and  Co.  In  March,  after  months  of  correspondence  with 
the  Alumnae  Office,  you  were  elected  president  of  the 
newly  organized  Washington  Alumnae  Chapter — your 
first  taste  of  alumnae  work.  Von  know  it's  not  an  easy 
job,  but  the  results  are  very  gratifying ! 

The  best  of  luck  to  you  in  this  new  venture. 
Sincerely, 
Jane  K.'  Bell,  '44 

(Continued  from  Page  30) 
Nazareth  for  her  Bible  classes  here.  She  began  writing 
her  widely-read  column  "Incidentally"  in  1921  for  The 
News  and  Observer,  on  which  she  has  served  as  reporter, 
social  editor,  editorial  writer,  and  feature  writer  since 
1920.  She  will  continue  her  column  in  The  Raleigh  Times. 
A  native  of  Albemarle  County,  Virginia,  "Miss  Nell" 
graduated  from  Raleigh's  public  schools  and  from  Saint 
Mary's  School,  and  is  an  A.B.  degree  and  Phi  Beta  Kappa 
graduate  from  Smith  College.  Northampton,  Mass.  She 
is  a  licensed  attorney  and  has  received  nation-wide  recog- 
nition for  her  law  work.  She  has  written  for  nationally 
known  magazines  and  is  recognized  as  an  accomplished 
public  speaker  on  literary,  political  and  religious  subjects. 
Her  hobbies  are  portrait  painting,  making  ship  models 
and  reading  detective  fiction,  not  to  mention  her  famous 
collection  of  ghost  stories  and  legends. 


SOME  RECOLLECTIONS  OF  SAINT  MARY'S  UNDER 
DR.  ALDERT  SMEDES  SEVENTY  YEARS  AGO 

by  ELLA  TEW  LINDSAY,  class  of  1879* 

In  the  early  seventies  we  used  to  arrive  at  school  in  a 
stagecoach  and  at  the  sound  of  the  horn  the  girls  would 
rush  out  on  the  porch  to  see  what  the  new  girl  looked  like. 
Fortunately  for  her,  a  teacher  would  also  come  out  and 
carry  the  newcomer  to  her  dormitory.  At  that  time  there 
were  no  rooms  but  four  dormitories — two  on  the  top  floor 
of  the  main  building  and  two  in  West  Rock.  Two  girls  to 
an  alcove. 

Our  beds  were  on  either  side  of  our  door  and  inside  were 
our  trunks,  basin,  and  pitcher,  and  two  shelves  to  hold  our 
most  cherished  possessions.  A  heavy  curtain  insured 
privacy.  There  was  no  running  water  in  the  building — 
all  the  water  was  drawn  from  a  well  and  carried  up  three 
flights  of  steps  and  put  into  three  enormous  tubs  on  a 
table  between  the  dormitories.  It  looked  as  if  good  old' 
Uncle  Wash  would  have  collapsed  under  the  strain  of 
bringing  it  up,  but,  so  far  as  I  know,  he  lived  to  a  good 
old  age.  On  the  second  floor  down  lived  the  Smedes 
family,  the  French  teacher,  and  Miss  Stella. 

There  was  a  mystery  about  Miss  Stella :  her  mother 
brought  her  to  Saint  Mary's,  confided  her  to  Dr.  Smedes' 
care,  went  away,  and  was  never  heard  from  again.  So 
the  good  doctor  regarded  Miss  Stella  as  a  member  of  his 
family.  She  played  the  little  organ  in  the  chapel,  and 
instructed  beginners  in  the  mysteries  of  hemi-demi-semi 
quavers.  I  have  a  notion  that  my  very  poor  musical 
ability  is  partly  due  to  those  same  semi-quavers! 

On  the  lower  floor  were  schoolroom  and  parlor.  The 
latter  a  handsome  room  even  then,  where  we  gathered 
in  the  evenings  to  dance  or  occasionally  to  have  a  spelling 
match. 

The  dining  room  was  in  the  basement,  a  dark  and  un- 
attractive room,  but  the  girls  made  as  much  noise  and 
had  as  much  fun  in  proportion  to  their  numbers  as  girls 
do  now.  Sometimes  when  the  noise  grew  unbearable,  Dr. 
Smedes  would  knock  for  silence  and  say  in  his  fatherly 
way :  "My  little  children,  do  not  let  my  presence  restrain 
your  mirth." 

I  am  afraid  I  have  already  written  too  much,  but  once 
started,  recollections  come  fast.  On  each  of  my  infre- 
quent visits,  I  have  noticed  many  changes  and  rejoiced 
in  them  as  showing  the  life  and  growth  of  the  dear  old 
school. 

One  thing  does  not  change,  and  that  is  the  love  her 
children  have  for  her  and  their  firm  conviction  that  she 
gives  to  those  who  will  receive  it  something  that  no  other 
school  can  give. 

*Ella  Tew  Lindsay  (Mrs.  W.  E.)  of  520  Glendalyn  Ave., 
Spartanburg,  S.  C,  is  the  oldest  living  alumna  on  record  and 
yet,  one  of  the  most  active  for  her  8  6  years.  She  has  never 
refused  to  do  anything  Saint  Mary's  asked  of  her.  Mrs. 
Lindsay  received  her  diploma  with  Kate  Cheshire,  Josephine 
Myers  Jones,  Eliza  Smedes  Knox  and  Lucy  Battle  Cobb. 
She  writes,  "My  love  for  Saint  Mary's  increases  with  my  age — 
I  owe  her  more  than  I  can  express.  With  much  love  for  the 
dear  old  school  and  all  who  love  her  and  work  for  her.  ..." 

When  she  heard  that  the  alumnae  association  planned  to 
present  her  with  an  annual,  she  wrote,  "I  can't  tell  you  how 
thrilled  I  was,  nor  how  honored  I  felt  and  still  feel  when  I  read 
your  letter.  I  would  like  for  Agatha  Knox  Chipley  (Mrs.  Roy) 
of  Raleigh  to  receive  this  highly  prized  gift  in  my  stead.  She 
is  my  god-daughter,  and  the  child  of  my  dearly  loved  friend 
and  class  mate  of  1879,  Eliza  Smedes  Knox." 
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Alumna  £ay.d.,   yyflOelcame>!" 

by  JESSIE  DEGEN,  class  of  1S94 

If  any  Saint  Mary's  girls  of  my  generation  ever  motor 
to  Maine  or  Canada  in  the  summers,  I  should  like  them 
to  know  that  I  live  off  U.  S.  Route  1,  some  33  miles  east  of 
Boston,  alone,  in  an  old  farmhouse,  "Long  Standing," 
nearly  300  years  old,  full  of  history  and  tradition.  It  is 
easy  to  find,  as  it  is  close  by  the  campus  of  Governor 
Dummer  Academy,  one  of  the  oldest  New  England  board- 
ing schools  for  boys.  Nothing  would  please  me  more  than 
to  have  an  old  Saint  Mary's-ite  turn  down  my  lane  with- 
out warning,  to  give  her  and  her  family  a  welcome  over- 
night, and  to  talk  my  head  off ! 

Here  is  an  old  picture  of  my  house,  all  that  I  have,  taken 
long  since.  The  dead  tree  is  cut  down  now,  the  bank  in 
front  of  the  house  is  solid  with  yellow  daffodils,  and  a 
long  garden  stretches  out  to  the  rear,  through  the  apple 
orchard.  The  oldest  part  of  the  house,  the  old  kitchen, 
is  in  the  ell  (left  in  photo)  and  was  built  about  1690.  We 
do  not  know  the  exact  date.  That  room  has  a  large  fire- 
place with  a  swinging  crane,  pothooks,  etc.,  a  brick  oven 
in  the  chimney  alongside,  and  a  copper  cauldron,  too, 
sunk  into  the  brickwork  below  the  oven,  probably  to  keep 
on  hand  a  few  extra  gallons  of  hot  water  for  the  long- 
suffering  housewife.  The  four  windows  have  solid  wooden 
shutters  that  slide  on  runways  into  the  wall,  between  the 
inner  and  outer  studding.  They  would  fend  off  Indian 
arrows,  as  well  as  cold  winter  winds.  I  have  found  arrow- 
heads in  the1  orchard,  when  we  bought  the  place  some  fifty 
years  ago. 

The  old  kitchen,  wainscoting,  doors,  windows,  shutters, 
and  one  or  two  inconsequential  little  cupboards,  are  all 
painted  a  dull  greenish-blue,  colored  with  a  blue  elay 
found  in  the  neighborhood.  The  rest  of  the  house  is  com- 
paratively uninteresting,  just  a  low-ceiled  old  farmhouse 
with  handmade  iron  latches  and  hinges  .  .  .  the  "Holy 
Land''  ("HL")  hinges  that  kept  off  the  witches,  which 
are  about  a  foot  high. 

Incidentally,  when  my  Mother  visited  in  the  neighbor- 
hood as  a  young  girl,  she  met  an  old  man  who  told  her 
that  he  had  known  a  woman,  a  respected  member  of  the 
local  Congregational  Church,  who  used  to  gather  her 
cronies  in  a  small  house  near  ours,  and  he  had  seen  them 
flying  from  the  chimney  on  broomsticks  of  a  Friday  night. 
Could  you  ask  for  anything  more  authentic? 

The  lane  in  front  of  the  house  was,  in  Colonial  times, 
a  part  of  the  only  highway  between  Boston  and  Ports- 
mouth, New  Hampshire.  It  is  a  fact  that  Lord  Pepperell, 
on  his  way  to  capture  the  famous  fortress  of  Louisburg, 
Nova  Scotia,  from  the  French,  marched  his  troops  along 
this  road;  and  they  were  reviewed  (just  beyond  my  house, 
to  the  right  of  the  photo)  by  Lord  Dummer,  Lieut.  Gov- 
ernor of  the  Province  of  Massachusetts  Bay  all  through 
the  French  and  Indian  Wars.  Lord  Dummer  had  built 
his  country  mansion  here,  in  the  parish  in  Newbury  Town- 
ship named  for  his  old  friend,  Judge  Byfield.  At  his  death 
Lord  Dummer  left  his  house  and  300  acres  to  found  a 
school  for  the  boys  of  Byfield  Parish. 

So  it  happens  that  I  have  for  near  neighbors  the  mas- 


"Long  Standing" — home  of  Miss  Jessie  Degen,  1894,  in 
South  Byfield,  Mass.,  over  300  years  old. 

ters  and  boys  of  the  Academy.  The  headmaster  lives  in 
the  Governor's  Mansion,  and  presumably,  has  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  the  Governor's  ghost  ride  his  white  horse  up  the 
broad  stairway  to  the  third  floor,  as  he  is  said  to  do  once 
a  year. 

It  is  also  a  fact  that  when  B.yfield  parish  farmers  heard 
of  the  plight  of  our  army  at  Valley  Forge,  they  contrib- 
uted enough  grain  when  ground  to  fill  seven  ox-carts,  and 
Farmer  Adams  and  his  six  sons  drove  the  carts  of  meal 
down  this  old  road  and  on  to  Valley  Forge.  And  earlier, 
with  his  military  reputation  still  brilliant,  Gen.  Benedict 
Arnold  must  have  marched  this  road  on  his  way  to  attack 
Quebec.  Five  miles  to  the  north  is  the  marker  where  he 
crossed  the  Merrimac  River.  I  have  followed  his  whole 
route,  in  my  car,  up  through  the  Wild  Dead  River  region 
of  Western  Maine,  a  terrible  tangle  even  now,  and  one 
gets  a  new  sense  of  the  courage  of  the  colonials  after 
seing  that  country. 

Perhaps  I  have  said  enough  to  give  you  an  idea  of  the 
history  and  legend  that  make  this  salt  marsh  and  rocky 
meadow  country  interesting,  and  that  makes  me  look 
with  affection  on  the  stretch  of  old  country  road  now 
fallen  into  disuse.  I  like  to  wonder  who  looked  out  of  my 
windows  then,  and  how  many  more  figures,  unknown  to 
us,  may  have  tramped  by  or  stopped  for  a  drink  at  the 
old  well  and  warmed  hands  at  some  of  the  eight  fire- 
places in  my  old  house. 

"MISS  NELL" 

Miss  Nell  Battle  Lewis,  beloved  student  and  teacher  at 
Saint  Mary's  School  and  Junior  College,  was  appointed 
Associate  Editor  of  The  Raleigh  Times,  effective  June  15, 
as  announced  by  John  A.  Park,  editor  and  publisher. 

And  we  are  very  proud  of  her !  Even  as  a  girl  at  Saint 
Mary's,  1905-11,  she  was  pronounced  a  "gifted  student." 
She  was  president  of  the  athletic  association,  editor-in- 
chief  of  the  annual  and  the  Muse,  president  of  the  Muse 
Club  and  of  the  EAP  Literary  Society.  And  she  won 
debates  on  "life  imprisonment"  way  back  then ! 

Saint  Mary's  was  fortunate   in  having  her   on   the 
faculty,  1934-44,  teaching  Bible,  English,  and  history.  She 
wrote   the   textbook   Studies   in   the   Teaching    of   Jesus    of 
(Continued  on  Page  29) 
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RALEIGH 

On  Friday  night,  April  2,  the  Raleigh  Chapter  of  Saint 
Mary's  Alumnae  Association  sponsored  a  bridge  benefit 
for  its  members  and  their  friends  in  the  school  study  hall 
and  parlor.  We  cleared  $50.00  with  the  help  of  several 
active  committees.  Before  the  play  began  Mrs.  William 
Person  gave  an  informative  talk  on  bidding.  Mrs.  Betsy 
London  Cordon  was  mistress-of-ceremonies,  and  with  the 
help  of  Mrs.  Louis  Sutton  distributed  the  prizes.  Miss 
Mary  Ann  Dixon  was  in  charge  of  the  table  committee. 

Mrs.  Paul  Davis  was  in  charge  of  the  refreshment  com- 
mittee, assisted  by  the  following  alumnae,  Mesdames  R. 
B.  Raney,  Edwin  Mordecai,  Gavin  Dortch,  Henry  Turner, 
Currin  Keeble,  Henry  Tucker,  Paul  Tillery,  Paul  Smith, 
A.  G.  Hampton,  Daniel  Blake,  Leo  D.  Heart,  A.  P.  Love, 
Jerome  Stockard,  Ernest  Cruikshank,  and  Misses  Eliza- 
beth Montgomery,  Louise  Wright  and  Xell  Kinsdale.  As- 
sisting in  serving  were  Mesdames  Archie  Horton,  Louis 
Sutton,  J.  J.  Summerell,  Dick  Lassiter,  Sam  Ruffin,  and 
Misses  Faith  Lassiter  and  Betty  Daniel. 

Prizes  were  donated  by  Mesdames  Louis  Connor,  W.  A. 
Withers,  Joseph  B.  Cheshire,  Colvin  Worth,  Oliver  Craw- 
ley, Peter  Williams,  Joseph  Yates,  and  Miss  Elizabeth 
Walker.  The  Taylor  Food  Co.  was  also  very  generous 
and  donated  salted  nuts  and  potato  chips. 

We  have  given  a  total  of  $159.83  to  the  Dining  Room 
Redecoration  Fund,  and  due  to  the  splendid  efforts  of  our 
treasurer,  Miss  Elizabeth  Walker,  we  have  120  association 
members,  a  great  increase  over  last  year. 

Agatha  H.  Chipley,  president 

GREENSBORO 

Mrs.  T.  Forrest  Kelly  was  elected  president  of  the 
Greensboro  Chapter  at  a  luncheon  meeting  on  Tuesday, 
April  13,  at  Bliss  Restaurant.  Miss  Julia  Clark,  retiring 
president,  was  in  the  chair.  Mrs.  W.  A.  McGlamery  will 
serve  as  vice-president  and  reporter,  and  Mrs.  Charles  D. 
Orth,  secretary  and  treasurer. 

The  chapter  voted  to  hold  two  meetings  a  year,  a  fall 
meeting  in  October  and  a  spring  meeting.  Mrs.  Thomas 
Turner,  Jr.,  council  member,  reported  on  the  recent  meet- 
ing in  Raleigh,  saying  that  the  council  voted  to  use  dona- 
tions from  chapters  to  improve  the  school  dining  room. 
The  chapter  gave  $44.00  to  this  Fund. 

Eighteen  alumnae  attended  the  chapter  meeting. 

The  chapter  president  has  corrected  the  chapter  list  and 
brought  it  up  to  date.     She  sent  a  copy  to  the  Alumnae 
Office.    There  are  20  paid  members  out  of  57  on  the  list. 
Harriet  Hall  Henson,  secretary 

GOLDSBORO 

The  Goldsboro  Chapter  held  an  afternoon  meeting  on 
April  27  at  the  home  of  the  president,  Mrs.  Paul  Best,  Jr. 
Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  president,  was  the  guest  speaker. 
He  told  the  group  of  the  plan  for  improvement  of  the 
buildings  and  grounds  at  Saint  Mary's  and  of  the  changes 
which  have  been  made  by  that  plan  during  the  past  three 
years.  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell,  alumnae  secretary,  also  attended 
the  meeting. 


The  chapter  discussed  their  fund-raising  project,  Saint 
Mary's  notepaper  with  the  old  "Stage  Coach"  print,  and 
decided  to  order  100  boxes  to  be  sold  at  Saint  Mary's.  The 
profit  will  be  turned  over  to  the  Dining  Room  Redecora- 
tion Fund.  The  chapter  members  presented  the  alumnae 
secretary  with  $63.00  to  cover  the  cost  of  the  order.  (The 
"Stage  Coach"  notepaper  arrived  in  late  May  and  53 
boxes  were  sold  to  the  students  and  alumnae.  It  can  be 
ordered  through  the  Alumnae  Office,  at  one  dollar  a  box.) 
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7  "&tagf  (Enarl)"— Saint  Mary's  Notepaper 

•S®  Life  at  Saint  Mary's — Her  own  history 

J»  Order  now  from: 

%  ALUMNAE  OFFICE 

Mrs.  J.  W.  Edmundson  was  elected  chapter  reporter  for 
the  BULLETIN.  The  following  were  appointed  by  the 
president  to  serve  on  the  nominating  committee  to  report 
at  the  October  meeting :  Miss  Hattie  Lee  Borden,  chair- 
man, Mrs.  William  Royall  and  Miss  Sara  Giddens.  Misses 
Betty  Micheaux,  Cleaves  Stenhouse,  and  Borden  were 
elected  delegates  to  the  annual  meeting  to  be  held  on  June 
5  at  Saint  Mary's. 

Sixteen  members  out  of  44  have  paid  their  alumnae 
dues.    $25.00  has  been  given  to  Dining  Room  Fund  so  far. 

The  president  served  punch,  cookies,  and  nuts.  Ap- 
proximately 20  alumnae  attended. 

Mabel  Humphrey  Edmonson,  reporter 

DURHAM 

From  Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr,  Sr.,  project  chairman, 
comes  this  report :  "It  gives  me  much  pleasure  to  enclose 
the  check  for  $100.00  from  the  Durham  Chapter  as  our 
part  of  the  fund  for  redecorating  the  dining  room."  This 
amount  was  raised  at  small  bridge  luncheons  given  by  the 
members.  The  Chapter  met  on  May  18  with  Mrs.  J.  M.  M. 
Gregory,  Jr.,  president,  to  report  on  the  progress  of  this 
fund-raising  project.  Fifteen  members  out  of  42  have 
paid  their  dues. 
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Saint  Maky's  School 


ROCKY  MOUNT-TARBORO 

Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  president,  was  the  guest  speaker 
at  the  luncheon  meeting  of  the  Rocky  Mount  and  Tarboro 
Chapters  on  March  10  at  the  New  Ricks  Hotel.  Mrs. 
Franklin  Wilson,  president  of  the  Rocky  Mount  Chapter, 
presided,  and  introduced  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell,  alumnae  sec- 
retary, who  in  turn  introduced  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone. 

The  president  spoke  on  the  improvements  in  the  school's 
curriculum,  buildings  and  social  activities.  Miss  Bell  sug- 
gested ways  of  raising  funds  for  the  improvements  of  the 
dining  hall.  Nominations  for  president  of  the  Tarboro 
Chapter  was  discussed,  and  later  Miss  Beverly  Bridgers 
was  elected  to  serve.  The  Tarboro  Chapter  has  given 
donations  of  $30.00  to  the  dining  room  fund.  Very  few 
members  of  these  two  chapters  have  paid  their  alumnae 
dues,  considering  the  number  on  each  chapter  list. 

Fourteen  Rocky  Mount  alumnae  attended  the  meeting, 
and  ten  from  the  Tarboro  Chapter. 

WILSON 

The  Wilson  Chapter  met  on  the  evening  of  April  27  at 
the  home  of  Mrs.  H.  C.  McNair.  Mrs.  James  C.  Dempsey, 
Jr.,  president,  presided,  and  Mrs.  Robert  Farris,  secretary, 
read  the  minutes  of  the  last  meeting,  stating  that  $25.75 
was  realized  on  the  dance  given  in  February  at  St.  Tim- 
othy's parish  house. 

The  president  read  a  letter  from  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell, 
alumnae  secretary,  saj'ing  the  money  was  turned  over  to 
the  Dining  Room  Redecoration  Fund.  Miss  Bell  also  told 
of  work  being  done  by  other  chapters  and  commended  the 
reactivated  Wilson  Chapter. 


WILSON  CHAPTER — An  up-and-coming  chapter  met  on  April 
27  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  H.  C.  McXair  to  plan  a  benefit  bridge 
party — a  local  project  to  raise  money  for  the  Dining  Room 
Redecoration  Fund.  The  chapter  cleared  $47.00  on  this  project 
and  has  donated  $72.75  to  the  Fund.  Chapter  was  organized 
in  October,  1047. 

Mrs.  George  Sherwood  and  Mrs.  T.  P.  Thomas  were 
elected  delegates  to  the  annual  meeting  on  June  5  at  Saint 
Mary's;  Mrs.  Dempsey  and  Mrs.  Farris  will  also  attend. 
Plans  were  made  for  a  benefit  bridge  party  to  be  given  at 
St.  Timothy's  parish  house  on  May  12,  and  the  proceeds 
from  this  will  also  go  to  the  Dining  Room  project. 

Guy  Cox,  local  photographer,  took  a  picture  of  the 
group  for  the  BULLETIN.    Mrs.  MaeNair  served  delicious 

refreshments.     Eleven  alumnae  attended  the  meeting. 

*     #     * 

The  Wilson  ( lhapter  gave  a  benefit  bridge  party  on  Wed- 
nesday evening,  May  12,  at  St.  Timothy's  parish  house. 
The  project  was  directed  by  the  chapter  president,  with 
various  members  in  charge  of  flowers,  tables  and  refresh- 
ments. The  party  was  verj'  successful.  Twenty-three 
tables  of  guests  played  with  many  prizes  given.    The  gifts 
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were  homemade  cakes  and  cartons  of  cigarettes,  donated 
by  chapter  members.  At  the  conclusion  of  play,  ice  cream 
and  homemade  cookies  were  served. 

The  chapter  realized  $47.00  from  the  project,  making 
their  total  donation  to   the   Dining  Room  Fund,  $72.75. 
Nineteen  out  of  57  chapter  members  have  paid  their  dues. 
Mary  Lib  Nash  Farris,  secretary 

CHARLOTTE 

The  Charlotte  Chapter  met  with  Mrs.  L.  B.  Newell,  921 
Berkeley  Avenue,  on  Frida3r  afternoon,  May  14th.  While 
the  attendance  was  small,  it  was  most  enthusiastic. 

The  following  officers  were  elected :  Mrs.  L.  B.  Newell, 
president;  Mrs.  J.  Emmett  Sebrell,  Jr.,  treasurer;  Mrs. 
James  0.  Walker,  secretary ;  Mrs.  Faison  Kuester,  pub- 
licity chairman.  Several  girls  paid  their  dues,  and  there 
was  quite  a  nice  little  sum  collected  for  the  dining  room 
fund.  Those  present  were  especially  interested  in  plan- 
ning to  have  a  card  party  before  the  president  went  to 
Raleigh  in  June  to  make  her  report  for  the  year. 

Mrs.  W.  H.  Lambeth,  of  Nashville,  Tenn.,  an  old  Saint 
Mary's  girl,  who  lived  many  years  in  Charlotte  was  very 
recently  back  in  Charlotte  with  her  sister,  Mrs.  Arthur 
Mowry,  for  her  nephew's  wedding.  Miss  Alice  Jones  will 
spend  the  summer  in  Europe  leaving  in  June.  Her  sister, 
Elizabeth,  who  is  now  Mrs.  Norman  Boehmer,  Prospects 
Heigh,  111.,  has  a  lovely  baby  girl  named  for  its  mother. 
Mrs.  Alice  Alexander  Conner,  who  heads  the  Junior 
League  of  Charlotte,  is  just  back  from  a  trip  to  the  Na- 
tional Convention  at  French  Lick,  Ind. 

Annie  Rogers  Newell,  president 
*     *     * 

The  Charlotte  Chapter  sponsored  a  bridge  party  at  the 
parish  house  on  Wednesday  morning,  June  2,  at  11  o'clock. 
Mrs.  Rosalie  W.  Haynes  and  Mrs.  L.  B.  Newell,  president, 
were  in  charge  of  arrangements.  A  small  admission  was 
charged. 

A  total  of  $75.00  was  realized  on  the  project  and  was 
given  to  the  Dining  Room  Redecoration  Fund.  The  Char- 
lotte Chapter  has  given  a  total  of  $176.50  to  this  Fund, 
the  most  given  by  any  alumnae  chapter.  Mrs.  L.  B.  Newell 
is  to  be  commended  for  her  splendid  work  on  this  alumnae 
project.  There  are  over  40  members  with  paid  dues,  a 
great  increase  over  last  year ;  and  again  this  is  due  to  the 
president's  active  interest. 

HENDERSON 

The  Henderson  Chapter  met  on  Thursday,  May  27,  at 
the  home  of  Mrs.  R,  G.  S.  Davis,  Sr.  Mrs.  John  W.  S. 
Davis,  president,  presided.  The  main  business  of  the 
afternoon  was  the  election  of  officers  for  the  coming  year, 
which  are  as  follows :  president,  Mrs.  T.  P.  Gholson  (Annie 
Herbert  Lamb)  ;  vice-president,  Mrs.  John  R.  Parham 
(Eliza  Lewis)  ;  secretary,  Mrs.  Frank  Legg,  Jr.  (Mary  Fox 
Clark)  ;  treasurer,  Miss  Betty  C.  Jones;  and  BULLETIN 
reporter,  Mrs.  R,  G.  S.  Davis,  Sr.  (Mary  Shuford). 

All  members  of  the  chapter  were  invited  to  attend  the 
annual  meeting  on  June  5  at  School.  After  other  brief 
matters  of  business  were  discussed,  refreshments  were 
served  to  a  good  attendance. 

The  Henderson  Chapter  has  given  a  sum  of  $110.00  to 
the  Dining  Room  project  and  IS  out  of  67  members  have 
paid  their  dues.  Sarah  Dawson  Davis,  president 
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SCOTLAND  NECK 

The  Scotland  Neck  Chapter  held  their  first  meeting  of 
the  year  on  Wednesday  afternoon,  April  14,  at  the  home 
of  Miss  Nannie  Lamb,  president.  Plans  for  raising  money 
to  assist  with  the  redecoration  of  the  dining  room  at  Saint 
Mary's  were  discussed,  and  at  this  time  we  voted  to  table 
that  request  until  a  future  date.  We  are  truly  sorry  that 
we  cannot  help  with  this  fine  project  at  Saint  Mary's,  but 
another  local  cause  is  taking  all  of  our  money,  time,  and 
efforts.  A  delegate  to  the  annual  meeting  was  not  elected. 
The  chapter  list  was  revised,  and  dues  from  15  members 
out  of  20  were  turned  in.  This  high  percentage  of  75 
per  cent  won  for  the  Scotland  Neck  Chapter  the  Member- 
ship Cup,  this  being  the  fourth  time. 

After  the  meeting,  delicious  ice  cream,  cake  and  nuts 
were  served  to  eight  alumnae. 


The  Chapter  met  again  on  May  12,  Alumnae  Day,  at 
which  time  the  letter  from  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell,  alumnae 
secretary,  was  read  and  discussed.  There  were  eight 
members  present,  and  cookies,  crackers  and  iced  drinks 
were  served.  Miss  Rebe  Shields  of  Raleigh,  formerly  of 
Scotland  Neck,  was  appointed  to  give  the  chapter  report 
at  the  annual  meeting  on  June  5. 

Nannie  Lamb,  president 

RICHMOND 

The  spring  luncheon  meeting  of  the  Richmond  Chapter 
was  held  on  May  15  in  the  Franklin  Terrace  Tea  Room. 
Mrs.  Travis  Poole,  president,  presided. 

The  following  officers  for  next  year  were  appointed : 
president,  Mrs.  William  Carleton ;  vice-president,  Mrs. 
George  White ;  treasurer,  Mrs.  Emanuel  Wallerstein,  and 
secretary,  Mrs.  George  Barnard,  Jr.  Mrs.  Albert  Stuart, 
Jr.,  was  elected  BULLETIN  reporter.  Several  committee 
chairman  were  appointed  to  carry  out  duties  necessary 
for  maintaining  the  alumnae  chapter. 

It  was  moved  and  seconded  that  we  send  $25.00  as  our 
contributions  toward  the  Dining  Room  Decoration  Fund. 


RICHMOND  CHAPTER  ELECTS  OFFICERS — Pictured  above 
are  the  1948-4!)  officers.  From  left  to  right,  Mrs.  George  Ii. 
White,  Jr.,  vice-president;  Mrs.  William  Carleton,  president; 
Mrs.  George  Barnard,  Jr.,  secretary;  and  Mrs.  Emanuel  Wal- 
lerstein, treasurer.  The  chapter  met  on  May  15  in  the  Franklin 
Terrace  Tea  Room.    Mrs.  Travis  Poole,  ex-president,  presided. 

A  newspaper  photographer  took  a  picture  of  the  newly 
elected  officers.  Sixteen  out  of  100  chapter  members  have 
paid  their  alumnae  dues,  and  a  total  of  $21.80  has  been 
given  to  the  Dining  Room  Fund.  Since  there  was  no  fur- 
ther business  the  meeting  was  adjourned. 

Martha  Diggs  Barnard,  secretary 


ASHEVILLE 

The  Asheville  Chapter  held  an  organizational  meeting 
at  the  home  of  Mrs.  John  W-  Tuton  (Ernestine  Rich)  at 
1:30  p.  m.  on  Saturday,  May  8.  A  dessert  course  was 
served  before  the  meeting. 

Miss  Jane  K.  Bell,  alumnae  secretary,  told  of  improve- 
ments made  at  Saint  Mary's.  She  told  of  the  school  life 
today  as  compared  with  yesterday,  and  discussed  the  or- 
ganization of  the  Asheville  Chapter. 

The  following  officers  were  named  for  the  newly  or- 
ganized chapter:  Mrs.  John  B.  Mitchell  (Mildred  Pit- 
tenger),  president;  Mrs.  Robert  McConnell  (Margaret 
Powell),  vice-president;  Mrs.  John  L.  Simmons  (Virginia 
Lee),  acting  secretary;  Mrs.  Josephine  Parker  Shaeffer, 
treasurer;  and  Miss  Eleanor  Hunt,  BULLETIN  reporter. 

There  were  21  members  present.  It  was  decided  to  meet  , 
again  in  October.  The  secretary  has  corrected  the  chapter 
list  and  sent  a  copy  to  the  alumnae  office.  The  chapter 
has  given  $5.00  to  the  Dining  Room  Fund,  and  the  treas- 
urer is  collecting  the  alumnae  dues.  The  chapter  presi- 
dent will  attend  the  annual  meeting  on  June  5  at  School. 
Virginia  Lee  Simmons,  secretary 

OXFORD 

The  Oxford  Chapter  held  an  organizational  meeting  on 
Monday  afternoon,  April  26,  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Charles 
Brewer.  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  president  of  the  associa- 
tion, attended  and  told  of  the  alumnae  chapters  and  the 
dining  room  project.  There  were  17  members  present 
and  they  were  all  delighted  to  be  back  in  the  fold. 

Mrs.  Joe  Baird,  Jr.  (Lucy  Floyd),  was  elected  presi- 
dent; Mrs.  Rives  Taylor  (Patty  Lewis),  vice-president; 
Mrs.  George  Duffy  (Helen  Witten),  secretary  and  BUL- 
LETIN reporter,  and  Mrs.  J.  R.  Harris,  Jr.  (Mary  Green 
Thiem),  treasurer. 

It  is  our  aim  to  have  100  per  cent  membership  in  the 
alumnae  association  by  May,  1949.  The  treasurer,  Mrs. 
Harris,  reported  thirteen  (almost  50  per  cent)  paid  mem- 
bers already.  The  next  chapter  meeting  will  be  held  in 
November.  The  chapter  officers  will  attend  the  annual 
meeting  on  June  5  at  School.  The  chapter  list  was  brought 
up  to  date  and  sent  to  the  Alumnae  Office. 

Helen  Witten  Duffy,  secretary 

HILLSBORO 

The  Hillsboro  Chapter  held  an  organization  meeting 
at  the  home  of  Mrs.  James  Webb  on  the  afternoon  of  April 
26.  Mrs.  Webb  presided  and  the  following  officers  were 
elected:  Mrs.  James  Webb  (Margaret  Raney),  president; 
Mrs.  Cheshire  Webb  (Liza  Drane),  vice-president;  Miss 
Peggy  Gates,  BULLETIN  reporter  and  secretary;  Mrs. 
Donald  S.  Matheson  (Elizabeth  Webb),  treasurer. 

Mrs.  Webb  read  the  letter  received  from  Miss  Jane  K. 
Bell,  alumnae  secretary.  We  discussed  ways  and  means 
to  raise  funds  for  the  dining  room  project,  and  it  was 
decided  that  the  members  would  give  individually.  Our 
contributions  amounted  to  $25.00,  which  was  turned  over 
to  the  fund. 

The  president,  urged  all  the  members  to  attend  Alumnae 
Day  on  June  5  at  School.  A  delegate  was  not  appointed. 
Eleven  out  of  14  members  paid  their  dues,  and  the  Chapter 
would  have  Avon  the  Membership  Cup  had  the  members 
paid  the  full  $2.00  dues.  Peggy  Gates,  secretary 
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WARRENTON 

The  Warrenton  Chapter  met  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  "W. 
Lunsford  Long  on  April  13  with  six  members  attending. 
After  a  brief  business  session,  in  which  we  decided  to  have 
a  benefit  bridge  to  raise  money  for  the  dining  hall  project, 
the  following  officers  were  elected :  Mrs.  Charles  A.  Tuck- 
er (Jennie  Jackson),  president,  and  Miss  Margaret  Rod- 
well,  secretary  and  treasurer.  The  chapter  list  was  cor- 
rected and  some  dues  were  collected.  It  was  decided  that 
Mrs.  Tucker  and  Miss  Rodwell  attend  the  annual  meeting- 
one  June  5  at  School. 

Mrs.  Long  served  a.  delicious  tea,  assisted  by  Miss  Rosa 
Beckwith,  a  future  Saint  Mary's  belle.  The  Chapter  agreed 
that  we  "must  do  a  better  job  of  talking  about  Saint 
Mary's,  with  emphasis  on  the  contribution  which  she  has 
to  offer  from  a  religious  angle  in  these  troubled  times," 
to  quote  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Long. 


A  benefit  bridge  was  held  by  the  Warrenton  Chapter  on 
Thursday  night,  May  6,  at  the  homes  of  Mrs.  W.  Lunsford 
Long  and  Mrs.  Charles  A.  Tucker.  Eighteen  tables  of 
bridge  were  in  play,  and  $30.00  was  cleared  and  turned 
over  to  the  Dining  Room  Redecoration  Fund.  Bridge 
and  bingo  prizes  were  awarded  at  each  home.  Ice  cream, 
cookies  and  salted  nuts  were  served.  Many  alumnae 
played  during  the  evening. 

Margaret  Rodwell,  secretary 

CHAPEL  HILL 

The  Chapel  Hill  Chapter  has  not  met  since  the  reorgani- 
zational  meeting  in  Februar.y,  but  extensive  efforts  to  col- 
lect funds  for  the  dining  room  project  have  been  made  by 
the  president,  Mrs.  E.  K.  Powe,  III.  The  chapter  has 
given  a  total  of  $32.50  b3r  individual  contributions.  Mrs. 
Collier  Cobb,  Sr.,  was  appointed  to  represent  the  chapter 
at  the  annual  general  meeting  on  June  5  at  school. 

Mrs.  Henry  House,  treasurer,  has  sent  out  material  to 
each  member  in  an  effort  to  increase  the  alumnae  member- 
ship in  the  association.  Eight  out  of  50  members  have  paid. 
The  chapter  list  has  been  corrected  and  turned  over  to  the 
Alumnae  Office. 

WINSTON-SALEM 

The  Winston-Salem  Chapter,  organized  in  February, 
held  a  benefit  bridge  on  Wednesday,  April  7,  at  8  p.  m. 
in  the  auditorium  of  the  Y.W.C.A.  Husbands  and  other 
gentlemen  attended  as  well  as  all  we  ladies  ! 

Coca-cola,  lemon  wafers,  and  salted  peanuts  were  served 
on  the  tables  during  the  game.  The  local  stores  and  a  few 
individuals  donated  the  many  prizes.  We  made  $107.50 
on  the  benefit  bridge,  and  in  addition  to  that,  we  received 
donations  from  alumnae  who  were  unable  to  attend,  mak- 
ing a  grand  total  of  $157.50.  (A  sum  of  $2.50  was  turned 
in  later. — Ed.) 

Mrs.  Wallace  Dun,  Jr.  (Emily  Hunt)  was  general  chair- 
man of  the  project  and  took  all  reservations.  The  tele- 
phone committee  was  composed  of  Annette  Chance,  Sarah 
Stockton,  Mrs.  Robert  Sills,  Jr.  (Lueretia  Hill)  and  Mrs. 
Joseph  L.  Carlton  (Tempe  Yarborough).  Mrs.  Paul 
Wright,  Jr.  (Melba  Chamblee)  was  in  charge  of  tables  and 


chairs,  and  Mrs.  O.  K.  LaRoque,  Jr.  (Suzanne  Weeks) 
arranged  for  the  prizes.  Mrs.  Joseph  R.  Fletcher  was  at 
the  door  attending  the  tickets.  Mrs.  John  A.  Glenn,  Jr. 
(Betsy  Hobby)  and  Mrs.  Charles  J.  Tucker  (Betsy  Rod- 
well)  were  in  charge  of  refreshments,  and  they  helped 
serve  along  with  Annette  Chance,  Mrs.  Wallace  Dunn,  Jr., 
and  Mrs.  Ben  Willis  (Agnes  Peschau). 

Joan  Hassler  and  Christine  Gray  were  in  charge  of 
reservations  for  the  alumnae  at  Salem  College. 

Last  but  not  least,  I  want  to  mention  our  fine  president, 
Mrs.  Larry  Maddison  (Jane  Purrington),  who  gave  gen- 
erously of  her  time  and  energy,  as  did  Mrs.  Garnett  Saun- 
ders, Jr.  (Georgia  Goodson). 

The  chapter  list  has  been  corrected  and  sent  to  the 
Alumnae  Office,  but  only  eight  out  of  100  members  have 
paid  their  dues.  No  delegates  were  appointed  to  attend 
the  annual  meeting  on  June  5. 

Agnes  Peschau  Willis,  secretary 

NORFOLK 

The  Norfolk  Chapter  held  a  reorganization  luncheon 
meeting  at  the  Norfolk  Yacht  and  Country  Club  on  Fri- 
day, May  21,  at  1  p.  m.,  with  Mrs.  John  Crawford  (Betty 
Willcox),  vice-president,  presiding,  in  the  absence  of  Mrs. 
James  B.  Oliver,  president,  who  had  mumps. 

After  a  lovely  three-coure  luncheon,  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell, 
alumnae  secretary,  talked  informally  on  the  news  at  Saint 
Mary's,  various  changes  in  the  social  life,  and  gave  some 
ideas  for  local  ways  and  means  to  raise  funds  for  the 
dining  room  project.  It  was  decided  to  have  a  benefit 
bridge  in  the  fall,  after  the  next  meeting  on  November  3, 
with  Mrs.  Walter  Whichard. 

Mrs.  W.  C.  Salley  (Katherine  Batts),  who  edited  the 
book,  Life  at  Saint  Mary's,  was  elected  president;  Mrs. 
William  Egelhoff  (Carol  Talbot),  vice-president;  Mrs. 
Henry  Whyte,  secretary -treasurer ;  and  Miss  Mary  West 
Paul,  BULLETIN  reporter.  Mrs.  Salley  presided  during 
the  remainder  of  the  business  session.  It  was  decided 
that  chapter  dues  of  50c  a  member  would  be  collected  to 
cover  chapter  expenses.  Fourteen  alumnae  attended.  The 
Norfolk  Chapter  has  given  $5.00  so  far  for  the  dining 
room  project  and  the  number  of  association  members  has 
increased  since  this  meeting. 

WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 

Saint  Mary's  alumnae  of  Washington,  D.  C,  and  vicinity 
held  an  organization  meeting  on  March  19  at  the  Kennedy- 
Warren  Hotel,  with  Miss  Dora.S.  Winters,  acting  chair- 
man, presiding.  Miss  Jane  K.  Bell,  alumnae  secretary, 
was  the  guest  speaker.  She  told  of  the  news  at  School 
and  the  alumnae  plans  of  the  year.  The  chapter  was  re- 
organized with  the  following  slate  of  officers :  president, 
Miss  Dora  S.  Winters  of  Washington,  D.  C. ;  vice-presi- 
dent, Mrs.  John  E.  Burleson  (Eleanor  Jackson)  of  Alex- 
andria, Va. ;  secretary,  Mrs.  Frances  S.  Harrell  (Sarah 
Hall)  of  Alexandria,  Va. ;  treasurer,  Miss  Ellis  Barnard 
of  Chevy  Chase,  Mel.,  and  BULLETIN  reporter,  Miss  Mil- 
dred Belts  of  Washington,  D.  C. 

The  chapter  list  has  been  corrected  and  the  treasurer 
has  sent  out  letters  in  an  effort  to  collect  memberships  to 
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the  association.  It  was  good  to  see  Mrs.  William  W. 
Dowries  (Peggy  Hopkins),  of  Baltimore,  Mel.,  former 
alumnae  secretary,  at  this  luncheon  meeting. 

Miss  Dora  Winters  attended  the  annual  meeting  on 
June  5,  and  reported  on  the  chapter  activities  during  the 
year. 

NEW  BEEN 

Miss  Frances  Roberts,  acting  chairman,  plans  to  call  an 
organizational  meeting  of  the  New  Bern  alumnae  in  the 
fall  in  order  to  form  an  active  alumnae  chapter  of  Saint 
Mary's  Alumnae  Association.  Plans  will  be  announced 
later. 

NEW  YOEK 

A  letter  will  be  sent  out  from  the  Alumnae  Office  in  June 
to  all  alumnae  of  New  York  and  vicinity  for  the  purpose 
of  determining  howr  many  alumnae  would  be  interested 
in  calling'  a  meeting  around  November  1  (Pounder's  Day) 
at  the  Cosmopolitan  Club.  Several  alumnae  (Elise  Bal- 
lard Martin,  Fielding  Douthat  Toy,  Julia  Ashworth  Smith, 
Dorothy  Kirtland  Phillips,  Eva  Lee  Glass  Appleby  and 
Martha  Newell)  are  very  interested  in  getting  all  Saint 
Mary's  girls  together  for  a  reunion. 

If  you  are  interested  in  the  meeting  and  wish  to  attend, 
please  notify  the  Alumnae  Office,  Saint  Mary's  School, 
Raleigh,  N.  C.  The  list  of  alumnae  in  that  area  is  not  up 
to  date  and  no  one  should  be  left  out ! 

WILMINGTON 

A  large  number.  (Around  40.  Largest  chapter  meeting 
this  year.  Ed.)  of  Wilmington  alumnae  met  at  St.  James 
Parish  House  on  Tuesday,  May  18,  for  the  purpose  of  re- 
organizing a  chapter  of  the  Alumnae  Association.  Mrs. 
David  S.  Harriss  (Elizabeth  Hoggard),  acting  chairman, 
presided,  and  introduced  the  speaker. 

Miss  Martha  Dabney  Jones,  Dean,  gave  a  most  inter- 
esting talk  which  met  with  an  enthusiastic  response.  Miss 
Jane  Bell,  alumnae  secretary,  was  also  present  and  told 
us  about  the  various  active  chapters  and  their  fund-rais- 
ing efforts  on  behalf  of  the  alumnae  projects  of  the  past 
few  years,  during  the  time  that  our  chapter  has  been 
inactive. 

The  following  officers  were  elected:  President,  Mrs. 
Kenneth  Sprunt  (Betsy  Long)  ;  vice-president,  Mrs.  Mars- 
den  Bellamy,  Jr.  (Jane  Snyder)  ;  secretary,  Mrs.  Alan 
Marshall  (Etta  Burt  Warren)  ;  treasurer,  Mrs.  Thomas 
H.  Wright,  Jr.  (Margaret  Taylor)  ;  and  BULLETIN  re- 
porter, Mrs.  John  N.  Alexius,  Jr.  (Frances  Warren)  Mrs. 
Bryan  Broaclfoot  was  appointed  ways  and  means  chair- 
man. 

Following  election  of  officers,  ways  and  means  of  rais- 
ing money  for  the  current  project,  the  redeeoration  of  the 
dining  room,  were  discussed.  It  was  decided  that  at  this 
late  hour  individual  donations  would  be  more  practical. 
To  facilitate  future  fund  raising,  the  president  appointed 
a  Ways  and  Means  Committee,  with  the  suggestion  being 
made  that  a  bridge  party  be  held  as  soon  as  arrangements 
could  be  made.  Donations  of  $12.00  were  given  since  the 
meeting,  and  the  membership  has  increased. 

Etta  Burt  Warren  Marshall,  secretary 


Gltapteli,  Needed 

The  Alumnae  Office  plans  to  be  busy  next  year  organiz- 
ing chapters  and  scheduling  meetings  for  the  various 
active  chapters  during  the  fall,  winter  and  early  spring. 
Chapter  presidents,  please  write  this  office  early  in  Sep- 
tember about  your  fall  meetings. 

And  as  to  organizing  and  reoganizing  chapters,  we 
need  your  help !  To  carry  out  completely  the  aim  of  the 
Alumnae  Council,  the  following  chapters  should  be  or- 
ganized: 

South  Carolina — Charleston  and  Columbia. 

Virginia — Roanoke,  Lynchburg,  Petersburg  and  Ports- 
mouth. 

Georgia — Atlanta,  Savannah  and  Augusta. 

Florida — Orlando  and  Jacksonville. 

Pennsylvania — Philadelphia  and  Germantown. 

North  Carolina — Edenton,  Elizabeth  City,  Kinston,  Con- 
cord, Greenville,  Hickory,  Washington,  Salisbury,  Hert- 
ford, High  Point,  Monroe,  Morganton,  Marion,  Roanoke 
Rapids,  Rockingham,  and  Jacksonville. 

That's  a  big  job  that  can  not  be  done  entirely  from 
this  office.  If  you  live  in  or  near  these  places  and  are 
interested  in  helping,  please  write  this  office  during  the 
summer  months.  In  this  way  we  can  make  plans  for  a 
full  year  of  constructive  work.  The  alumnae  secretary 
will  attend,  if  possible,  the  organizational  meetings. 

For  the  benefit  of  those  who  are  not  members  of  alum- 
nae chapters,  here's  a  resume  of  chapter  organization. 
First,  only  eight  alumnae  are  required  to  form  a  chapter 
according  to  the  constitution.  The  chapter  is  headed  by 
a  president,  vice-president,  secretary,  treasurer,  and  BUL- 
LETIN  reporter.  The  president  and  vice-president  call 
the  meetings  and  plan  the  chapter  activities.  The  secre- 
tary keeps  the  minutes  and  the  chapter  list  up  to  date. 
The  treasurer  collects  the  alumnae  dues  of  $2.00  minimum, 
and  the  chapter  dues  of  50  cents,  if  the  chapter  desires  to 
have  a  fund  to  cover  various  expenses.  And  the  BUL- 
LETIN reporter  sends  the  news  of  chapter  members  to 
the  alumnae  secretary  for  the  magazine.  The  chapter 
officers  serve  one  year  terms. 

The  chapters  meet  twice  or  three  times  a  year — around 
Founders'  Day,  November  1,  and  Alumnae  Day,  May  12. 
Chapter  activities  include  such  local  projects  as  bridge 
benefits,  tournaments,  high  school  dances,  luncheons,  teas 
for  prospective  students,  bazaars,  and  getting  orders  for 
Life  at  Saint  Mary's,  the  Wedgwood  plates  and  etc.  The 
purpose  of  the  fund-raising  projects  is  to  donate  to  the 
alumnae   project,   the   redeeoration   of   the   dining   room. 

The  chapter  treasurer  may  help  her  chapter  work  to 
win  the  Membership  Cup,  which  is  awarded  each  year  to 
thi'  chapter  having  the  highest  percentage  of  dues-pajdng 
members.  Our  membership  goal  for  1948-49  is  1,000  mem- 
bers and  over!  Considering  the  many  thousands  of  Saint 
Mary's  alumnae,  this  is  a  very  small  percentage. 

A  member  of  the  Association,  or  one  who  has  paid  her 
dues,  receives  the  BULLETIN  three  times  a  year  and  can 
take  an  active  part  in  the  general  alumnae  program,  her 
local  chapter  and  the  annual  meeting  of  Saint  Mary's 
Alumnae  Association  in  June. 
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*7<4e  Bellei.  Of  Saint  Ma>iif,<L 

by  Jane  K.  Bell,  '44,  Alumnae  Secretary 


It's  hard  to  realize  that  a  whole  school 
year  at  Saint  Mary's  has  passed  and  the 
annual  alumnae  meeting  has  come  and 
gone.  It  has  been  a  year  chuck  full  of 
fun,  as  well  as  work,  for  me — seeing  so 
many  of  you  on  the  19  alumnae  trips  we 
have  taken  this  year  and  at  the  Alumnae 
Luncheon  on  June  5. 

The  Wilson  Chapter  wins  the  honor  of 
having  the  most  delegates  here  for  the 
events.  Along  with  the  chapter  presi- 
dent, Mrs.  Jimmy  Dempsey,  Jr.,  came 
Mrs.  Robert  A.  Farris,  Mrs.  George  Sher- 
wood, Mrs.  C.  M.  Fleming,  Jr.,  Mrs.  E.  G. 
Joyner,  and  Mrs.  T.  P.  Thomas.  Mrs. 
Ernest  Hackney  (nee  Jean  Strickland) 
and  Betsy  Dempsey  attended  graduation 
also. 

There  were  quite  a  few  members  of 
the  class  of  194  3  here:  Mary  Burns  Det- 
gen  (Mrs.  John  R.)  of  Fayetteville,  Sarah 
Dawson  Davis  (Mrs.  John  W. )  of  Hen- 
derson, Mary  Ann  Dixon  of  Raleigh,  Hen- 
riette  Hampton  Morris  (Mrs.  Ben  R.)  of 
Gastonia,  Doris  Lloyd  Neely  (Mrs.  Kil- 
ford)  of  Raleigh,  Daphne  Richardson 
Spurlock  ( Mrs.  Harold )  of  Fayetteville, 
Sarah  Sanborn  Best  (Mrs.  Paul.  II)  of 
Goldsboro,  and  Dora  Winters  of  Wash- 
ington, D.  C.  This  attendance  surpassed 
the  classes  that  scheduled  reunions! 

It  was  good  to  see  so  many  of  last 
year's  seniors  back  for  commencement: 
Joan  Hassler  of  Thomasville,  Jean  Rob- 
erts of  Durham.  Clara  Justice  of  Marion. 
Lib  Taylor  of  Winston-Salem,  Jean 
Strickland  Hackney  and  Betsy  Dempsey 
of  Wilson.  Libby  Roberts  of  Culpeper, 
Va.,  Martha  Best  Yorke  of  Concord. 
Myrtle  Alston  of  Henderson,  Jane  Lewis 
of  Charleston,  S.  C,  and  Betsy  Tom  Law- 
rence and  Betty  Peirson  of  Raleigh. 

Amie  Watkins  and  Betty  Goodwyn,  of 
Henderson,  Mary  S.  Baskerville  of  War- 
renton,  and  Janie  Lee  Parker  and  Betty 
Peirson  of  Raleigh,  all  class  of  '46.  were 
also  back;  as  well  as  the  following  from 
class  of  1945:  Margaret  Rodwell  of  War- 
renton,  Ann  Nash  White  Kyle  of  Fay- 
etteville, Stuart  Verdery  Kerr  and  Nancy 
Wood  Carson,  now  of  Raleigh,  and  Mary 
Helen  Wilson,  Luzette  Callum,  Ann  Cutts, 
and  Jill  Allen,  all  of  Raleigh. 

The  class  of  19  4  4  planned  a  big  re- 
union,  but  few  showed  up  for  the  alum- 
nae luncheon.  Patty  Weaver  of  Ashe- 
ville,  Brent  Woodson  of  Salisbury.  Bettie 
Gaither  of  Elizabeth  City,  and  Margaret 
Winslow  of  Rocky  Mount,  were  in  Ra- 
leigh; Mary  Virginia  Freeman  of  Clarks- 
ville.  Va.,  attended,  and  Shirley  Goode  of 
Lynchburg,  Va.,  was  here  to  see  her  lit- 
tle sister,  Barbara,  graduate. 

Of  course  there  were  ten  dozen  more 
from  places  as  far  apart  as  Moorestown, 
N.  J.,  and  Orlando,  Fla..  and  I  wish  we 
could  name  them  all!  Next  year  on  Sat- 
urday, June  4,  I  hope  many  more  af  you 
will  plan  to  come  for  Alumnae  Day! 
*      *      * 

As  I  said,  we  have  taken  19  trips  dur- 
ing the  year  all  the  way  from  Washing- 
ton, D.  C„  way  down  to  Wilmington, 
N.  C.,  and  they  were  grand  fun!  It  gave 
us  a  big  thrill  to  see  alumnae  chapters 
forming  right  before  our  eyes.  They 
went  right  to  work  making  money  for 
the  dining  room  and  bringing  their  lists 
up  to  date.  Our  hostesses  couldn't  have 
been  nicer  to  us! 


Just  recently  Martha  Dabney  Jones, 
dean  of  students,  and  I  went  to  Wilming- 
ton for  a  chapter  reorganization  meeting 
and  visited  Elizabeth  Hoggard  Harriss 
(Mrs.  David  S.).  "Hoggie"  got  up  the 
largest  meeting  we've  been  to  all  year 
(over  40  attended).  While  we  were 
there,  Betsy  Long  Sprunt  (Mrs.  Kenneth 
M.)  took  us  over  the  grounds  of  Orton 
Plantation,  and  we  had  lunch  at  "Mag- 
nolia," Cornwallis'  headquarters,  which 
the  local  Junior  Leaguers  have  turned 
into  an  attractive  tea  room. 

While  in  Norfolk  on  May  21,  I  visited 
Mary  West  Paul  and  saw  Betty  Willcox 
Crawford  (Mrs.  John),  Carol  Talbot  Egle- 
hoff  (Mrs  William),  Ann  Phlegar,  and 
Sara  Thornton  (engaged).  They  had  a 
lovely  luncheon  at  the  Norfolk  Yacht 
and  Country  Club. 

i3etty  has  one  daughter,  Betsy,  age 
eigh^  months.  Janet  Tucker  Walker 
(Mr:;.  Bagley),  a  former  Raleigh  girl, 
was  at  the  luncheon.  She  has  a  new 
daughter,  Jane  Randolph,  born  on  Oc- 
tober 11.  besides  a  son,  Bagley,  Jr.,  age 
11,  and  a  daughter.  Toler,  age  eight. 
They  live  at  Lake  Smith,  near  Norfolk. 
Adelaide  Curtis  Snyder  (Mrs.  Charles) 
has  moved  back  to  Norfolk  from  Balti- 
more, and  now  lives  at  516  Warren  Cres- 
cent. She  has  two  sons,  Charles.  J.,  four 
and    one-half,    and    Curtis,    20    months. 


Jimmy  Dempsey  III,  three  years  old,  and 
Charles,  right,  two  years  old,  are  the 
sons  of  a  proud  mother,  Lossie  Fleming 
Dempsey,    (Mrs.   Jas.   C,   Jr.)    of  Wilson. 

And  speaking  of  children,  it  was  really 
worth  the  trip  to  Goldsboro  to  see  Sally 
Sanborn  Best's  son,  Sandy,  and  to  Wilson 
to  meet  Tassie  Fleming  Dempsey's  little 
sons,  Jimmy  III  and  Charles.  (See  pic- 
tures.) I  also  thoroughly  enjoyed  seeing 
St.  Andrew's  Episcopal  Church,  where 
the  Tarboro  group  held  their  first  meet- 
ing in  October.  The  old  graveyard  is 
fascinating  and  filled  with  antiquity. 
While  attending  a  luncheon  meeting  in 
Durham,  I  heard  of  a  Saint  Mary's  neigh- 
borhood on  Lakewood  Avenue,  for  Kath- 
erine  Legg  Carr  (expecting),  Ann  Burr 
Smith,  Ihrie  Pou  Carr,  and  Elizabeth 
Davis  Mallard  live  almost  next  to  each 
other.  It's  almost  the  same  way  in  Wil- 
mington on  Oleander  Drive! 


XEW  COUNCIL  MEMBER— Mrs.  Thomas 
Wright,  II,  of  Wilmington  (nee  Hannah 
Knowiton),  who  is  now  attending  the 
Lambeth  Conference  in  London  with  the 
Bishop,  was  installed,  in  absentia,  as  a 
member  of  the  Alumnae  Council.  Hannah 
and  Tom  sailed  on  the  day  of  the  annual 
meeting,  June  5. 

While  in  Wilmington,  we  heard  Han- 
nah Knowiton  Wright,  wife  of  Bishop 
Thomas  Wright  and  newly  elected  member 
of  Alumnae  Council,  tell  of  their  exciting 
plans  about  sailing  for  England.  They 
left  the  first  week  in  June  to  attend  the 
Lambeth  Conference  in  London,  July  1- 
August  8.  Their  hostess  wrote  that  food 
would  have  to  be  sent  to  them  each  week 
they  are  in  London.  Such  places  as  Lam- 
beth and  Buckingham  Palaces  and  West- 
minster Abbey  will  be  everyday  talk  with 
Kannar  when  she  returns. 

During  our  trips  we  have  acquired  a 
very  loyal  Salem  College  alumnae,  Mrs. 
James  A.  Gray  of  Winston-Salem,  who 
called  a  meeting  of  the  Saint  Mary's  girls 
at  her  home  and  got  very  good  response. 
Her  daughter,  Christine,  graduated  from 
Saint  Mary's  in  1946.  We  have  also 
adopted  as  an  honorary  alumna  the 
mother  of  Sarah,  Poncie  and  Suzanne 
Dawson,  Mrs.  C.  C.  Dawson  of  Cramer- 
ton  ,who  is  planning  to  organize  an  alum- 
nae chapter  in  Gaston  County.  She  is 
a  member  of  the  Board  of  Trustees. 
*      *      * 

Jean  Fulton  Wingerd  (Mrs.  E.  C,  Jr.) 
of  Chambersburg,  Pa.,  and  Margaret 
Gold  Swindell  Dickerman  (Mrs.  Paul) 
of  Wallingford,  Conn.,  are  both  expecting 
June  babies,  who  will  probably  arrive 
before  this  issue  comes  out.  Mildred 
Lee  Stout  (Mrs.  Doyle  Allison)  of  Den- 
ver, Co.,  also  expecting,  was  visiting  her 
mother  in  Goldsboro  while  we  were 
there.  New  Little  Mothers  in  Fayette- 
ville will  be  Kate  Broadfoot  Holmes 
(Mrs.  Oliver  Wendell)  in  June,  and  Sarah 
Stewart   Shaw    (Mrs.    Harry)    in   the   fall. 

Raleigh  will  boast  a  few  new  mothers 
in  the  fall,  too.  Namely,  Ann  Geoghegan 
White  (Mrs.  S.  M.),  Lolly  White  Norris 
(Mrs.  Tom,  Jr.),  Betsey  John  West  Odell 


36 


Bulletin  June  1948 


(Mrs.  John),  now  of  Concord,  Lib  Camp- 
bell Langley  (Mrs.  Edward  G.),  now  of 
Norfolk,  and  also,  Foxie  Clark  Legg  (Mrs. 
Frank )  of  Henderson.  Sarah  Sutton 
Tomlinson's  daughter,  Cantey  Venable, 
was  named  after  her  grandmother,  Cantey 
McDowell  Venable  Sutton,  '05,  and  her 
great-great-grandmother,  Mrs.  Charles  S. 
Venable,  also  a  Saint  Mary's  girl. 
*      *      * 

Since  the  March  issue  of  the  alumnae 
magazine,  we  have  had  quite  a  few  visi- 
tors in  the  Alumnae  Office:  Mrs.  T.  E. 
Britt  (nee  Margaret  Bailey,  '2  7)  of  Au- 
rora, Rebecca  Drane  and  Mrs.  F.  B. 
Drane  of  Monroe,  Margaret  Rodwell  of 
Warrenton,  Margaret  Norfleet  of  Jackson, 
Mrs.  William  Harrison  (nee  Kate 
Spruill)  of  Rocky  Mount,  Mrs.  Vance 
Brand  (nee  Katherine  Lyon,  '26)  of  Ur- 
bana,  Ohio,  Mrs.  Kenneth  M.  Sprunt  (nee 
Betsy  Long)  of  Wilmington,  Ruby  Leigh 
Williams  of  Roanoke  Rapids,  and  honey- 
mooners,  Charlotte  Crawford  and  Cad 
Arrendell,  who  were  on  their  way  to  Nor- 
folk to  visit  her  parents,  and  eventually 
to  Ponca  'City,  Okla.,  where  Cad  will 
practice  medicine.  While  in  Norfolk  in 
May  we  went  to  visit  them,  and  I'll  have 
to  say,  Charlotte  sho'  knows  how  to  pick 
a  husband! 

The  consecration  of  William  J.  Gordon, 
Jr.,  as  Bishop  of  Alaska  on  May  18  at 
the  Church  of  the  Good  Shepherd  in  Ra- 
leigh turned  out  to  be  a  Saint  Mary's  re- 
union. Mrs.  M.  Garnett  Saunders,  Jr. 
(nee  Georgia  Goods  on,  '34)  and  Mrs.  Ben 
Willis  (nee  Agnes  Peschau,  '3  4)  of  Win- 
ston-Salem, were  here.  Also,  Mrs.  Jimmy 
Dempsey,  Jr.,  (nee  Tassie  Fleming,  41) 
and  Mrs.  George  Sherwood  (nee  Kath- 
erine Fleming,  '37)  of  Wilson,  and  Mrs. 
Russell  Parham  (nee  Eliza  Lewis,  '34) 
and  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  (nee  Mary 
Richardson.  '3  7)   of  Henderson. 


Virginia  -Xaylor  Clements 

The  belles  of  Saint  Mary's  are  not  given 
to  staying  put.  Mrs.  Walter  Clements, 
Jr.,  (nee  Virginia  Naylor,  '3  2  Bus.),  is 
now  in  Newfoundland  with  her  family 
at  64  Empire  Ave.,  St.  John's.  She  writes 
her  mother,  Mrs.  Lola  Naylor,  our  sweet 
nurse,  tales  of  eating  rhubarb  pie,  few 
vegetables  and  fresh  lobsters  ...  of  fog 
horns,  boats  and  fishing  in  King's  River, 
and  of  activities  at  the  local  Woman's 
Club.  She  is  pictured  above  aboard 
Fort  Amhyi'st  in  March.  Her  husband  is 
a  colonel  in  the  Ninth  Air  Corps.  They 
will  return  to  Enfield  this  summer. 

Susie  Hill  Taylor,  '20.  of  Valle  Crucis, 
N.  C,  is  quite  a  celebrity  these  days.  She 
sailed  from  New  Orleans  on  May  14  for 
Venezuela,  where  she  was  appointed  to 
head  the  women's  work  at  the  American 


International  Organizational  Headquar- 
ters. This  work  is  sponsored  by  Nelson 
Rockefellow.  who  was  invited  by  the 
South  Americans  to  promote  community 
centers  for  better  living  conditions,  bet- 
ter educational  and  sanitary  facilities. 
Formerly  Susie  was  the  National  Head 
of  Women's  Work  in  the  Farm  Security 
Organization  in  Washington,  D.  C. 

*  *      * 

Mrs.  J.  M.  Gatling  (nee  Clara  Mardrel 
of  Windsor,  writes  that  she  visited  her 
daughter,  Phyllis  Gatling  Sandvig  (.Mrs. 
G.  V.)  and  son,  Chris,  in  the  Hawaiian 
Islands  last  fall— Kaneohe,  I.  H.,  to  be 
exact.  They  have  now  returned  to  Wind- 
sor to  stay  wnile  Lt.  Sandvig  is  spending 
six  months  in  China.  Billie  Rose,  for- 
merly of  Henderson,  has  been  in  Hono- 
lulu, Hawaii,  since  last  August. 

And  according  to  our  alumnae  records, 
we  have  another  alumna  in  Honolulu, 
Mrs.  David  S.  Witherington  III  (nee 
Frances  Smith,  '40),  who  lives  at  3150 
Huelani  Place.  Mrs.  Donald  E.  Williams 
(nee  Laura  Gordon,  '40)  and  Lucy  Lee 
Vaughan,  '43,  are  living  at  Pernambuco 
and  Rio  de  Janeiro,  Brazil,  respectively. 
Laura's  husband  is  a  missionary.  Mrs. 
John  C.  Hill  III  (nee  Mary  Helen  Rod- 
nian,  '40)  and  Mrs.  William  B.  Rodman 
(nee  Susan  Xoble,  '41)  are  in  Cuba,  with 
Mary  Helen  at  Guantanamo  Bay.  Susan's 
husband  is  stationed  in  Cuba,  and  she  is 
having  a  time  with  her  two  sons,  Roddy 
and  Buddy.  There  are  others  listed  out- 
side the  U.  S. :  Alaska,  Mrs.  Robert  Bas- 
kerville  III  (nee  Erne  Flanagan,  '37); 
Panama:  Mrs.  William  Gordon  (nee 
Frances  Piatt,  '34);  Japan:  Mrs.  Joseph 
Bowman  (Mary  O'Keeffe,  '40) ;  Geneva, 
Switzerland:  Mrs.  James  D.  Corbin  (nee 
Betty  Via,  '43);  Germany:  Mrs.  Boyde 
F.  Reeder  (nee  Betsy  Gallagher,  '42; 
c/o  Postmaster,  N.  Y.:  Mrs.  John  W. 
Moses  (nee  Virginia  Manning,  '40),  and 
San  Juan,  Puerto  Rico:  Mrs.  Stark 
Heriot  (nee  Eleanor  Rice,  '23).  If  we 
are  wrong,  please  check  us! 

*  *      * 

Now  to  close  with  a  few  belle-items 
gathered   from   here  and   there : 

Mrs,  Homer  E.  Wright,  Jr.  (nee  Betsy 
Casteen,  '42  H.  S.)  is  the  mother  of  twin 
girls,  born  this  winter.  .  .  .  Peggy  Cates 
attended  June  Week  at  Annapolis  and 
returned  with  a  fiance;  wedding,  June 
6.  in  Hillsboro.  .  .  .  Mrs.  John  Spicer, 
Jr.  (nee  Cora  Collier)  and  family 
have  returned  to  Goldsboro  (20  4  N. 
James  St. )  from  Chicago.  .  .  .  Mrs. 
Charles  Connor,  Jr.,  (nee  Alice  Alex- 
ander, '33)  of  Charlotte,  was  recently 
elected  president  of  the  Charlotte  Junior 
League  for  next  year.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Jack 
Jackson  (nee  Betty  Bencini)  and  Jack 
are  living  in  Chapel  Hill.  .  .  .  Hattie  Lee 
Borden  of  Goldsboro  headed  a  success- 
ful campaign  for  Cancer  Control  for 
Wayne  County  this  year.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Wil- 
liam Carraway  (nee  Mela  Royall)  is  mov- 
ing to  Washington,  D.  C,  in  June.  .  .  . 
Mrs.  Thomas  O'Berry  (nee  Ellen  Lewis) 
and  family  of  Goldsboro  plan  to  move 
into  a  new  house,  201  South  William  St., 
in  June.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Mark  Lindsey  (nee 
Janet  James,  '40  H.  S.)  and  family,  of 
Hamlet,  will  move  to  Detroit  by  July  1; 
Mark  will  begin  a  surgical  residency  at 
Henry  Ford  Hospital.  Janet  writes  that 
she  has  seen  Happy  Hoover  Fanes  of 
Thomasville.  Olivia  Anne  Smith,  Sara 
Xair  James,  Eleanor  Thomas  Land,  Dedi 
Fetner  and  Joyce  Cooper  in  the  past  few 
months.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Robert  Cochran  (nee 
Polly  Lindsay,  '42),  is  living  in  Jackson- 


HONEYMOOXKRS  AT  SKA  ISLAM) — 
Air.  and  Mrs.  Doug  Kerr  enjoy  a  bike  ride 
at  Sea  Island;  they  were  wed  on  April  17 
in  Fayetteville.  Mrs.  Kerr  is  the  former 
Stuart  Vcrdcry,  '45,  of  Fayettville.  At 
home,  C-202  Boylan  Apartments,  Raleigh. 

ville,  Fla.,  where  her  husband,  Major 
Cochran,  U.S.M.C,  is  stationed.  .  .  .  Mar- 
garet deRosset,  '4  4.  makes  frequent  week- 
end trips  to  Wrightsville  Beach;  Hannah 
Lyon,  '44,  is  now  visiting  an  army  uncle 
in  Indiana.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Edwin  A.  Penick, 
Jr.,  (nee  Jane  Clark  Cheshire,  '4  4) 
and  Ed  are  spending  the  summer 
directing  Camp  Vade  Mecum.  .  .  .  Fan- 
nie Cooper  of  Henderson  sponsored 
for  a  Horse  Show  in  Vance  County  in 
May.  .  .  .  Ann  Cutts,  '45,  is  working  at 
radio  station  WRAL  in  Raleigh,  while 
Jean  Huske,  '45,  holds  forth  at  WFNC 
in  Fayetteville.  .  .  .  Caroline  Long,  '45, 
is  planning  a  trip  to  Europe  this  summer, 
while  Anna  Margaret  Moomaw,  '45,  courts 
an  Englishman  named  "Johnny."  .  .  .  Betsy 
London  Cordon,  '4  5,  of  Raleigh,  sailed  from 
New  York  on  June  9  for  a  tour  abroad; 
Janie  Lee  Parker.  '46,  was  in  the  May 
Court  at  UNC,  Chapel  Hill,  on  May 
2,  at  the  Forest  Theater.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Alex 
Howard  (nee  Harriet  AVhitaker,  '44)  is 
now  keeping  house  in  the  Kinston  Apart- 
ments. .  .  .  Mrs.  J.  W.  Dickey,  Jr.,  (nee 
Betty  Lou  Britt,  '4  3 )  and  husband  are 
now  living  in  Winston-Salem,  where  she 
is  a  Red  Cross  case  worker  and  he  has  a 
residency  in  surgery  at  Bowman-Gray 
Hospital;  they  were  married  in  Decem- 
ber in  Cleveland,  Ohio.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Booker 
Carter  (nee  Anna  Bohannon,  '2S)  and 
Mrs.  John  Weber  ( nee  Olivia  Mobley, 
'26)  are  living  in  Martinsville.  Va.  .  .  . 
Mrs.  Rawls  Howard  (nee  Madeline  Jen- 
kins, '2S )  has  a  son,  Rawls,  Jr.,  born  in 
October.  .  .  .  Katherine  "Teeny"  Royall, 
'47,  of  Goldsboro,  has  been  appointed 
chairman  of  coed  advisers  at  UNC  for 
next  year.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Lynn  T.  Stuckey  (nee 
Anne  Tyler,  '41)  lives  in  Arlington,  Va., 
where  Lynn  owns  a  photography  busi- 
ness; no  children.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Harry 
Jacobs  (nee  Nina  Gibbs)  of  New  Bern 
attended  the  annual  alumnae  meeting  on 
June  5.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Douglas  A.  Powell  (nee 
Dora  Hayes,  '39)  and  daughter,  Sarah, 
two  years  old,  live  in  Arden,  and  often 
sees  Mrs.  John  B.  Mitchell  (nee  Mildred 
Pittenger)  of  Hendersonville.  .  .  .  Mrs. 
Ernest  Judson  Davis  (nee  Mattie  King 
Hancock,  '24)  of  Beaufort,  visited  Saint 
Mary's  on  May  12  to  enter  her  daughter 
for  1949;  they  are  building  a  home  in 
Beaufort.  .  .  .  AND  Mrs.  Phillip  D.  O'Con- 
nell  (nee  Perry  Walton,  '35)  now  lives 
at  West  Palm  Beach,  Fla..  where  Mrs. 
Cecil  Peek  (nee  Margaret  Taylor)  lives, 
too. 
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CLASS  SECRETARY:  Agnes  Barton 
Dysart  (Mrs.  John  O.),  20  West  Earle 
Street,  Greenville,  S.   C. 

Dear  Girls: 

Our  class  has  two  daughters  at  Saint 
Mary's  this  year:  Helen  Eppes,  daughter 
of  Helen  Peoples  Eppes  (Mrs.  C.  H.),  of 
153  Young  Avenue,  Henderson,  and 
Joan  Moore  Stieber,  middle  daughter  of 
Frances  Strong  Stieber  (Mrs.  Frederick 
M.),  of  959  Highland  Avenue,  Pelham 
Manor  65,  N.  T.  Frances  has  an  older 
daughter  who  is  in  training  at  St.  Luke's 
Hospital,  N.Y.C.,  and  a  younger  one  still 
in  high  school. 

Frances  also  wrote  that  Joan's  great- 
grandmother  arrived  at  Saint  Mary's  by 
stagecoach,  which  brings  back  to  our 
minds  that  delightful  pageant  at  Saint 
Mary's  Centennial  in  1942.  Helen  Peo- 
ples has  two  sons,  both  married  and  each 
with  one  son,  so  she  says.  "I'm  a  settled 
old  grandma,  and  really  love  it."  (Helen 
Eppes,  '4  7,  graduated  salutatorian  of 
her  class.      Ed.) 

Margaret  Bottum,  R.F.D.  No.  1,  Hich- 
man  Mills,  Mo.,  has  had  exciting  life, 
ranging  from  Executive  Secretary  of 
American  Red  Cross,  to  work  in  West 
Virginia  coal  fields,  to  being  blown  by 
a  tornado  into  a  U.  S.  government  office. 
She  says  Missouri  is  famous  for  its  vari- 
able weather,  ranging  from  18  degrees 
below  to   112  above. 

As  for  me,  I  have  lived  a  more  or 
less  quiet  life,  if  bringing  up  six  children 
can  be  termed  quiet.  My  oldest  daugh- 
ter is  married  and  has  one  son.  My 
second  daughter,  Anne,  who  graduated 
from  Saint  Mary's  in  1944,  is  teaching 
school  near  Charlotte.  I  have  two  sons 
and  twin  daughters  of  fourteen,  who  I 
hope  will  also  get  to   Saint  Mary's  soon. 

It  was  with  great  regret  that  I  learned 
of  the  death  of  Gladys  Yates  Fahrion 
(Mrs.  Frank  G. )  on  September  24,  1944, 
at   Newport,   Rhode   Island. 

Allene  Thornburg  was  last  heard  from 
in  China. 

Jane.  I  always  enjoy  the  BULLETIN, 
but  after  this  experience,  I  realize  how 
hard  it  must  be  for  you  to  get  Alumnae 
news.  Hope  to  hear  from  more  of  you 
this  summer! 

1920 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Katherine  Batts 
Salley  (Mrs.  W.  O,  1600  West  49th 
Street,   Norfolk   8,   Va. 

Dear   Classmates: 

What  has  happened  to  most  of  you? 
I  think  we  need  a  Reunion.  What's 
chances  for  one  in  1950?  We  really 
should  have  one  more  before  we  begin 
to  get  to  the  old  lady  class.  Or  some- 
one dies. 

Lucy  London  says  her  death  notice 
"with  all  correct  details  (except  death) 
was  in  the  December  BULLETIN  by  mis- 
take." She  continues:  "But  I'm  very 
much  alive  and  expecting  to  be  a  grandma 
any  day  now.  I  always  expected  to  take 
up  a  hobby  of  flowers  or  writing  when  my 
children  were  grown  but  guess  I  won't 
have  a  chance.  My  Lucy  Lynn  is  just  nine 
now  and  I'll  have  a  grandchild.     Love  to 


the  Class.  I  expect  to  go  up  for  Alumnae 
Day  at  Commencement." 

Patty,  bless  her,  sent  me  an  Air  Mail 
because  she  got  her  notice  late;  it  had 
to  be  forwarded  twice.  They  are  back 
in  Newport,  Tenn  .  .  .  this  time  we  hope 
for  keeps.  We  were  all  glad  to  come 
back  here  since  we  have  spent  more  time 
here  than  any  other  place,  and  all  have 
friends  we  love  here,  as  well  as  feeling 
we  are  really  a  part  of  the  community 
life.  .  .  .  Joe  is  in  the  Navy,  right  now 
aboard  ship  in  the  Pacific.  Patsy  gradu- 
ates from  High  School  may  1 4  and  is 
registered  at  Saint  Mary's  for  194S.  I 
hope  if  any  of  the  19  20  girls  know  of 
girls  from  their  home  town  who  are 
going  next  year  they  will  tell  them  of 
her  and  help  her  to  love  it  as  we  did.  .  .  . 
I  enjoyed  seeing  Rene  and  having  a  little 
visit  with  her  last  spring  when  I  went  to 
Sewanee  to  take  Patsy  for  one  of  the 
University  dances.  She  looks  wonderful 
and  the  years  have  been  kind  to  her.  I 
didn't  spot  one  grey  hair.  .  .  .  We  plan 
to  spend  a  part  of  July  at  Nags  Head 
and  I  hope  run  into  some  of  you.  .  .  . 
Are  we  going  to  have  a  Reunion  in  1950? 
Dearest  love  to  each  one."  (Mrs.  Wm. 
J.  Starr,  412  Iris  Place,  Newport,  Tenn.) 

Moke  sent  me  a  copy  of  the  Slaughter 
Christmas  letter.  "Alex  is  now  ten,  ath- 
letic minded,  good  personality  and  mag- 
net to  other  boys.  Mary  Hoke  is  13, 
medium  height,  solid  and  chunky,  8th 
grade.  Very  athletic,  plays  bass  clarinet 
in  the  band,  hair  shoulder  length  and 
wavy.  Edward,  Jr.  (Ned),  is  16,  5  ft.  11 
inches,  medium  build,  at  Woodberry 
Forest.  He  is  assistant  manager  foot- 
ball team,  does  well  in  school,  has  dates, 
worries  his  Mother  by  taking  the  family 
car  and  staying  out  late.  Mary  S.  is  just 
herself,  still  running  the  house  and  fam- 
ily, worrying  about  everyone,  has  gained 
some  weight  which  she  could  stand  but 
she  doesn't  think  so.  Now  that  the  chil- 
dren are  older  she  has  been  able  to  get 
around  some— to  the  beach  for  10  days 
during  the  summer — to  Raleigh,  always 
home  to  Mary,  and  some  out-of-town 
football  games." 

Annie  Higgs  Duncan  wrote,  "I'm  plan- 
ning to  attend  Duke  Commencement  this 
year  as  my  daughter,  Mary  Anne,  is  grad- 
uating June  7.  On  June  19  she  is  get- 
ting married  (my  25th  anniversary) . 
Sammy  White,  Nancy's  oldest,  is  getting 
married  tonight  (April  24).  His  bride 
is  real  sweet  and  pretty.  They  will  live 
in  Phil,  for  the  next  three  years  while 
Sammy  finishes  school.  My  son,  Richard, 
has  been  an  instructor  at  State  College 
this  year,  but  I  think  he  wants  to  go 
into  business.  I  have  visited  Saint 
Mary's  several  times  this  year  since  my 
sister's  daughter,  Sarah  Kirkpatrick,  is 
there.  Saint  Mary's  is  a  changed  place, 
but  a  very  nice  one.  On  one  trip  I  met 
Catharine  Miller  Thomas'  daughter  and 
she  is  a  lovely  girl." 

I  have  had  several  communications 
from  Nancy  (wedding  invitation,  for 
one)  since  fall  and  as  she  was  busy  with 
the  wedding  in  April  I'm  not  surprised 
she  didn't  write  to  the  Class.  A  long, 
long  letter  in  October.  I  wish  you  could 
all  read  every  word.  .  .  .  Sammy  goes  to 
the  Phil.  School  of  Optometry.  .  .  .  Bar- 
bara is  a  freshman  in  H.S.  taking  Home 
Ec.   and  Music.   .   .   .   Charlie  still  has  on 


braces  so  he  had  to  give  up  the  band 
and  football.  .  .  .  Elizabeth  is  in  2nd 
grade  and  George  in  kindergarten.  "Anna 
Louise  is  fat  and  sweet,  high-tempered, 
most  affectionate  and  spoiled  and  adored 
by  all."  "My  biggest  job  just  now,  out- 
side my  family,  is  being  president  of  the 
newly  unified  Woman's  Auxiliary." 

Pauline  wrote  early:  "I've  just  re- 
turned from  Winston-Salem  on  a  visit 
to  my  mother.  My  father  passed  away 
last  year.  My  youngest  daughter  is  spe- 
cializing in  art  at  Wittenbery  College. 
I  have  two  very  fine  "in-laws'.'  whom  I 
love  very  much.  I  love  my  work  as  a 
minister's  wife  even  though  it  does  fill 
most  of  my  time.  Best  wishes  to  each 
one." 

Audrey  bursts  in,  so  to  speak,  with,  "If 
I'm  too  late  for  the  '4  8  letter  use  this  for 
'49."  (But  somehow  they  get  misplaced 
in  a  year.  I  tried  that  once.)  "Am  busy 
as  usual  ...  I  am  still  Executive  Sec. 
of  the  Franklin  Shockey  Co.  and  find 
much  keen  enjoyment  helping  to  plan 
the  expansive  growth  of  our  cedar  chest 
business.  The  various  semi-annual  furni- 
ture markets  and  our  New  York  Execu- 
tive Office  offer  the  possibilities  of  enjoy- 
able trips  to  break  the  monotony.  .  .  . 
I  was  dreadfully  ill  last  summer — had 
virus  pneumonia — and  could  not  hold  my 
head  up  for  weeks — yet  while  I  lay  in  bed 
I    gained    12    more    undesirable    pounds." 

Catharine  Miller  Thomas  was  later. 
Her  daughter,  as  Annie  said,  is  at  Saint 
Mary's,  the  oldest  girl  working  in  Rich- 
mond, Teddy  in  Business  School  there, 
and  Miller  at  home  in  High  School.  She 
is  busy  with  the  Diocesan  Woman's  Aux- 
iliary, though  she  didn't  say  in  what  ca- 
pacity. Of  course  sees  a  lot  of  people 
that  way. 

Mary  Yellott  spent  one  night  with  me 
last  June.  She  looked  marvelous.  We 
enjoyed  the  twins  and  Mildred,  and  our 
husbands  found  each  other  very  con- 
genial. Mary  is  leading  just  the  kind  of 
busy  and  worth-while  life  that  you  would 
expect. 

I  had  Christmas  cards  from  Catherine 
Boyd,  Jane  Toy,  Rene,  and  Eugenia.  The 
notice  I  sent  to  Adelaide  in  April  was  re- 
turned with  no  comment. 

I  do  want  to  see  every  one  of  you  in 
1950.  I  noticed  in  the  BULLETIN  that 
Commencement  this  year  is  in  June  in- 
stead of  May.  I  wonder  if  that  is  to  be 
customary  after  this?  It  might  interfere 
with  some  other  commencements  we 
have  to  attend  but  no  date  would  suit  all. 
Let  me  hear  your  ideas  on  the  subject. 

1935 — Reunion — 1950 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Emily  Burgwyn 
Sneed  (Mrs.  Jackson  Marion),  Apt.  4,  33 
West  Lock  Lane,  Richmond  21,  Va. 

Dear  Class  of  19  25: 

Even  though  I  have  mailed  cards,  sent 
air  mail  letters,  and  have  written  per- 
sonal notes  to  the  members  of  our  class, 
I  am  keenly  disappointed  over  the  fact 
that  I  have  received  so  few  responses  to 
my  requests  for  news  items.  I  had  sin- 
cerely hoped  that  a  19  25  class  letter  in 
the  March  BULLETIN  would  create  in- 
terest to  the  extent  that  all  the  members 
of  our  class  would  send  news  for  this 
issue.  Nevertheless,  I  am  pleased  to  re- 
port the  following  class  news: 
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Ariel  Close  writes:  "Surely  enjoyed 
your  nice  long  letter.  Some  time  when 
I  am  in  Richmond  I  am  going  to  give 
you  a  call  and  we  can  meet  tor  lunch. 
My  life  is  really  not  eventful  enough  to 
give  you  news  so  often  for  the  BULLE- 
TIN. However,  I  am  looking  forward  to 
taking  a  trip  out  west  this  summer  and 
am  very  much  thrilled  about  that.  My 
destination  will  be  Reno.  Think  of  a 
single  girl  going  there!  I  have  a  sister 
and  brother-in-law  living  there  and  I 
hope  to  spend  the  month  of  July  with 
them.  Was  down  visiting  Mary  Starke 
Woods  and  her  family  at  'Nutshell,' 
Hanover,  Va.,  for  the  week-end.  Cer- 
tainly enjoyed  seeing  Mary's  family.  I 
went  up  to  Washington  to  the  National 
Art  Gallery  to  see  the  famous  paintings. 
Thought  the  trip  well  worth  while.  Wish 
you  could  have  stopped  by  Quantico  on 
your  way  to  see  the  paintings."  Ariel's 
address  is  Quarters  608A,  Marine  Bar- 
racks, Quantico,  Virginia. 

Mary  Green:  "Bobbie"  has  written: 
"Am  sorry  to  be  slow  in  answering  your 
long  newsy  letter.  Ask  any  member  of 
the  class  of  1925  to  tup  this!  /  have  ironi 
my  Saint  Mary's  '7r/.s-,s-  r'uuj  continuously 
since  1025.  Have  just  had  it  reset  with  a 
new  stone.  Grace  Duncan  Rose's  sister, 
Mrs.  Brown,  works  in  the  library  with 
me  and  I  will  get  Grace's  address  from 
her  and  send  it  to  you.  I  am  eager  to 
see  the  BULLETIN."  Bobbie's  address 
is  109  First  Street,  N.E.,  Washington, 
D.  C. 

Whitney  Holt  Thomas  (Mrs.  Frederick 
S.)  lives  in  Erwin,  North  Carolina.  Whit- 
ney's card  furnished  me  the  address  of 
Kalista  Hood  Hart.  Whitney  and  Kalista 
were  roommates  our  senior  year. 

Mary  Starke  Woods  (Mrs.  Colin)  lives 
at  "Nutshell,"  Hanover,  Va.  Mary 
writes:  "Ariel  Close  spent  a  week-end 
with  me  recently." 

Edna  Jones  Nixon  Dawson  (Mrs.  Mrs. 
Braxton  B.):  Edna  Jones  is  living  on 
Rivershore  Road,  Elizabeth  City,  N.  C. 
She  writes:  "How  are  you,  Emily?  Would 
love  to  see  you  and  all  the  girls  of  19  25. 
I  have  three  children,  two  daughters  and 
a  son — Nancy,  age  16,  Tommye  Nixon, 
age  10,  and  Braxton  Bragg,  Jr.,  age  2 
years." 

Bettie  Fell  Siegrist  (Mrs.  Henry  G.), 
whose  address  is  15  Farnsworth  Ave., 
Bordentown,  N.  J.,  has  replied  to  my  let- 
ter as  follows:  "I  haven't  a  thing  to  re- 
port at  this  time.  Was  in  Richmond  early 
in  March  and  spent  the  night  at  the  John 
Marshall  Hotel.  We  arrived  too  late  to 
telephone  and  left  too  early  to  bother 
anyone.  Next  time  I'll  phone  you  even 
though  it  may  be  midnight !  In  195  0 
I'll  try  to  be  back  for  our  25th  reunion. 
Cheerio.    Bettie." 

Catherine  Menzies  Mathewes  (Mrs. 
Catherine  M.)  resides  at  1306  Thirteenth 
Ave.,  Hickory,  N.  C.  In  response  to  my 
letter,  Catherine  has  written:  "Dear 
Emily,  I  want  to  tell  you  how  proud  I 
was  of  your  letter  in  the  last  BULLETIN. 
You  are  to  be  congratulated  for  waking 
up  the  class  of  19  25.  For  years  there 
has  been  so  little  news  of  our  class  in 
the  BULLETIN.  I  am  sorry  I  have  not 
sent  you  any  news.  I  seem  to  live  off 
the  beaten  path  and  seldom  see  any  Saint 
Mary's  girls.  I  do  hope  a  lot  of  us  can 
get  back  for  our  25th  reunion  in  1950. 
Sophie  Eggleston  Whitener  and  I  plan  to 
organize  an  alumnae  chapter  here  some 
time  soon.  For  the  past  14  years  I  have 
been  working  in  the  office  of  the  Shuford 


Mills.  These  mills  were  started  by  my 
grandfather  and  are  now  run  by  his 
grandsons,  and  for  that  reason  I  take  a 
very  deep  interest  in  the  work  I  am 
doing.  My  son,  David,  is  16  years  old 
and  is  a  junior  at  the  Darlington  School 
in  Rome,  Georgia.  For  several  sum- 
mers he  was  in  camp  at  Linville,  N.  C. 
He  met  so  many  boys  whose  mothers 
had  been  at  Saint  Mary's  with  me  that 
he  wrote,  'Mother,  did  you  go  to  school 
with  everybody?'  I  spent  a  short  vaca- 
tion in  Sarasota,  Florida,  visiting  my 
sister,  Virginia  Menzies  Gill.  She  has 
two  boys,  11  and  12  years.  Last  week 
I  talked  to  Katherine  Lyon  Brand  (Mrs. 
Vance).  She  told  me  of  her  recent  visit 
to  Saint  Mary's  to  enter  her  twin  daugh- 
ters a  few  years  hence." 

Kalista  Hood  Hart  (Mrs.  W.  Lewis) 
is  living  at  354  Rosemary,  San  Antonio 
9,  Texas.  Kalista  has  written  the  fol- 
lowing: "Dear  Emily,  when  in  my  life 
have  I  been  more  surprised  than  when 
1  received  your  air  mail  letter  today!  It 
took  me  back  to  Saint  Mary's  days — 
whew!  Has  it  really  been  that  long  (23 
years)?  Heavens  to  Betsy!  My  life  since 
leaving  Saint  Mary's  has  been  full  and 
busy  and  of  great  interest  to  me.  After 
graduation,  Whitney  Holt  (Mrs.  Fred- 
erick S.  Thomas)  and  I  lived  in  Europe 
over  a  year,  taking  a  course  in  costume 
designing  and  dressmaking  while  in 
Paris.  After  returning  I  attended  dra- 
matic. s.chool  in  New  York  for  a  couple 
of  years  and  was  on  the  New  York  stage 
for  some  years.  Also,  played  stock  in 
various  summer  theatres.  While  at 
home  for  a  rest,  I  directed  and  acted  in 
some  plays  for  Davidson  College.  Was 
getting  ready  to  return  to  the  New  York 
stage  when  I  met  my  husband,  who  is 
an  old  Davidson  'grad,'  and  I  knew  that 
Broadway  lights  would  see  me  no  more. 
Lewis  is  a  big  Texan,  6  ft.  3  in.,  and  is 
an  investment  banker.  We  spent  our 
honeymoon  at  Sea  Island,  Georgia,  and 
have  since  been  living  in  San  Antonio, 
where  life  is  more  wonderful  than  I  had 
ever  thought  possible.  We  go  deer,  tur- 
key, quail,  and  dove  hunting  on  our  lease. 
We  run  down  to  Mexico  frequently  to 
have  fun.  Go  up  to  Colorado  in  the 
summer  to  do  some  fly  fishing.  We  have 
a  Scottie  dog  named  'Muffin  Sam'  but 
no  children!  I  am  a  regular  Texas 
Chamber  of  Commerce,  so  don't  get  me 
started!      Lots    of    love,    Kalista." 

Emily  Burgwyn  Sneed  (Mrs.  Jackson 
M.) :  I  am  looking  forward  with  a  great 
deal  of  pleasure  to  the  spring  luncheon 
meeting  of  the  Richmond  Alumnae  Chap- 
ter, which  will  be  given  on  May  15th  at 
the  Franklin  Terrace.  Hope  to  see 
many  schoolmates  there.  Elizabeth 
AVood  McMullan  has  said  she  will  attend. 
During  Garden  Week  I  saw  Betty  Cabell 
Dugdale  (1921)  (Mrs.  Arthur)  who  is 
hostess  and  custodian  at  Virginia  House 
in  Richmond,  the  home  of  the  Virginia 
Historical     Society.       Betty    has    a    very 
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talented  daughter,  Elizabeth  Cabell,  who 
attends  St.  Catherine's  School  in  Rich- 
mond. Betty  Hopes  "Betsy"  will  soon 
go  to  Saint  Mary's.  Frequently  I  see 
Anne  Ruffin  Sims  Wallerstein  (1922-23) 
(Mrs.  Emanuel)  who  lives  at  1612  Pal- 
myra Street  in  Richmond.  Anne  Ruffin's 
husband,  Dr.  Wallerstein,  is  a  prominent 
ear,  nose  and  throat  specialist.  Their 
son.  Sterling  Ruffin,  age  9  years,  attends 
St.  Christopher's  School  for  Boys  in  Rich- 
mond. Lou  Haii'ston  Dickerson  (Mrs. 
Mark)  of  Rutherfordton,  N.  C,  recently 
visited  her  daughter  at  St.  Catherine's 
School  and  while  here  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Wal- 
lerstein entertained  in  her  honor.  Two 
or  three  weeks  ago,  while  shopping,  I 
met  Dorothy  Holton  Peebles  <  Mrs.  Ma- 
rion) of  Lawrenceville,  Virginia.  "Dot" 
has  three  children.  Her  son  is  at  the 
University  of  North  Carolina.  We  had 
a  grand  time  reminiscing  about  Saint 
Mary's  and  the  girls  we  have  known 
there.  Also,  saw  Mary  Starke  Woods 
and  her  daughter,  Brooke.  During  the 
Easter  holidays  my  husband  and  I  were 
in  Washington  and  went  to  the  National 
Art  Gallery  to  see  the  exhibit  of  the 
famous  paintings  from  the  Berlin  Mu- 
seums. It  was  a  real  privilege  to  see 
them  and  they  were  indeed  inspiring. 
From  Washington  we  went  to  New  York 
and  while  there  we  visited  friends  and 
saw  some  excellent  shows.  Spent  the 
better  part  of  one  day  in  the  Metropoli- 
tan Museum  of  Arts.  Jack  and  I  plan  to 
spend  some  time  at  Virginia  Beach  dur- 
ing the  summer  and  also  want  to  go  on 
the   Skyline  Drive   a   few  week-ends. 

Since  this  will  be  the  last  class  letter 
before  the  Fall  issue  of  the  BULLETIN, 
I  want  to  wish  all  of  you  a  very  happy 
summer,  and  I  shall  certainly  look  for- 
ward to  receiving  some  interesting  news 
from  each  member  of  the  class  in  time 
for  that  issue.  However,  in  the  mean- 
time I  shall  welcome  letters  from  you 
relating  news  about  yourselves  and  any 
other  Saint  Mary's  girls.  Snapshots  of 
yourselves,  your  children  and  your  homes 
will  help  to  liven  up  the  BULLETIN. 
Keep  this  in  mind  while  taking  "snaps" 
this  summer  and  send  them  to  me  when- 
ever you  can! 

By  the  way,  please  let  me  remind  you 
again  not  to  fail  to  send  in  your  dues 
($2.00)  so  that  you  will  be  sure  to  get 
the  BULLETIN. 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Cleave  Shore 
Dodd  ( Mrs.  Sim ) ,  312  North  Torrey 
Avenue,   Ocala,  Florida. 

Dear  Class  of  '26: 

Have  you  sent  in  your  Alumnae  dues? 

Are  you  receiving  the  BULLETIN? 

I  am  sorry  not  to  have  anything  to  re- 
port this  issue.  .  .  .  Really  not  all  my 
fault  though.  You  see  I  have  been  on 
the  "sick  list"  for  the  past  three  months. 
The  "Ole  ticker"  got  to  "acting  up"  so 
the  doctor  has  put  me  to  bed  for  12  to 
14  hours  each  day.  Needless  to  say  I 
have  not  written  many  letters,  so  have 
not  received  many- — none  from  S.M.S. 
girls — so  have  nothing  to  pass  on.  Then 
today  the  letter  from  Jane  arrived  and 
said  the  "dead  line"  was  May  10th,  and 
as  I  am  leaving  for  our  two  weeks'  vaca- 
tion tomorrow,  it  will  be  impossible  for 
me  to  get  the  cards  off  and  hear  from 
any  of  you,  so  .  .  .  it  really  is  your  fault 
that  you  don't  see  your,  name  in  print 
this  time,     Better  luck  next  time  I  hope. 
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1929 — Reunion    1949 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Elizabeth  Thom- 
as, 1915  Hanover  Avenue,  Richmond  20, 
Virginia. 

Dear  Class  of  19  29: 

No  further  news  has  come  from  any 
of  you  since  the  March  BULLETIN  ex- 
cept a  card  from  Jacqueline  Drane  (Mrs. 
Pembroke  Nash)  from  Tarboro,  N.  C. 
She  wrote,  "Will  my  Nancy  be  the  first 
1929  daughter  to  enter  Saint  Mary's? 
She  is  very  much  thrilled  over  the  pros- 
pect." Since  Janice  Harbort  (Mrs.  Harold 
Gilmore)  has  a  daughter  entering  in  the 
fall  too.  I  guess  the  honor  will  have  to  go 
to  the  one  who  was  registered  first! 
What  do  YOU  think?  It  will  be  fun 
meeting  them  next  year  at  our  reunion. 

Still  want  to  hear  from  ALL  of  you — 
send  me  pictures  of  your  families  for  the 
BULLETIN  and  for  a  scrap  book  I  hope 
to  make  for  the  reunion — also,  pictures 
of  yourselves!  Hope  you  all  saw  the 
pictures  used  in  the  March  BULLETIN. 
Yon  can  be  in  print  too!  Write  me  at 
1915  Hanover  Ave.,  Richmond.  Va.  NOW! 


1936 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Louise  Bryan 
Ballard  (Mrs.  John  P.),  1005  Saint  Pat- 
rick Street,  Tarboro,  N.   C. 

Dear  Class  of  '36: 

Maria  Tucker  Webb  (Mrs.  Waring), 
the  University  of  the  South,  Swanee, 
Tenn.,  sends  the  picture,  below,  of  her 
three  boys,  Waring,  Stephen  and  Joe. 
She  writes  that  she  loves  Swanee  and 
sees  Jervey  Quintard  Brown  often,  as 
Wyatt  is  in  school.  Waring  is  teaching 
there  in  his  own  field  of  botany  and 
biology. 


MARIA'S  THREESOMF — Waring,  five 
years  old,  Stephen,  foul*,  and  Joe  AVebb, 
three,  are  quite  a  threesome  for  inotlier, 
Maria  Tucker  Webb  (Mrs.  Waring)  of 
Sewanee,  Tenn. 

Hazel  Johnson  Tucker  (Mrs.  John  A.), 
517  24th  St.,  Virginia  Beach,  Va.,  writes: 
"I  have  four  children,  three  girls  and  a 
boy.  Been  living  here  at  the  beach  for 
nearly  six  years  and  love  it.  I  married 
a  Louisburg  man,   life  insurance  agent." 

Tarboro  has  quite  a  bit  of  Saint  Mary's 
news:  Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash  (Jacquelin 
Drane)  was  recently  elected  a  member 
of  the  Alumnae  Council,  and  her  husband, 
a  member  of  the  Board  of  Trustees.  Mrs. 
Henry  C.  Bourne  (Marion  Alston)  of  Tar- 
boro. was  also  elected  a  member  of  the 
Board  of  Trustees.  Otherwise,  there  is 
no  special  news  about.  We  go  on  living 
in  the  same  hurried  sort  of  way. 


1937 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Helen  Rose 
Duffy  (Mrs.  George  P.),  334  Kingsbury 
Street,  Oxford,  N.  C. 

Dear  Gals, 

Well,  George  and  I  are  really  settled 
in  our  new  home  now.  We  have  grass, 
box  bushes,  and  twins  in  the  front  yard; 
grass,  flowers  and  twins  in  the  back,  and 
VEGETABLES  and  twins  in  the  garden. 
So  come  to  see  us  whenever  you  get  near 
enough.  Paul  and  Catherine  feel  com- 
pletely at  home  and  are  just  waiting  for 
the  day  when  they  are  large  enough  to 
mow  the  grass. 

Janet  McConnell  Warner  and  I  man- 
age to  get  in  that  coke  together  about 
twice  a  week  and  pool  our  news  of  you 
all.  We  kept  hoping  Nancy  Jernigan 
would  get  over  to  see  us  while  she  was 
staying  up  in  Durham  with  Roberts,  her 
brother,  but  she  didn't. 

From  out  of  the  past,  I  have  heard 
from  some  dear  friends.  Virginia  Worth 
Gonder  writes  that  Clara  Bond  Anderson 
has  a  new  job  with  an  architect  in  Bur- 
lington, and  that  Letty  Gaither  Overton 
has  a  darling  little  boy  of  five  named  for 
his  daddy.  They  live  in  Bristol,  Tenn. 
Worth  says  she  sees  quite  a  bit  of  Peggy 
and  Grady  Stevens  and  that  she,  Gin  Gin, 
and  Dick  are  extremely  well  and  happy. 

Mary  Frances  Hunter  Maxwell  sent  in 
her  address  as  Orlando,  Fla.,  but  fails  to 
say  whether  Florida  is  its  usual  wonder- 
ful self  this  spring.  Elizabeth  Young 
White  writes  that  she  and  George  are  the 
proud  parents  of  a  blond,  blue-eyed  young 
man  George,  III,  born  in  January.  It 
seems  he  is  eating  them  out  of  house  and 
home  at  this  point.  So,  maybe  I'd  better 
send  you  some  of  my  fresh  vegetables 
...  if  and  when   they  come  up,   Lib! 

Jessie  Skinner  Gaither  writes  from 
High  Point  That  she  saw  several  Saint 
Mary's  girls  at  the  Diocesan  Auxiliary 
meeting  in  Raleigh  in  April.  She  says 
that  her  youngest  brother  went  to  the 
Saint  Mary's  Junior-Senior  dance  that 
year  and  reports  "they  are  still  tops!" 
Her  own  son,  Jess,  is  growing  so  that 
he'll  probably  be  causing  hearts  to  throb 
about  the  time  my  Catherine  gets  to 
Saint  Mary's. 

And  Hannah  Iluske  Hanks  deserted 
the  fold  and  has  gone  to  Oklahoma  to 
live.  Her  husband,  Bill,  is  practicing  law 
there  now.  Hannah  recently  visited  in 
Fayetteville. 

I  hope  lots  more  of  you  will  write 
during  the  summer  and  give  me  some 
news  that  I  may  pass  on  "to  your  friends. 
It's  really  wonderful  to  be  the  lucky  per- 
son who  hears  from  all  of  you  and  I  have 
such  fun  when  I  get  a  card  remembering 
things  about  you  all.  Does  Worth  still 
have  all  those  adorable  freckles  and  like 
to  have  her  back  scratched?  Does  Clara 
Bond  still  have  that  peaches  and  cream 
complexion  and  impeccable  taste  in 
clothes?  Are  Jessie  and  Hannah  still 
the  owners  of  those  gorgeous,  dark  curly 
heads?  How  does  Lib  use  her  marvelous 
dramatic  ability  in  persuading  her  one 
small  son  that  he's  eaten  enough?  Why 
does  Janet  McConnell  get  thinner  and 
lovelier  pursuing  her  Jay  every  day  and  I 
get  fatter  and  meaner  running  after  Paul 
and  Catherine  every  hour  of  the  12? 

Don't  you  have  any  little  questions 
back  of  your  mind  that  you'd  like  to 
know  about  the  gals  of  '3  7?  If  so,  just 
ask  me  and  I'll  ask  them  and  maybe  we 


can  all  turn  back  the  years  a  short  while 
and  feel  just   17  and   IS   again. 

Until  the  next  issue  of  the  BULLETIN, 
I'll  be  thinking  of  every  single  one  of  you 
and  hoping  to  hear  from  you  soon. 

1938 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Louise  Jordan 
Smith  (Mrs.  John  McNeill,  Jr.),  1713 
Independence  Road,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  McNeill  Smith,  Jr., 
of  Greensboro,  a  daughter,  Ann  Talbot, 
on  March  5.  Mrs.  Smith  is  the  former 
Louise  Jordan.    '3S,   of   Fayetteville. 

Hands  full;  no  time  for  class  letter 
now! 

1 939 

CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE:  Peggy 
Hopkins  Downes  (Mrs.  William  W.),  208 
Laurens  Street,   Baltimore   17,   Maryland. 

When  Jane  Bell  asked  me  to  write  the 
class  news  this  time  I  had  an  idea  I 
would  have  to  dream  up  some  news; 
however,  I  was  very  much  surprised  to 
find  cards  drifting  in  from  all  over  the 
country.  Thank  goodness,  some  of  you 
answered  my  cards  because  the  little 
news  I  knew  before  consisted  only  of 
what  I  had  read  in  the  last  BULLETIN. 

Jane  Emerson  Bruce  (Mrs.  William  R.) 
is  living  at  71S  King  St.,  Columbia,  S.  C, 
and  says  that  her  hands  are  very  full 
taking  care  of  her  young  son,  Billy. 

Ernestine  Rich  Tuton  (Mrs.  John  W.) 
wrote  she  was  making  plans  to  entertain 
the  Asheville  alumnae  at  a  dessert  meet- 
ing. She  was  expecting  Betty  Ann  Huf- 
fines  Brandt  and  Francis  Coxe  Humphries 
to  be  on  hand.  A  day  or  so  after  the 
meeting  she  was  expecting  to  entertain 
at  supper  about  forty-five  members  of 
the  church  choir  and  their  spouses. 
Ernie  wrote  that  she  saw  Betty  Oates, 
'40,  a  month  or  so  ago..  She  was  visit- 
ing her  father  who  lives  right  next  door 
to  Ernie  and  Jack. 

I  wrote  Hallie  Townes  in  Lexington, 
Ky.,  and  whoever  received  the  card  wrote 
me  saying  that  she  is  now  working  for 
Christ  Church,  Nashville,  Tennessee. 

Anne  Hooe  writes,  "On  March  13,  I 
was  remarried  to  a  boy  from  Boston  who 
is  now  practicing  law  in  Fairfax,  -Va." 
Her  new  name  and  address:  Mrs.  J. 
Garrett  Patterson,  McWhorter  Place, 
Amandale,  Va. 

Mary  Connally  and  Jan  are  expecting 
to  go  to  Europe  this  summer.  How  I 
envy  them!  I  know  they  must  be  ex- 
cited and  will  have  a  marvelous  time. 

I  am  sure  most  of  you  have  heard  of 
the  very  sad  death  of  Winifred  Morrison 
in  February.  She  was  planning  to  be 
married  soon  and  was  in  Florida  when 
she  developed  pneumonia  and  died  within 
a  few  days.  Winnie  was  a  close  friend 
of  mine  and  I  am  sure  all  of  you  are  as 
distressed  as  I  was  to  hear  the  sad  news. 

Jinny  Allison  Haywood  hears  from  Put 
occasionally.  She  had  heard  from  her 
just  before  she  wrote  me.  I  hope  to  get 
over  to  Alexandria  to  see  Jinny  some- 
time soon  if  we  can  arrange  a  convenient 
day. 

Bill  and  I  were  in  Richmond  one  week- 
end in  March  and  stopped  a  few  minutes 
to  see  Teeny  and  Jerry.  They  certainly 
have  two  adorable  boys.  We  had  such  a 
short  time  to  talk  that  we  hardly  had 
time  to  catch  up  on  all  the  news.  Speak- 
ing of  Richmond,  Lossie's  husband  has 
been  transferred  there.  She  is  terribly 
busy  now  getting  their  house  in  Durham 
ready    to    sell,    and    hoping    and    praying 
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that  they  can  find  some  place  in  Rich- 
mond to  hang  their  hats. 

By  the  time  this  BULLETIN  is  printed 
Palmer  Smith  will  be  Mrs.  Ott  Alston. 
She  is  to  be  married  on  May  29,  and  I 
presume  she  will  continue  living  in  At- 
lanta as  she  says  her  husband-to-be  also 
lives  there. 

Woody  Pagan  Davis  is  farther  from 
home  than  any  of  us,  I  guess.  Her  mother 
wrote  that  she,  Dellwyn  and  their  two- 
year-old  son  are  in  Tsingtoo,  China  for 
two  years.  Her  address:  c/o  Lt.  Dellwyn 
Lewis  Davis,  U.  S.  M.  C,  V.  M.  F.  211; 
Fleet  Post  Office,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

Mary  Olsen  Clarkson's  address  is  1530 
Columbia,  Corsicana,  Texas.  She  says  her 
biggest  news  is  that  William  IV,  aged  15 
months,  has  just  started  walking.  Mary 
loves  living  in  Texas.  I  asked  her  for  Ruth 
Woltz  Alford's  address,  and  for  the  rec- 
ords, here  'tis:  624  Montclair  Drive,  Lex- 
ington, Ky. 

Becky  Davis  Morris  writes,  "I've  seen  a 
number  of  Saint  Mary's  girls  since  living 
in  Greensboro.  We  had  a  luncheon  about 
a  month  ago  with  about  20  girls  attend- 
ing. I'm  planning  to  go  down  for  the 
alumnae  meeting  at  graduation.  See  Rena 
Mitchell  Moore   real   often." 

Hazel  Williams  Wright  is  expecting  a 
new  addition  to  the  family  in  July,  as  is 
Jinny  Haywood.  Hazel  and  family  are  all 
settled  in  a  new  house  at  4201-23rd  Ave- 
nue, Meridian,  Miss.  She  is  expecting 
Sally  Wright  to  visit  her  this  summer. 

Bill  and  I  are  spending  the  month  of 
May  in  Bel  Air  with  Mother  while  my 
father  and  sister  are  on  a  cruise  to  Rio. 
They  expect  to  return  in  early  June,  and 
after  we  have  heard  what  a  wonderful 
time  they  have  had  we'll  move  back  to 
our  apartment  in  Baltimore. 

P.  S.  After  sending  in  my  class  letter 
I  received  a  card  from  Martha  Lewis 
Stanley  and  a  most  interesting  letter 
from  Woody  Fagan  Davis.  I  am  sure 
Woody's  letter  will  be  of  interest  not 
only  to  our  class  members,  but  to  all 
BULLETIN  readers. 

Martha  writes  that  she  was  in  Durham 
for  a  couple  of  months  this  past  winter 
and  is  now  making  plans  to  go  to  San 
Diego  to  join  Dave.  He  got  home  from  an 
eight-months  tour  of  duty  in  Japan,  just 


WINIFRED  MORRISON  '39 

In  a  letter  from  a  friend  we  re- 
ceived the  following  notice  of  Wini- 
fred Morrison's  untimely  death  on 
February  5   in  Florida: 

".  .  .  Winifred  was  visiting  friends 
in  Florida  at  the  time  of  her  death 
and  was  ill  only  two  days.  She  had 
a  virus  infection  which  brought  on 
cardiac  failure.  She  was  alone  with 
only  friends.  Since  Winifred  left 
Saint  Mary's,  she  attended  Finch's 
School  for  Girls  in  New  York  City  and 
then  went  to  the  University  of  Ala- 
bama for  one  year.  In  1941  she  re- 
turned to  Lynchburg  and  took  up  her 
part  in  the  civic,  social  and  educa- 
tional side  there.  She  was  very  active 
in  civic  and  social  work  in  her  home 
town  and  was  a  leader  in  every  sense 
of  the  word.  (Ed.  She  was  president 
of  the  Lynchburg  Chapter  of  Saint 
Mary's  Alumnae  Association.)  She 
further  pursued  her  study  of  art  and 
music  at  Randolph-Macon  and  ex- 
celled in  both.  At  the  time  of  her 
death  she  was  engaged  to  marry 
Carter  Glass  III,  a  very  promising 
young  lawyer  in  Lynchburg." 


in  time  to  be  with  her  when  their  second 
child  was  born,  on  May  6.  The  baby:  a 
girl,  named  Lottie  Hays  Stanley.  Martha 
says  that  her  four-year-old  Sloane  just 
adores  "his"  baby. 

From  here  on  I  shall  quote  from 
Woody's  letter.  "Didn't  dream  when  we 
had  such  fun  on  third  floor  Holt  that  I'd 
someday  be  writing  you  from  China. 
Well,  here  I  am  and  just  love  it. 

"Del  left  the  States  last  August  and 
little  Del  and  I  followed  in  November. 
Came  by  Navy  transport  to  Guam  and 
flew  from  there  to  Tsingtoo.  We'll  be 
here  till  June,  '49;  so  we  have  another 
year  left  of  our  tour. 

"We're  staying  in  the  Marine  Corps;  so 
guess  we'll  be  seeing  quite  a  bit  of  travel. 
Del's  a  fighter  pilot — flies  Corsairs — and 
loves  his  job,  and  we  both  love  to  travel; 
so  guess  it's  good  we're  staying  in  the 
service. 

"Our  young  son  is  three  and  a  half  and 
such  a  little  man.  He's  picked  up  quite  a 
bit  of  Chinese,  can  count  to  ten  and  say 
quite  a  few  words  in  Chinese.  He  really 
bosses  the  servants  around.  Speaking  of 
servants,  we  have  four;  so  you  can  imag- 
ine what  a  lazy  gal  I  am  these  days.  Our 
home  is  lovely  and  spacious  with  a  good 
view  of  the  Yellow  Sea,  and  we're  as  com- 
fortable and  contented  as  if  we  were  in 
the  States. 

"There  are  lots  of  families  here,  and 
we  have  grand  times.  The  Navy  owns  two 
hotels  which  have  free  movies  and  have 
the  same  things  Officers'  Clubs  do  at 
home.  Then  our  latest  joy  is  the  Ameri- 
can Beach.  There  are  tables  and  un- 
brellas,  Quonset  huts  with  snack  bars, 
see-saws  and  swings  for  the  kids;  so 
you  know  our  summer  will  be  spent  there. 
It  is  only  five  minutes  drive  from  our 
house  too! 

"We  sold  our  car  and  now  have  bought 
a  jeep— more  fun  bumping  along — and  I 
feel  so  rough  and  rugged  when  I'm  at 
the  wheel. 

"I  know  nothing  about  any  of  our  girls 
to  help  you  out.  Called  Martha  Lewis 
Stanley  when  I  was  in  San  Francisco,  but 
after  several  attempts,  decided  she  must 
be  out  of  town." 

1J>40 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Ann  Christian 
Goodno  (Mrs.  Charles  F.),  20iy2  Park 
Avenue,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  F.  Goodno  of 
Raleigh,  a  son,  Charles  Christian,  on  Apri 
23  in  Charlotte.  Mrs.  Goodno  is  the  form- 
er Ann  Christian,  '40,  of  Raleigh. 

Reason  enough  for  no  letter,   eh? 

1!)42 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Alice  Bell  Seb- 
rell  (Mrs.  J.  Emmett,  Jr.),  2527  Crescent 
Avenue   Ext.,    Charlotte,    N.    C. 

Dear  Class: 

I  wish  there'd  been  time  to  hear  from 
all  of  you  before  this  letter  went  to  press, 
but  deadlines  are  the  same  old  things 
they  were  when  we  had  to  turn  in  Eng- 
lish  themes. 

You  never  can  tell  where  or  when  you'll 
run  into  some  old  S.M.S.  friends.  In  the 
grocery  store  a  few  weeks  ago  I  heard 
a  familiar  voice  ordering  meat.  The  voice 
belonged  to  none  other  than  Libby  Smedes 
Jones  Boehmer  (Mrs.  Norman  R.),  who 
with  her  six-month-old  daughter  has  been 
visiting  her  family  here.  She,  husband, 
and  baby  are  living  in  a  suburb  of 
Chicago. 


Another  surprise  was  to  see  Teencie 
Macllac  Guthrie  (Mrs.  Thomas  C  III) 
and  her  sister  Octavia  in  Charlotte  not 
long  ago.  Both  were  visiting  their  family 
in  Rockingham,  and  both  call  New  York 
home  these  days. 

A  small  dinner  parly  at  the  Charlotte 
Club  in  March  celebrating  the  second 
wedding  anniversary  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
David  Rankin  turned  out  to  be  completely 
Saint  Mary's  for  the  girls.  The  four  were 
Nancy  O'Herron  Rankin,  May  Taylor 
Crawford,  Catherine  Gibbon,  and  me. 
Nancy  and  Dave  are  living  in  Gastonia, 
and  they  have  a  young  son — almost  a 
year  old.  May  and  Bobby  bought  a  house 
here  not  long  ago,  and  they  are  on  the 
stork's  list  for  this  summer.  Catchie  was 
busy  practicing  a  gruff  voice  that  night, 
because  she  was  the  wolf  in  the  presenta- 
tion of  "Little  Red  Riding  Hood"  put  on 
by  the  Junior  League  for  the  Charlotte 
school  children.  She  stays  busy  every 
morning  teaching  kindergarten. 

Catching  up  on  weddings.   .   .   . 

Ida  Quintard's  engagement  to  William 
Oliver  Nisbet  of  Van  Wyck,  S.  C,  was 
announced  recently.  The  wedding  took 
place  on  Saturday,  May  22nd,  in  Saint 
Peter's  Episcopal  Church,  Charlotte. 

Elephare  Dwelle's  engagement  to  Ed- 
gar Rowe  Zimmerman,  Jr.,  was  an- 
nounced last  Sunday.  Rowe  was  formerly 
from  Baltimore,  Md.,  but  lives  in  Char-, 
lotte  now.  The  date  of  the  wredding  hasn't 
been  announced. 

Josephine  Henry  of  Rockingham  was 
married  on  April  17th  to  Robert  Clare 
Burns  of  Southern  Pines.  Cecelia  Dicks 
was  one  of  the  bridesmaids. 

And  now  for  the  family  situation.  .  .  . 
Ruth  Bond  Conger  and  Joe  have  a  young 
son,  Joseph  Harold  Conger,  III,  born  on 
April  10th.  Sophia  Redwood  Bass  and 
Tom  also  have  a  son,  Robert  Redwood 
Bass,  born  in  Charleston  on  January  31st. 
Their  address  is  147  Church  St.,  Charles- 
ton, S.  C.  Sophia  wrote  that  she  had  seen 
Marion  McLeod  Austin,  who  is  joining 
the  family  column  this  summer.  Janet 
James  Lindsey  and  Mark  have  a  young 
son,  born  this  spring.  Jean  Fulton  Wing- 
erd  (S20  Lincoln  Way  East,  Chambers- 
burg,  Pa)  and  Ted  are  busily  painting 
baby  cribs,  etc.,  getting  ready  for  the  first 
of  June.  And  rumor  has  it  that  Mildred 
Lee  Stout  and  Doyle  are  also  making 
preparations.  Sara  Sutton  Tomlinson  and 
Larry  have  a  daughter,  born  in  April, 
and  Peggy  Parsley  Young  and  Peter  have 
a  son,  Peter  M.  B.  Young,  Jr.,  born  in 
March.  Both  the  Tomlinsons  and  Youngs 
live  here  in  Charlotte. 

Kay  Roper  Engstrom  and  Dean  are 
still  enjoying  the  collegiate  atmosphere 
at  Chapel  Hill.  Kay  has  been  busy  help- 
ing with  the  Y  and  the  Girl  Scouts.  She 
wrote  that  Henrietta  Ragland  Badham 
(Mrs.  Richard)  had  been  working  with  a 
Brownie  troop  and  was  doing  a  fine  job. 

Olivia  Anne  has  returned  to  Rowland 
after  a  "wonderful  trip  to  New  York" 
this  spring.  She  and  her  mother  were  in 
Charlotte  in  March  on  a  shopping  spree, 
and  I  saw  them  several  times.  Both  were 
looking  grand. 

Carol,  Dan,  and  young  Kirk  ("see  pic- 
ture) are  planning  a  nine-months  visit 
in  Chapel  Hill  come  fall.  Dan  is  going 
to  be  working  on  his  Ph.D.,  and  they  are 
planning  to  live  with  his  family  from 
September  through  the  school  term.  The 
Hamilton's  present  address  is  Unit  127. 
Apt.  1,  Shawneetown,  Lexington.  Ky. 
Carol  wrote  that  she  had  seen  Minkie 
and  Harry  and  had  heard  all  about  their 
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exciting  year  in  Vienna,  Italy,  and 
France.  The  Denhams  are  living  in 
Mays vi lie  with  Mink's  family  until  June, 
when  they  will  move  to  Louisville  while 
Harry  serves  his  residency  in  one  of  the 
hospitals  there. 


KIRK — Daniel  Kirk  Hamilton,  Jr.,  one 
and  a  halt'  years  old,  is  the  son  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Daniel  K.  Hamilton  of  Lexing- 
ton, Ky.  Mrs.  Hamilton  is  the  former 
Carol  Cobb,  '42  of  Chapel  Hill. 

As  for  the  Sebrells  .  .  .  we  are  hav- 
ing a  wonderful  time,  and  I  love  living 
in  Charlotte.  I'm  writing  this  from  our 
screened  porch,  where  we're  planning  to 
spend  most  of  the  summer,  and  if  you 
look  real  hard  from  here  you  can  spy- the 
limas,  snaps,  and  tomatoes  that  Emmett 
and  I  are  pampering  to  death.  Have  been 
playing  golf  right  often,  and  have  played 
several  times  with  Martha  ISlythe  Rich- 
ardson, '4  0  (H.S.).  Martha,  Hal,  and 
their  two  children  are  moving  soon  to 
their  new  house  which  has  almost  been 
completed. 

Afraid  that's  all  for  now,  but  hope  to 
hear  from  all  of  you  this  summer. 

Just  heard  from,  of  all  people  not  lik- 
ing to  answer  cards,  Pat  Bell.  She's  been 
on  the  go  since  this  winter — a  trip  into 
New  England,  a  canoe  trip  in  Ten  Thou- 
sand Islands,  Florida,  and  just  returned 
from  a  trip  to  California.  Her  address  is 
Tuxedo,  N.  C,  where  her  home  is  almost 
completed,  and  she'll  be  in  camp  this 
summer. 

Betty  Walters  Smith.  Jim,  and  young 
Bill  have  just  moved  into  their  newly 
built  home.  Betty  said  that  they  had  a 
wonderful  time  building,  but  the  next 
job  is  landscaping.  The  new  address  is 
4727  Glemia  Avenue,  La  Mesa.  Cal. 

Carolyn  Cauble  Boyer's  card  came  post- 
marked Bremerton,  Washington.  She  and 
Cathy  (one  year  old)  went  to  Bremerton 
from  Winston-Salem  in  April  in  order  to 
meet  Norm,  who  is  just  back  after  ten 
months  overseas.  The  three  are  going  to 
Long  Beach  in  June  "for  the  rest  of  our 
Navy  hitch."  The  address  in  Bremerton 
is  Trident  Apts.,  State  Avenue. 

Jean  Lyon  Thomas  writes  that  they 
have  just  moved  to  Fort  Sill,  where  Bill 
is  going  to  school.  Jean's  address  is  1513 
Irwin  Street,  Lawton.  Okla.  She  wrote 
that  Mary  Wells  Corbett  from  Fayette- 
ville,  '35.  and  husband  were  also  at  Fort 
Sill. 

1 943 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Daphne  Richard- 
son Spurlock  (Mrs.  Harold).  117  Olive 
Road.  Fayetteville,  \*.  C. 

Dear  Class: 

Sorry  there  was  no  letter  in  the  BUL- 
LETIN   last    time.    At    that   time    I    knew 


little  or  no  news,  and  I'm  afraid  it's  al- 
most the  same  this  go-round.  I  wish  you 
all  would  drop  me  a  line  and  tell  me 
about  some  of  the  girls  so  I  can  pass  it 
on  to  everyone.  « 

I've  had  several  surprise  calls  and  vis- 
its during  the  past  few  months.  Henny 
Hampton  Morris  (Mrs.  Ben)  'came  by  for 
just  a  few  minutes  and  we  spent  quite  a 
chatty  time  catching  up  on  each  other. 
I'm  afraid  my  baby,  Sally,  monopolized 
our  time,  however,  as  Henny  hadn't  seen 
her  since  she  was  a  few  days  old.  Henny 
and  Ben  will  be  leaving  Raleigh  come 
June — Ben  graduates  and  will  be  work- 
ing in  Gastonia. 

Jane  Council  Gregg  (Mrs.  S.  A.,  Jr.) 
popped  in  on  me  about  a  month  ago,  just 
for  the  afternoon.  We  were  typical  mamas 
and  chatted  about  our  young  'uns.  Jane 
now  has  two  daughters;  the  youngest, 
Mary,  was  bom  early  Christmas  morning! 
And.  just  last  week.  Lillian  Jenkins  Dixey 
(Mrs.  John  W.)  surprised  me  with  a  nice 
visit.  Her  husband,  John,  is  working  in 
Fayetteville  now,  and  Lillian  has  taken 
upon  herself  the  heartbreaking  task  of 
finding  a  place  to  live  for  herself,  hubby 
and  two  young  daughters,  aged  two  and 
four.  According  to  Lillian.  Sally  Sanborn 
Best's  (Mrs.  Paul)  little  boy,  Sandy,  is 
adorable.  Wouldn't  it  be  wonderful  if  we 
could  have  a  reunion,  with  husbands  and 
kiddies  in  tow? 

Well,  Spring  has  been  up  to  her  old 
tricks  again  this  year.  Weddings,  wed- 
dings and  more  weddings!  We  here  in 
Fayetteville  have  just  recovered  from  all 
the  festivities  of  Stuart  Verdery's  (now 
Mrs.  Douglas  Kerr).  It  really  was  a  love- 
ly wedding  in  every  way  with  lots  of  Saint 
Mary's  girls  in  attendance.  Over  Kinston 
way  there's  been  even  more  activity  what 
with  two  big  weddings  just  recently.  Har- 
riet Whitaker  ?  and  Anne  Stough?.  The 
question  marks  should  speak  for  them- 
selves. 

The  Fayetteville  girls  are  still  about 
the  same.  Hannah  Lyon  has  stopped  work- 
ing— claims  her  job  kept  her  from  en- 
joying life  in  [he  summer.  Margaret 
ueRosset  and  Jean  Huske  are  still  work- 
ing at  their  same  jobs.  All  three  of  them 
have  been  taking  week-end  trips  to  the 
beach  just  about  every  week.  Mary  Bunts 
Detgen  {Mrs.  John  R>  and  I  spend  many 
nursing  hours  together.  Her  little  girl, 
Derry,  is  so  cute  now — talking  and  at  the 
inquisitive  age.  Never  a  dull  moment. 

Well,  I've  run  completely  out.  of  news. 
Again,  I'll  plead  for  some  word  from 
Sally  McKinley,  Betty  Pender,  Anne  Dick- 
son, Jane  Evans,  Joan  Stell,  Betty  Lou 
Britt,  Peggy  Osborne,  and  all  the  rest  of 
you.  And.  how  about  some  snapshots  of 
yourselves  and  your  families?  It  would 
be  so  much  more  interesting  to  write  this 
letter  and  to  read  it  if  I'd  have  a  little 
co-operation.    How    about    it? 

li>4(i — Reunion    June 

CLASS    SECRETARY:    Amie   Watkins, 
S25  William  Street.  Henderson,  N.  C. 
Dear  4  6'ers: 

Greetings  to  all  of  you  from  Winston- 
Salem  and  Salem  College.  Of  course, 
Emily  (Post,  that  is)  says  you  should 
never  talk  about  yourself  at  the  begin- 
ning of  a  letter,  but  since  we're  in  this 
section  of  the  country,  I  might  as  well.  I 
wish  to  announce  that  I'm  the  proud  pos- 
sesser  of  a  contract  with  the  Winston- 
Salem  City  Schools  for  the  coming  school 
year.  It  says  in  small  print  that  I'm  to 
be  an  instructor  in  the  primary  grades. 
I'm  quite  thrilled  with  my  position,  but 
am    wondering    what    I'm    going    to    tell 


thirty  or  forty  children  five  days  a  week 
for  nine  months;  any  suggestions  will  be 
greatly  appreciated. 

And  now  for  some  really  big  news  from 
this  neck  of  the  woods — Mary  Helen  is 
engaged  to  Sid  Jennette  from  Henderson 
who's  a  Pika  at  State;  she  got  her  ring 
May  Day.  No  plans  have  been  made  as 
yet  as  they're  not  going  to  get  married 
until  Sid  graduates  which  will  be  in 
June  of  1949.  Christine  Gray  is  having 
a  luncheon  for  all  the  Salem  College 
Seniors  May  15;  will  you  ever  forget  the 
nice  dinner  party  in  1946?  Beverly  and 
Mary  Billings  say  they  have  absolutely 
no  news. 

Through  the  mail  the  other  day  came 
"Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Clayton  Chappell, 
Jr.  request  the  honour  of  your  presence 
at  the  marriage  of  their  daughter  Mil- 
dred Keen  to  Mr.  Thomas  Wilson  Allen, 
Jr."  etc.  The  wedding  will  be  held  Sat- 
urday afternoon.  May  29,  in  Richmond. 
Virginia.  Millie's  sister  will  be  her  only 
attendant.  Also  on  the  list  for  a  summer 
wedding  is  Kathryn  Fulton;  the  exact 
date  has  not  been  set.  Kathryn  is  marry- 
ing Walter  Alston  of  Henderson,  SAE  at 
Carolina.  Poncie  and  Myrtle  Alston  (H. 
S.  '47)  and  Kathryn's  sister  Jean  will  be 
in  the  wedding.  Kathryn  and  Willie  will 
live  in   Henderson. 

News  from  Chapel  Hill  indicates  that 
Sue  Everett  and  Swanson  Graves,  a  Zete 
from  Washington,  N.  C,  will  be  married 
August  28.  Got  a  card  from  Sue  and 
also  one  from  Katie  Guion.  Saw  them 
both  plus  Sallie  Lee,  Margo,  Lib  Clinard, 
Teeny  Royall,  Harriett  Gurley,  and  a  host 
of  others  at  Chapel  Hill  the  Tex  Beneke 
weekend. 

Marty  Van  Patton  writes  from  Wash- 
ington, D.  C,  and  Beverly  heard  from 
Peggy  Flippen  that  Marty  is  engaged  to 
a  Midshipman  at  Annapolis,  Robert  K. 
Ripley;  they  are  going  to  be  married  as 
soon  as  Bob  graduates.  Marty  said  that 
Wee  was  coming  to  visit  her  around  the 
first  of  May  and  then  going  on  to  New 
York  to  visit  Betty  Goodwyn.  Flip  and 
Marty  both  said  that  May  Taylor  Craw- 
ford (H.  S.  '42)  (Mrs.  Robert)  of  Char- 
lotte, is  going  to  become  a  mama  this 
summer;  incidentally,  so  is  Sally  Ann 
Elliott  Mann. 

Fabian  Wadsworth  says  she's  still 
working  for  the  Chamber  of  Commerce 
in  Raleigh.  She  has  a  new  address,  1710 
Pineview    Street,    Raleigh,    N.    C. 

From  the  deep  South  comes  news  from 
Charlotte  Hoffman  at  the  University  of 
Georgia  who  says  she  saw  Lenora  Derap- 
sey  not  too  long  ago.  Charlotte  went  to 
Lucy  Harvey's  wedding  C45)  in  Rome, 
Georgia.  Betty  Sue  Tayloe  writes  that 
she  is  graduating  from  Florida  State 
University  in  June  with  a  journalism  and 
Spanish  major.  Mrs.  W.  H.  Black  well 
(nee  Helene  Carpenter)  says  that  she's 
been  mighty  busy  fixing  up  a  tiny  home 
of  "our  own." 

Ann  Lewis  writes  that  she  is  graduat- 
ing from  R.  P.  I.  in  June  in  social  work. 
She's  planning  a  trip  to  Minneapolis  in 
June  for  a  big  wedding. 

Well,  this  is  all  the  news  I  have.     Many 
thanks  to  those  of  you  who  sent  in  con- 
tributions.    Have  a  big  vacation  and  let 
us  hear  from  you  next  fall. 
1947 

CLASS    SECRETARY:       Joan    Hassler, 
2   Elliott  Drive,  Thomasville,  N.   C. 
Dear  Class  of  '4  7: 

A  round  of  exams  at  Salem  got  me 
down;  promise  to  make  up  for  it  in  the 
next   issue. 
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Jane  Kestler  Bell,  '44,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Robert  Powell  Holding,  Jr.,  of  Smith- 
field.  The  wedding  will  take  place  in 
the  fall. 

Lucy  Hancock,  '45,  of  Oxford,  to  Ting- 
ley  Moore.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
on  June  17. 

Nancy  Lee  Hannah,  '4S,  of  Greenville, 
to  Midshipman  Sydney  Worth  Dunn,  Jr., 
also  of  Greenville.  The  wedding  will 
take  place  in  June. 

Nancy  Kathryn  Fulton,  '4  6,  of  Roan- 
oke, Va.,  to  Walter  James  Alston,  Jr.,  of 
Henderson.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
this  summer. 

Peggy  Anne  Powell,  '47,  of  Clinton,  to 
Thomas  Daniel  Johnson  of  Clinton.  No 
date  has  been  set  for  the  wedding. 

Mary  Elephane  Dwelle,  '41,  of  Char- 
lotte, to  Edgar  Rose  Zimmerman  of 
Charlotte  and  Baltimore,  Md.  The  date 
of  the  wedding  will  be  announced  later. 

Elizabeth  Shaw,  '44,  of  Craddock,  Va., 
to  Thomas  Carleton  Hathaway,  Jr.,  of 
Portsmouth,  Va.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  late  August. 

Martha  Van  Patten,  '46,  of  Washing- 
ton, D.  C,  to  Midshipman  Robert  K.  Rip- 
ley of  Annapolis,  Md. 

Sue  Everett,  '46,  of  Palmyra,  to  Swan- 
son  Graves.  Jr.,  of  Washington,  N.  C. 
The  wedding  will  take  place  on  Au- 
gust 21. 

Mary  Helen  James,  '46,  of  Wilson,  to 
Sid  Jennette  of  Henderson.  No  date  has 
been  set  yet. 

Mary  Hodges  Person,  '4  4,  of  Stantons- 
burg,  to  Dixon  Ross  McCloy  of  Monticello, 
Ark.  The  wedding  will  take  place  on 
June  25  in  Saint  Mary's  Chapel,  Raleigh. 

Sara  Thornton,  '4  2  H.  S..  of  Norfolk, 
Va.,  to  Lt.  (jg.l  Edward  Frederick  Roth, 
U.S.N.  The  wedding"  will  take  place  on 
Friday,  June  25,  at  the  First  Presby- 
terian Church,  Norfolk,  Va. 

Sue  Kitchen  Joyner,  '41,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Walter  Sprunt  of  Houston,  Texas,  and 
Wilmington.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
on  June  19  at  First  Baptist  Church, 
Raleigh. 

Elizabeth  Bissette  Dempsey,  '4  7,  of 
Wilson,  to  Loomis  Chapman  Ludy,  Jr., 
of  Orlando,  Fla.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  late  summer. 


Weddi+iCfl 


Mary  Hughes  Boylan,  '40,  of  New 
Bern,  to  Julian  Knox  Warren,  Jr.,  of 
Trenton,  on  June  12,  New  Bern.  Frances 
Warren  Alexius,  '39  (Mrs.  John,  Jr.),  of 
Wilmington,  was  matron  of  honor.  At 
home,   New   Bern. 


Palmer  Smith,  '39,  of  Atlanta,  Ga.,  to 
Ott  Alston,  on  May  29,  at  Atlanta,  Ga. 

Margaret     Tucker     Caperton,     '3  6,     of 

Washington,  D.  C,  to  William  Bannard 
Ranken  of  Wilmington,  Del.,  on  June  5 
at  Saint  Alban's  Episcopal  Church  in 
Washington.      At  home,   Seaford,  Del. 

Almeda  Stewart,  '33,  of  Wilmington, 
to  the  Rev.  William  Crowe,  Jr.,  also  of 
Wilmington,  on  May  3,  in  the  First  Pres- 
byterian Church,  Wilmington. 

Elizabeth  Bryan  Dickens,  '45,  Enfield, 
to  Ensign  Lawrence  Hernandez,  Jr.,  of 
Tampa,  Fla.,  Annapolis  graduate,  on  June 
9,  Enfield.  Betsy  Ann  Evans,  '4S,  and 
Mary  Elizabeth  Peirson,  '45  H.S.,  both 
of  Enfield;  Elizabeth  Peirson,  '47,  of 
Raleigh,  and  Martha  Van  Patten,  '46,  of 
Washington,  D.  C,  were  bridesmaids. 

Lynn  Kiddle,  '45,  of  Raleigh,  to  L.  D. 
Horton,  also  of  Raleigh,  on  June  11,  in 
Saint  Mary's  Chapel,  Raleigh. 

Bettie  Landon  Hill,  '40,  of  Raleigh,  to 
James  Baugham  McMullen  of  Raleigh 
and  Washington,  N.  C,  on  June  9,  at 
Christ  Episcopal  Church.  Raleigh.  Betty 
Winbourne  Woltz,  '40,  (Mrs.  William  K. ) 
of  Mt.  Airy,  Ann  McClenagan  Lanahan, 
'41,  (Mrs.  Edward  L.)  of  Pittsburgh, 
Pa.,  Sue  Joyner,  '41,  "Sammy"  Pou,  '43, 
and  "Bitty"  Grimes,  '42  H.S.,  all  of  Ra- 
leigh,  were   bridesmaids. 

Charlotte  Hammond  Buchanan,  '47,  of 
Columbia,  S.  C,  to  Talmadge  Moore  Le- 
Grand,  on  May  7  in  the  Trinity  Episcopal 
Church.  Columbia,  S.  C. 

Betty  Landon  ("base,  '43,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Richard  Keziah  Corbett  of  Garner, 
on  March  29  in  Saint  Mary's  School 
Chapel,  Raleigh.  At  home,  2S24  Bar- 
mettler   St.,    Raleigh. 

Charlotte  Crawford,  '44,  of  Black 
Mountain,  to  Dr.  Cad  Walder  Arrendell, 
Jr.,  on  April  17  in  the  Saint  James  Epis- 
copal Church,  Black  Mountain.  At  home, 
Ponca  City.  Okla.,  where  Cad  will  prac- 
tice medicine  with  his  father. 

Cordelia  Day  Jones,  '41,  of  Aulander, 
to  Edward  V.  Blanchard  of  Woodland, 
on  May  S,  in  Aulander. 

Virginia  Hart,  '44,  of  Chatham,  Va., 
to  Emmett  Lee  Reid  of  Richmond,  Va.. 
and  Greenville,  S.  C,  on  May  29  in  the 
Emmanual  Episcopal  Church,  Chatham, 
Virginia. 

Evelyn  Joyce  Powell,  '40,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  James  Bennett  Jenkins  of 
Pinetops.  on  March  6  in  the  First  Meth- 
odist Church,  Rocky  Mount. 

SaUy  White  Ruffin,  '45,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Vance  Everett  Swift,  Jr.,  also  of  Raleigh, 
on  May  15.  Dorothy  Ruffin  Scott,  '44 
H.S.,  (Mrs.  Don,  Jr.)  sister  of  the  bride, 
was  matron  of  honor,  and  Betsy  Tom 
Lawrence,  '47,  Clotilda  Crow,  '49,  and 
Jane  Bowman,  '45,  all  of  Raleigh,  were 
bridesmaids. 

Marie  Stuart  Verdery,  '45.  of  Fayette- 
ville,    to    Douglas    Hendrie    Kerr    of    East 


Orange,  N.  J.,  on  April  17,  at  Hay  Street 
Methodist  Church,  Fayetteville.  Anne 
Hull  of  Roanoke,  Va.,  Nancy  Wood  Car- 
son (Mrs.  Edward)  of  Raleigh,  Ann  Nash 
White  Kyle  (Mrs.  James  H.),  Jean  Huske, 
Margaret  deRosset,  and  Hannah  Lyon, 
all  of  Fayetteville,  were  bridesmaids.  At 
home,    Boylan   Apartments,    Raleigh. 

Harriet  Murray  Whitaker,  '44,  of  Kin- 
ston,  to  Alexander  Howard,  also  of  Kin- 
ston,  on  April  10  in  Kinston.  Katherine 
Legs  Carr  (Mrs.  Al  G.)  of  Durham, 
Maria  Legg  Wortham  (Mrs.  Turner)  of 
Henderson,  Henrietta  Kagland  Badham 
(Mrs.  Richard)  of  Chapel  Hill.  Laurie 
Lucas  of  Greensboro;  Hontas  Whitaker, 
Anne  Stough,  and  Neva  Whitaker,  all  of 
Kinston,  were  bridesmaids.  At  home, 
Kinston  Apartments,  Kinston. 

Josephine  Russell  Henry,  '42,  of  Char- 
lotte, to  Robert  Clare  Burns  of  South- 
ern Pines,  on  April  17  in  the  Church  of 
the   Messiah,    Rockingham. 

Kathreen  Rogers  Massie,  '40,  of  Char- 
lotte, to  William  Thomas  Minor,  Jr.,  of 
Charlotte,  on  May  8  at  Saint  Martin's 
Episcopal  Church,  Charlotte.  At  home, 
Plaxa  Rd.,   Ext.,   Charlotte. 

Aim  Hooe  Rust  Middleton,  '39,  of  Fair- 
fax, Va.,  to  J.  Garrett  Patteson  of  Bos- 
ton, Mass.,  on  March  13  at  Fairfax,  Va. 
At  home,  Amandale,  Va. 

Anne  Barrus  Stough,  '43,  of  Kinston, 
to  Ivan  Daniel  Wood  of  Washington,  on 
May  S  in  Kinston. 

Ida  Quintard,  '42,  of  Charlotte,  to  Wil- 
liam Oliver  Nisbet  of  Van  Wyck,  S.  C,  on 
May  22  in  the  Saint  Peter's  Episcopal 
Church,  Charlotte. 


Ritiki 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gordon  R.  Leader  of  Lex- 
ington, Ky.,  a  son,  Richard  Gordon,  on 
April  2  6.  Mrs.  Leader  is  the  former 
Helen  A.  Kendrick,  '40,  of  Elizabeth  City. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  B.  Traxler  of 
Greenville,  S.  C,  a  son,  William  Byrd, 
Jr.,  on  May  1.  Mrs.  Traxler  is  the  former 
Bettie  London  Wooten,  '41,  of  Fayette- 
ville. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Schuber  of  Lex- 
ington, Va.,  a  son,  John  III,  on  April  7. 
Mrs.  Schuber  is  the  former  Pat  Hassler, 
'43  H.S.,  of  Thomasville,  N.  C. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ned  Bullock  of  Jackson- 
ville Beach,  Fla.,  a  daughter,  Mary  Agnes, 
on  March  5.  Mrs.  Bullock  is  the  former 
Pressley  Walsh,  '30,  of  Charleston,  S.  C. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Newman  Lee  Crookston 
of  Ogden,  Utah,  a  daughter,  Catherine 
Wren,  on  April  12.  Mrs.  Crookston  is 
the  former  Barbara  Rainey,  '40,  of  New 
Orleans,  La. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  H.  Conger,  Jr., 
of  Edenton,  a  son,  Joseph  Harold  III.  on 
April  10.  Mrs.  Conger  is  the  former 
Ruth  Bond,   '42,  of  Tarboro. 
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Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  C.  Moore,  Jr.,  of 
Chapel  Hill  and  Raleigh,  a  son,  Joseph, 
Jr..  on  May  2.  Mrs.  Moore  is  the  former 
Sarah  Frances  Ruark,  '3S,  of  Raleigh. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  F.  Goodno  of 
Raleigh,  a  son,  Charles  Christian,  on 
April  2  3  in  Charlotte.  Mrs.  Goodno  is 
the  former  Ann  Christian,  '40,  of  Raleigh. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sam  Tim  Carter  of  Wash- 
ington, N.  C.,  a  daughter,  Lucille  Nichol- 
son, on  May  24.  Mrs.  Carter  is  the  for- 
mer Elizabeth  Tayloe  Fowle,  '40,  of 
Washington,  N.  C. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  David  P.  Compe  of  Alex- 
andria, Va.,  a  son,  David  Farmer,  on 
May  29.  Mrs.  Compe  is  the  former 
Helen  Jean  Farmer,  '39,  of  Bailey. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Hubert  Haywood,  Jr.,  of 
Alexandria,  Va.,  a  son,  Robert  Allison, 
one  June  1.  Mrs.  Haywood  is  the  former 
Virginia  Allison,  '39,  of  Richmond,   Va. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wilson  Leggett  of  Scot- 
land Neck,  a  son,  Durward  Wilson,  II, 
on  May  31.  Mrs.  Leggett  is  the  former 
Lake  Allsbrook,  '47,  of  Scotland  Neck. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Hector  Clark.  Jr., 
of  Elizabethtown,  a  son,  in  May.  Mrs. 
Clark  is  the  former  Nora  Thompson 
Dicks,   '40,  of  Rockingham. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Boyd  P.  Beall,  Jr.,  of 
Wilmington,  a  son,  Boyd  III,  on  April 
27.  Mrs.  Beall  is  the  former  Jeannette 
Garrison,  '42,  of  Goldsboro. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Spicer,  Jr.,  of  Golds- 
boro, a  daughter,  Mary  Green,  in  Janu- 
ary. Mrs.  Spicer  is  the  former  Cora 
Fuller  Collier,  '30,  of  Goldsboro.      . 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  William  Justice. 
Jr..  of  Graham,  a  daughter.  Elizabeth 
Scott,   on   April    7.      Mrs.    Justice   is   the 


former    Betsy    Scott    Thompson, 
Graham. 


'43,    of 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  A.  Streb  of  Ra- 
leigh, a  daughter,  Mary  Helen,  on  April 
21.  Mrs.  Streb  is  the  former  Betty  Terry, 
'45   Bus.,  of  Raleigh. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Roger  Edwards  of 
High  Point,  a  daughter,  Julia  Drake,  on 
April  15.  Mrs.  Edwards  is  the  former 
Julia  Drake,  '3  4,  of  Raleigh. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Fulghum  of  Ra- 
leigh, a  son,  James,  Jr.,  on  April  10.  Mrs. 
Fulghum  is  the  former  Mary  Bryant  Up- 
shaw,  '42,  of  Raleigh. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Allen,  Jr.,  of 
Kinston,  a  son,  William  III,  on  April  4. 
Mrs.  Allen  is  the  former  Sarah  Sawyer, 
'39,  of  Windsor. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.  H.  Honeycutt,  Jr.,  of 
Raleigh,  a  son,  Haywood  H.  Ill,  on  March 
27.  Mrs.  Honeycutt  is  the  former 
Blanche  Catherine  French,  '40,  of  Ra- 
leigh. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Wyatt,  Jr.,  of 
Raleigh,  a  son,  Robert  III,  on  March  20. 
Mrs.  Wyatt  is  the  former  Ethel  Lyon,  '3  5, 
of  Raleigh. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  E.  Bass  III  of 
Charleston,  S.  C,  a  son,  Robert  Red- 
wood, on  January  31.  Mrs.  Bass  is  the 
former  Sophia  Redwood,  '4  2,  of  Ashe- 
ville. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peter  Young,  Jr..  of 
Charlotte,  a  son,  in  March.  Mrs.  Young- 
is  the  former  Peggy  Parsley,  '40  H.S.,  of 
Charlotte. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alex  Brock  of  Raleigh, 
a  son,  Kenan  Ashcraft,  on  May  15.  Mrs. 
Brock  is  the  former  Doris  Poole  Green, 
'47,  of  Raleigh. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash  of  Tar- 
boro,  a  daughter,  on  April  22.  Mrs. 
Nash  is  the  former  Jacquelin  Drane,  '29, 
of  Charlotte. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lawrence  A.  Tomlinson, 
Jr.,  of  Charlotte,  a  daughter,  Cantey 
Venable,  on  April  16.  Mrs.  Tomlinson 
is  the  former  Sarah  Manning  Sutton,  '3  9 
H.S..  of  Raleigh. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mark  Lindsey  of  Hamlet, 
a  son,  William  James,  on  May  S.  Mrs. 
Lindsey  is  the  former  Janet  James,  '4  0 
H.S.,  of  Hamlet. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  McNeill  Smith,  Jr., 
of  Greensboro,  a  daughter,  Ann  Talbot, 
on  March  5.  Mrs.  Smith  is  the  former 
Louise  Jordon,    '3S,   of   Fayetteville. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Chauncey  L.  Royster  of 
Raleigh,  a  son,  Collin,  on  May  2  4.  Mrs. 
Royster   is   the   former    Phoebe   Harding, 

'28, of   Washington,   N.    C. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Paul  Dickerman  II  of 
Wallingford,  Conn.,  a  daughter,  Alice 
Hall,  last  of  May.  Mrs.  Dickerman  is  the 
former  Margaret  Gold  Swindell,  '41,  of 
Wilson. 


jbeatUi. 


Mrs.  C.  M.  Lambe  of  Raleigh  (nee 
Mary  Habel,  '09  Bus.),  on  March  in 
Raleigh. 

Olivia  Blount  Grimes  of  Raleigh,  on 
March  23  in  Raleigh. 

Mrs.  R.  M.  McArthur  of  Winston- 
Salem  (nee  Louise  Cleveland  Sawyer), 
en  March  10,  194S. 

Winifred  Morrison,  '3  9,  of  Lynchburg, 
Va.,  on  February  5  in  Florida. 
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THE  MOLDING   INSTITUTION 

What  do  I  like  best  about  the  first 
week  at  Saint  Mary's?  That  question 
could  have  many  answers.  Some  girls 
might  reply  that  they  liked  the  period 
of  adjustment — adapting  themselves 
to  new  faces,  new  surroundings,  and 
new  employments.  Others  might  an- 
swer in  reference  to  the  value  of  the 
preliminary  tests  or  the  pleasure  of 
the  planned  entertainments.  Many 
other  phases  of  orientation  week  ap- 
peal to  still  other  gilds,  and  yet  to 
me,  an  old  girl,  there  is  one  definite 
answer  to  such  a  question. 

I  like  to  see  the  new  girls  beginning 
to  acquire  those  minute  and  often  in- 
definable qualities  which  forever  after 
mark  them  as  Saint  Mary's  girls.  The 
newcomer  arrives  at  Saint  Mary's 
and  finds,  for  probably  the  first  time 
in  her  life,  that  she  is  one  individual, 
unknown  and  unrecognized,  in  a  con- 
fusing conglomeration  of  strange 
faces  and  foreign  surroundings.  Of 
the  timeless  truth  that  one  gets  out  of 
something  only  what  he  puts  in,  there 
is  no  better  example  than  the  new 
girl's  first  week  at  Saint  Mary's.  The 
newcomer  herself  must  make  her  own 
impressions  and  initiate  herself  into 
her  chosen  circle  of  associates.  When 
she,  by  her  own  individuality,  has 
made  a  place  for  herself  in  the  life 
stream  and  activities  of  the  school, 
she  realizes  that  all  her  efforts  have 
come  back  to  her  in  a  rewarding  flow 
of  friends,  knowledge,  and  character- 
istics. 

In  time  the  new  girl  will  come  to 
know  and  love  all  the  activities  and 
traditions  of  Saint  Mary's.  Her  big 
sister,  her  hallmates,  the  semicircle  of 
the  covered  ways,  the  Little  Store,  the 
girl-break  and  formal  dances,  the 
chapel,  the  Christmas  pageant,  com- 
mencement step-singing,  the  ivy-cov- 
ered Rocks — all  these  things  and 
countless  others  will  have  an  influence 
upon  her  for  years  after  she  leaves 
Saint  Mary's. 

What  do  I  like  best  about  the  first 
week  at  Saint  Mary's?  I  like  to  see 
the  birth  of  all  these  things  in  the 
eyes  and  hearts  of  the  new  girls.  In 
every  life  and  age  there  is  some  mold- 
ing factor;  in  the  life  of  every  Saint 
Mary's  girl,  it  is  the  school  itself. 
B.  A.  R. 


Editor  .... 
Faculty  Adviser 


.    .    Patricia  Amurose 
Martha  Dabney  Jones 


The  Bulletin  is  issued  five  times  a  year 
by  the  students  of  Saint  Mary's  School  in 
the  interest  of  the  alumnae  and  the  school : 
December,  February  (catalogue  issue), 
March.  June,  and  July   (book  of  views). 

Articles  of  interest  to  students  and  alum- 
nae are  requested.  Address  communica- 
tions to  Saint  Mary's  School  Bulletin, 
Saint  Mary's  School,  Raleigh,  North  Caro- 
lina. 

Entered  July  3,  1905,  at  Raleigh,  North 
Carolina,  as  second-class  matter  under  Act 
of  Congress  of  July  16,  1894. 
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THEME 

This  first  issue  of  the  Bulletin  features 
a  side  of  Saint  Mary's  life  that  often 
seems  to  go  unnoticed.  We  are  devoting 
this  issue  to  some  very  important  people 
of  the  school,  those  white  and  colored 
employees,  other  than  the  faculty  and  ad- 
ministrative staff,  whose  contributions  to 
Saint  Mary's  makes  them  an  integral  part 
of  the  school.  It  not  being  practicable  to 
include  everyone,  the  staff  finally  decided 
to  feature  those  persons  whose  service  at 
Saint  Mary's  has  been  long  and  those 
whose  faces  are  most  familiar  to  the  stu- 
dents. To  the  others,  the  Bulletin  wishes 
to  extend  on  the  part  of  the  faculty  and 
the  student  body  the  sincere  appreciation 
of  Saint  Mary's  School. 


SAINT   MARY'S   BELONGS   TO  ALL 

OF   US! 

Too  often  the  success  of  an  organi- 
zation is  accredited  to  its  officers.  Are 
not  the  people  whose  names  are  sel- 
dom heard  just  as  much  if  not  more 
important  to  its  growth  and  existence? 

It  is  not  just  the  president  of  the 
school  or  the  officers  of  the  Student 
Government  Association  who  make 
Saint  Mary's  the  school  that  it  is.  It 
is  everybody  working  as  one  great  or- 
ganism, building,  repairing,  and  con- 
centrating all  individual  efforts  into 
the  co-operative  one  to  develop  a 
school  of  which  we  are  all  proud. 

It  takes  many  people  to  keep  a 
school  running  in  an  orderly  fashion. 
Every  little  task,  every  job  well  done 
requires  someone's  time  and  effort. 
The  men  and  women  who  do  these 
tasks  at  Saint  Mary's  are  indispensa- 
ble. We  just  could  not  get  along 
without  Mr.  Shaw,  who  brings  the 
mail  faithfully  morning  and  night. 
Casper  Lilly  performs  endless  duties 
for  students  and  staff,  including  keep- 
ing the  Coca-Cola  machine  filled  for 
our  enjoyment  and  ringing  that  un- 
pleasant but  necessary  bell  at  7 :00 
a.m.  Mr.  Goolsby,  the  school  engineer, 
is  responsible  for  all  the  machinery  on 
the  campus.  Resides,  Miss  Davis  would 
just  give  up  if  she  did  not  have  him 
to  help  with  the  commencement  play, 
and  we  students  would  have  a  most 
difficult  problem  if  he  were  not  here 
to  help  with  decorations  for  dances. 
Every  day,  we  see  Mr.  Hatley  and  Mr. 
Stevens,  "the  fixers,"  repairing  a 
leaky  roof,  a  broken  screen  or  a  faulty 
lock.  Then  there  are  all  the  people 
who  prepare  our  meals  and  serve  them 
three  times  a  day — Willie  Medlin, 
John  Hill  and  all  the  rest  of  the  din- 
ing room  and  kitchen  staff.  Unforget- 
table members  of  this  group  are 
Phyllis  and  Lucy.  In  fact,  the  interest 
of  all  these  people  in  Saint  Mary's 
and  in  each  Saint  Mary's  girl  is  sym- 
bolized by  Lucy's  stern  rebuke  when- 
ever she  pushes  a  student's  elbow  off 
the  table :  "Ain't  no  way  for  a  young 
lady  to  set !" 

Yes,  Saint  Mary's  belongs  to  all  of 
us.  B.  K.  W. 
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Who  Will  Be  Your   Master  ? 


By  Barbara  Wooten,  '50 


What  more  is  life  than  living  ?  What  more  is  happiness 
than  laughing?  What  more  is  death  than  sleeping?  As 
I  gaze  into  my  crystal  ball  I  see  Life,  Happiness,  and 
Death,  all  of  which  reflect  strange,  glowing  beams  into 
my  eyes,  that  make  me  open  them  wider  to  behold  such 
wonders.    Allow  me  to  relate  my  visions. 

Life  stands  high  on  a  mountain  top,  dressed  in  the  hues 
of  the  rainbow.  Intermingled  in  her  garment  are  odd 
designs,  each  possessing  a  purpose.  On  her  head  is  a 
crown  of  stars  set  in  rows  of  thorns.  In  one  hand  she 
carries  a  golden  staff,  and  in  the  other,  a  black  veil. 

Standing  to  the  right  of  Life  is  a  youthful  figure  clothed 
in  a  flowing  robe  that  shines  in  the  dark.  Her  name  is 
Happiness.  A  warm  smile  illuminates  her  face,  and  her 
eyes  shine  like  the  first  beams  of  the  sunrise. 

Now  I  see  vaguely  the  outline  of  a  dark  spectre  slowly 
descending  the  mountain  side.  A  black  hood  covers  his 
head,  and  he  walks  with  confident  strides.  His  name  is 
Death. 

What  do  these  symbols  mean?  I  shall  endeavor  to  in- 
terpret my  visions,  but  you,  too,  must  concentrate  and  let 
Imagination  be  your  companion  for  a  while. 

Although  Life  may  seem  abstract,  she  exists  as  much 
as  trees  and  animals  do.  She  stands  on  the  mountain  top 
waiting  for  those  who  seek  her.  The  many  colors  and 
designs  of  her  dress  are  the  different  phases  through 
which  one  passes  to  reach  her.     The  stars  and  thorns  in 


her  crown  represent  the  joys  and  sorrows  that  one  finds 
in  life.  The  golden  staff  is  a  symbol  of  purity  and  love, 
by  which  one  strives  to  be  ruled.  The  black  veil  repre- 
sents the  mishaps  which  shadow  life's  pleasures  and  suc- 
cesses. 

The  joyous  figure,  Happiness,  is  the  desire  of  every 
human  being.  No  matter  how  gloomy  the  day  may  seem, 
she  always  shines  through  the  dark  cloud  as  a  guiding 
ray  casting  eternal  joy  to  those  who  truly  find  her. 

The  dark  spectre,  Death,  is  black  only  to  those  who  do 
not  choose  Life's  upward  path  at  the  crossroads ;  for  if 
one  follows  Life's  calling,  fulfilling  the  purpose  of  cre- 
ation, he  inherits  eternal  life — beyond  physical  death,  and 
the  feared  spectre  becomes  no  more  than  a  thought,  pow- 
erless and  unheeded. 

My  crystal  ball  is  growing  dim,  and  shadows  are  form- 
ing over  the  surface.  Wait !  I  see  far  in  the  distance  a 
golden  scroll  which  reads :  "Fear  not  that  thy  life  shall 
come  to  an  end,  but  rather  fear  that  it  shall  never  have 
a  beginning."* 

Now  my  crystal  ball  is  blank  and  I  can  neither  see  nor 
tell  more.  My  eyes  are  growing  heavy,  and  a  cold  hand 
rests  on  my  shoulder.  Remember  my  prophecy,  for  I 
gaze  into  my  crystal  ball  no  more.  I  took  the  wrong  path 
at  the  crossroads,  and  Death,  not  Life,  is  my  master. 


'Source  unknown. 


The  Success  Secret 

By  Berta  Allen  Buss,  '50 


There  is  a  little,  maybe  more  than  a  little,  of  me  in 
each  of  you.  I  am  with  you  constantly,  yet  oftentimes 
my  presence  is  never  detected.  Some  of  you  are  my  inti- 
mate friends ;  others  of  you  I  will  some  day  meet ;  still 
others  will  never  realize  that  I  have  been  with  you 
throughout  your  lives. 

I  could  hardly  be  called  a  person,  although  I  have  lived 
— and  do  live — in  a  great  variety  of  ways.  I  have  exult- 
antly climbed  the  heights  with  princes,  and  I  have  silently 
crawled  through  the  streets  with  fools.  I  have  been  the 
constant  companion  of  the  learned,  the  searchers  after 
truth,  and  I  have  remained  unknown  to  those  who  care 
not  for  my  help. 

My  birth  is  in  your,  my  keeper's,  hands.  Until  you 
unlock  my  quarters  and  give  me  freedom,  I  am  unmolded 
and  immature.  My  success  is  within  j'our  jurisdiction, 
and  without  your  blessing  I  cannot  go  forth  to  accom- 
plish my  mission.  Yet  there  the  situation  changes.  Once 
you  have  given  me  liberty,  I  ripen  and  mature  until 
finally  I  reach  the  point  where  I  am  strong  enough  to  take 
the  reins  from  your  hands.  Then  I  become  the  sovereign, 
the  absolute  monarch,  and  you  are  reduced  to  serfdom.  I 
am  your  lord  and  leader,  and  my  every  desire  and  com- 
mand must  be  meticulously  obeyed. 


My  life,  like  that  of  a  human,  can  follow  any  of  several 
channels:  in  fact,  your  life  and  mine  are  almost  parallel. 
I  can  remain  dormant  and  lazy,  and  your  life  will  be 
worthless  and  unimaginative.  I  can  be  mildly  industrious 
and  your  life  will  be  one  of  mediocre  successes  and 
failures. 

In  my  highest  determination  I  am  capable  of  outlining 
for  you  a  life  of  eager  desires  and  high  ideals.  I  can 
make  you  famous  and  prosperous ;  and,  above  all,  I  can 
make  you  happy.  My  restlessness  and  aspiration  know 
no  bounds,  and  you  and  I  together  are  swept  ever  upward 
in  the  swift  current  of  opportunity. 

In  the  achievement  of  my  success  I  must  have  help 
from  other  sources.  Wisdom  and  justice  must  lift  me  up, 
and  pride  must  applaud  me  as  I  rise.  Waiting  for  me  on 
the  heights  must  be  dignity  to  clothe  me  in  a  mantle  of 
confidence.  Humility  must  await  me  also,  for  there  is  no 
true  greatness  that  has  not  known  meekness. 

I  am  not  concrete,  nor  am  I  remote  and  unattainable. 
I  am  not  human,  nor  am  I  supernatural.  And  3ret  I  am 
essential  to  a  successful  life,  for  I  am  Ambition — Ambi- 
tion, which  should  be  in  the  minds  and  hearts  of  all  of 
you. 


December  1948 


Final* 


McLean  believed  in  horses  and  in  human  nature.     Then 
something  happened  that  changed  his  mind. 

By  Betty  Bowles,  '50 


The  enthusiasm  with  which  McLean  and  Parker  worked 
together  in  the  local  horse  shows  was  gratifying  to  see. 

Mr.  Dodd  McLean  belonged  to  the  minority  group  of 
true  equestrians ;  he  did  not  consider  his  stables  a  busi- 
ness enterprise  or  his  trainer,  Parker,  a  salesman.  His 
calculations  of  the  value  of  his  horses  were  based  on  their 
ability  and  conformation.  He  was  a  connoisseur  at  mo- 
mentous expense  to  his  own  comfortably  filled  pocket- 
book. 

It  was  at  a  local  exhibition  that  McLean's  Dark  Revenge, 
the  product  of  his  instruction  and  Parker's  hard  training, 
did  justice  publicly  to  her  ability  and  finally  walked  out 
of  the  ring  with  a  long  deserved  blue  ribbon.  Heretofore 
the  young  mare  had  always  misbehaved  in  the  show  ring, 
for  she  had  had  little  experience  before  noisy  crowds. 
The  victory  was  outwardly  of  small  merit,  but  the  fact 
that  Dark  Revenge  had  finally  mastered  her  giddiness 
made  it  a  great  day  for  her  owner  and  rider. 

After  the  class  shrewd  little  Parker  calmly  chewed 
his  match  stick  as  he  learned  that  McLean  intended  to 
enter  Dark  Revenge  in  the  Atlanta  show  in  October. 
Parker  reflected  on  the  hours  of  sweat  and  patience  that 
he  and  his  employer  had  spent  during  the  recent  summer. 
Never  a  day  had  passed  that  they  had  not  squeezed  per- 
fection out  of  the  mare  in  the  practice  ring.  Before  each 
show  their  hopes  had  been  boundless,  and  always  their 
efforts  had  proved  fruitless.  The  boisterous  crowds  had 
transformed  her  into  a  dynamo  of  nerves.  Until  this  day, 
she  had  been  consistent  in  shying  and  prancing  into  the 
ring  with  jerky  steps.  The  result  had  usually  been  the 
hasty  and  involuntary  dismounting  of  Parker.  There  was 
doubt  as  to  whether  this  change  in  the  horse's  disposition 
was  permanent,  but  even  the  hard  little  trainer  believed 
in  the  possibility.  Those  who  had  frequented  the  barn 
at  work-out  time  knew  that  the  mare  had  a  justifiable 
claim  to  recognition,  and  could  understand  McLean's 
persistence  in  showing  her.  Moreover,  there  were  the 
Hoover  City,  Benson,  and  Stony  Hill  shows  to  prove  or 
disprove  the  horse's  transformation  before  Atlanta.  The 
last  was  the  battleground  on  which  the  best  horses  from 
each  circuit  in  the  South  fought  for  the  ultimate  title.  It 
was  the  final  test  of  superiority.  To  be  victorious  or  van- 
quished there  opened  or  closed  the  door  to  unlimited  pos- 
sibilities of  distinction. 


II 

The  end  of  September  was  hot  and  dry,  but  exhibitor, 
trainer,  and  grooms  found  its  arrival  gratifying.  Dark 
Revenge  had  completed  the  local  circuit  with  more  than 
anticipated  success.  Her  reputation  was  well  established 
in  her  native  region,  and  word  of  her  seemed  to  have 
seeped  out  into  the  rest  of  the  horse  world.  The  idiosyn- 
crasies that  had  marred  her  early  record  had  faded  away 
in  her  present  brilliance.  She  was  ready  for  the  impend- 
ing contest.  No  one  could  deny  the  prospects  of  victory 
for  McLean's  mare. 

The  King's  Grant  trailer  left  early  one  morning  in  Oc- 
tober, and  within  twelve  hours  the  horses  were  settled  in 
their  stalls  on  the  Atlanta  fair  grounds.  There  excite- 
ment was  high,  but  McLean  and  Parker  left  the  stables 
early,  for  their  trip  had  been  long  and  wearing. 

Once  in  the  relaxing  darkness  of  their  hotel  room, 
Parker  and  his  employer  spoke  of  the  approaching  con- 
test. The  weary  but  hopeful  tones  of  the  two  low  voices 
hardly  broke  the  heavy  silence  of  the  late  afternoon. 
While  the  little  trainer  was  reviewing  the  plan  for  exer- 
cising the  mare,  he  was  conscious  of  footsteps  in  the  cor- 
ridor. A  key  turned  in  the  lock  of  a  door,  and  several 
men  entered  the  next  room.  They  seemed  to  be  jovial 
for  their  conversation  was  loud  and  often  interrupted  by 
laughter.  A  sentence  caught  the  two  men's  attention, 
and  they  realized  that  their  neighbors  were  also  partici- 
pants in  the  show.  They  were  about  to  resume  their  dis- 
cussion when  they  distinguished  the  words  of  a  rasping 
voice. 

"The  thing  is  too  obvious,  for  the  King's  Grant  mare 
will  outperform  yours  with  no  effort.  Xo,  I  can't  fool 
the  crowd  in  that  respect.  I'd  be  kicked  out  of  all  the 
judges'  stands  in  the  South. 

"You  are  the  judge.  Some  major  fault  in  conforma- 
tion .  .  ."■ 

The  tranquility  of  the  room  exploded  as  the  words 
came  through  the  thin  partition.  McLean  leapt  from  the 
bed  in  a  rage.  He  reached  the  door  before  he  checked 
himself.  Then  his  fist  relaxed ;  the  angry  set  of  his  head 
and  shoulders  disappeared.    Parker  was  beside  him. 

"Go  on,  put  a  bug  in  their  ears.  That's  all  you  need  to 
do.  They  won't  dare  try  anything  funny  if  they  know 
where  vou  stand." 


3 


Saint  Mary's  School 


The  large  gentleman  looked  at  his  friend  and  shook  his 
head.  Drawing  himself  up,  he  said,  "Dark  Revenge  can 
beat  bribery.  She's  the  best  there  is.  No  judge  could  be 
crooked  enough  to  tie  her  lower  than  first.  If  he  does, 
the  whole  show  business  isn't  worth  my  snaffle  bit." 

Parker  realized  that  McLean's  faith  in  the  mare's  suc- 
cess was  a  part  of  him.  He  couldn't  shatter  it  now.  It 
would  be  better  to  take  the  chance  of  losing  to  a  greedy 
rival  than  to  let  McLean  feel  his  victory  forced.  The 
performance  was  all  to  him.    It  alone  must  win  the  judge. 

Ill 

Two  days  can  pass  quickly  when  a  man  is  busy.  The 
first  days  in  October  seemed  to  have  invisible  wings. 

The  show  opened  gloriously  and  a  slightly  nipping  wind 
cooled  the  horses,  leaving  them  invigorated  and  equal  to 
their  task.  Dark  Revenge  sped  around  the  ring  to  win  in 
her  preliminary  classes,  her  silken  black  mane  and  tail 
flying  from  her  rhythmic  body.  She  had  never  stepped 
higher;  her  neck  had  never  arched  more  proudly.  Mc- 
Lean's pride  was  equaled  only  by  his  J05'  aud  satisfac- 
tion. His  adoration  for  the  big  bay  mare  shone  in  his 
eyes.  His  acceptance  of  praise  and  congratulations  was 
modest,  but  observing  persons  saw  in  his  face  an  almost 
sublime  exaltation. 

The  clays  became  more  beautiful  as  the  end  of  the  week 
approached,  and  by  the  night  of  the  grand  championship 
event  there  was  that  exhilarating  quality  in  the  autumn 
air  that  comes  with  the  announcement  of  southern  winter. 
At  the  temporary  stalls  behind  the  fine  ring,  grooms 
brushed  and  curried,  trainers  cursed  last-minute  mishaps. 
As  the  crowd  in  the  boxes  and  grandstands  were  seeing 
the  presentation  of  hunter  and  jumper  prizes,  McLean 
ducked  the  rail  and  came  into  the  center  of  the  ring  where 
the  tuxedo-clad  master  of  ceremonies  was  calling  the 
stables  with  his  microphone.  At  his  summons  fifteen  mag- 
nificent steeds  pranced  and  pawed  their  way  into  the 
ring.  Each  rider  sat  proudly,  almost  haughtily,  in  his 
saddle.  Tension  cried  out  in  the  night  air.  Dark  Re- 
venge entered  with  the  rest,  but  her  singular  beauty 
marked  her  even  in  this  choice  group.  In  every  move- 
ment, she  reflected  her  master's  enthusiasm. 

The  contest  started  quickly,  the  steeds  yielding  to 
tightened  reins.  They  walked  pertly  around  the  ring 
several  times  before  the  "Trot,  please"  command  was 
heard.  The  power  was  partially  released.  Parker  eased 
himself  forward ;  Dark  Revenge's  long  left  forefoot 
reached  far  out,  and  she  broke  into  the  demanded  gait 
with  agile  smoothness.  Her  hoofs  pounded  the  turf  and 
then  came  high  off  the  ground  to  beat  out  the  next  step ; 
the  narrow  breast  moved  powerfully.  Parker  hardly 
jogged  as  his  mount's  long  strides  carried  him  around 
the  track. 

"Walk  your  horses." 

A  few  subdued  steps. 

"Slow  gait,  please." 

Parker  gathered  his  reins.  He  lowered  his  head  toward 
the  horse's  left  ear.  Dark  Revenge  stopped  in  response 
to  the  whispered  words.  Then  she  lifted  one  shining 
foot.  Hei-  neck  arched  tighter.  Every  muscle  in  her 
great  body  strained,  and  she  moved  on.  The  slow  thump, 
thump  broke  into  a  roar  as  fifteen  horses  responded  to 
the  command  "Let  'em  rack  !" 

The  floodlights  beat  down  on  the  dusty  track.     Behind 


the  ring  the  stables  were  dark  and  quiet.  The  spectators 
in  the  stand  were  motionless,  and  the  world  seemed  to  be 
holding  its  breath.  The  world  was  the  ring  and  the 
speeding  animals  fighting  for  the  advantageous  inside 
position.  Increasing  speed  did  not  mar  the  bay  mare's 
rhythm.  Her  body  was  a  unit  of  co-ordinating  muscular 
beauty,  and  her  strength  brought  her  to  the  front  of  the 
line  of  racing  horses.  A  lather  foamed  on  her  belly  and 
neck  and  glistened  under  the  concentrated  light.  For 
three  minutes  the  ring  was  a  scene  of  furious  movement, 
swirling  shapes  of  brown,  black,  and  red. 

The  horses  were  ordered  to  canter.  The  dramatic  mo- 
ment when  all  were  drawn  to  the  rail  and  urged  on  had 
arrived,  and  had  passed  with  no  mishap.  The  ring  looked 
like  a  merry-go-round  as  the  horses  slowly  rocked  their 
riders  up  and  down,  up  and  down. 

McLean,  arrested  by  the  scene  before  him,  for  the  first 
time  during  the  evening,  almost  forgot  his  fears.  As 
Parker  passed  they  nodded  to  each  other  in  mutual  under- 
standing. They  both  knew  now  that  victory  was  right- 
fully theirs. 

Dark  Revenge  had  led  her  master  as  far  along  the  path 
of  success  as  she  could.  Whether  his  journey  would  end 
successfully  was  not  to  be  determined  by  the  mare. 

As  the  master  of  ceremonies  directed  the  contestants 
to  form  a  line  before  the  judges'  stand,  McLean's  apprais- 
ing eye  swept  the  rest  of  the  horses.  There  were  great, 
strong,  clumsy  ones  and  small,  flighty  ones.  He  made  his 
choice  for  second  and  third  places.  The  black  stallion 
and  the  slight  sorrel  would  place.  The  former  had  one 
flaw — he  thrust  his  nose  forward  when  racking.  The 
latter  was  low  in  the  back. 

McLean  looked  toward  the  green  stand  near  by.  The 
judge  was  handing  his  written  decision  to  the  man  in  the 
tuxedo.  McLean  lit  a  cigarette  with  a  shaking  hand  and 
stumbled  to  the  stand  to  hear  the  decision.  The  spectacle 
before  him  blurred  and  he  heard  nothing.  He  only  saw 
the  gold  cup  being  presented — not  to  his  mare — to  the 
black  stallion ! 

A  hotel  room,  a  voice,  vile  words  flashed  back.  The3' 
were  more  vivid  than  what  was  happening  around  him. 
Almost  without  McLean's  realizing  it,  his  fist  tightened 
in  rage.  Now  the  judge  was  onl}'  a  few  inches  away. 
McLean  lunged  at  him  as  a  cry  went  up.  McLean  stood 
there,  rubbing  his  stinging  knuckles  and  watching  as, 
amid  the  turmoil,  Parker  rode  his  last  horse  out  of  the 
show  ring  forever. 

I  NEED  NOT  FEAR 

By  Mary  Anne  Rose,  '50 
1  need  not  fear  the  darkness  of  the  night 
Or  turn  away  the  silver  stream  that  falls 
Upon  the  earth  from  heaven's  satellite 
And  sways  men's  feelings  and  all  things  enthralls. 
I  need  not  fear  the  loneliness  of  Life 
Or,  worse,  the  everpending  threat  of  Death, 
Who  haunts  my  pathway  with  a  hov'ring  scythe 
While  blowing  on  me  chill  and  mold'ring  breath. 
I  need  not  fear  the  evil  in  the  world. 
Or  disregard  the  strong  who  crush  the  weak 
And  stand  above  them  with  their  flag  unfurled 
To  boast  to  all  the  proud  wrong  they  do  wreak. 
I  need  not  fear,  for  God,  supreme  of  kings, 
Doth  guide  and  rule  all  people  and  all  things. 
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On  Marital  Bliss 

By  Ellen  Eixey,  '49 

The  troubles  of  married  couples  never  end.  Take  my 
mother  and  father  for  example !  Let  me  insist  that  my 
mother  is  happily  married  to  my  father — happily  mar- 
ried in  spite  of  the  incident  which  I  am  about  to  disclose. 

Father  was  an  elder  in  the  Presbyterian  church,  and 
had  assumed  along  with  his  office  the  responsibility  of 
using  the  family  ear  to  transport  certain  old  ladies  to  a 
church  supper  in  their  honor.  One  hot  morning  in  Au- 
gust, Mother  received  a  telephone  call  from  an  old  lady 
who  sewed  button-holes  for  a  living,  to  remind  my  father 
that,  he  was  to  take  her  and  a  friend  out  to  the  annual 
church  picnic.  She  was  thrilled  to  be  able  to  go  and 
grateful  that  my  father  was  to  take  her.  Assuring  the 
lady  that  Father  would  be  there  at  two  o'clock,  Mother 
hung  up  the  receiver  and  went  to  market. 

When  she  returned  at  one  o'clock  she  was  again  sum- 
moned to  the  telephone  and  reminded  of  Father's  prom- 
ise. After  reassuring  the  lady  who  sewed  button-holes, 
Mother  turned  again  to  household  chores.  At  a  quarter 
to  two  she  called  my  father  at  the  office  to  tell  him  that 
the  car  was  ready  at  any  time  he  wanted  it.  But  Father 
wasn't  at  the  office.  No,  the  secretary  didn't  know  where 
he  was.  At  two  the  old  lady  called  again.  Offering  her 
apologies  for  disturbing  Mother,  she  reminded  her  that 
it  was  two  o'clock  and  that  Father  hadn't  come.  "I'm 
sure  he'll  be  there  in  a  few  minutes.  He's  not  always  on 
time,"  said  Mother  sheepishly.  She  paced  the  floor.  At 
two-thirty,  another  call.  "He'll  be  there.  Yes,  I'm  posi- 
tive. You're  all  ready  to  go?  That's  fine!  He's  on  his 
way."  Frantically  Mother  called  Uncle.  No  informa- 
tion. She  called  the  family  doctor.  Father  might  have 
been  seized  with  a  heart  attack.  But  Father  wasn't  there, 
and  the  doctor  knew  nothing  about  any  heart  attack. 

After  the  telephone  call  at  three,  during  which  Mother 
assured  the  button-holer  that  Father  hadn't  dropped  off 
the  ends  of  the  earth  and  that  the  picnic  hadn't  been 
called  off,  she  jumped  into  the  car  and  went  in  search  of 
Father.  The  office — the  courthouse — the  bank — even  the 
jail.    Nowhere  was  he  to  be  found. 

Returning  at  three-thirty,  she  fearfully  answered  the 
ring  of  the  telephone  and  was  greeted  with  a  sudden  out- 
burst of  sobs.  "It's  the  only  day  I  get  out  during  the 
year — the  picnic — sob — the  service  of  the  minister — sob — 
it's  a  great  comfort — my  button-holes — sob — " 

Reluctantly,  Mother  got  into  the  car  and  went  to  get 
the  old  lady  and  her  friend  and  take  them  to  the  picnic 
grounds.  The  minister  was  anxiously  awaiting  Father, 
but  seeing  that  Mother  was  taking  over  his  job  for  the 
afternoon,  he  proceeded  with  the  services.  It  was  a  sol- 
emn service,  so  I've  been  told,  but  suddenly  the  minister's 
voice  fell  heavy  on  the  air.  He  was  (perhaps  by  mistake) 
calling  on  Mother  to  offer  a  prayer.  In  her  anger,  resent- 
ment, and  utter  confusion.  Mother  was  not  in  a  prayerful 
mood.  There  was  deadly  silence  !  Finally,  in  desperation 
Mother  croaked,  "Now,  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep." 

After  the  picnic  was  over,  redfaeed  and  angered, 
Mother  drove  up  the  driveway  (after  delivering  the  but- 
ton-hole lady  and  her  bewildered  friend  to  their  respective 
homes)  and  found  Father  lying  on  the  swing,  reading  the 


The  Tablettat 

By  Marjoeie  Sheridan,   '50 

I  have  made  an  extensive  study  on  the  subject  of  Tab- 
lettats.  According  to  my  latest  reports,  Tablettats  first 
inhabited  the  earth  during  the  fourteenth  and  thirteenth 
centuries  B.C.  Their  fossils  show  that  they  were  very 
big  birds.  Some  scientists  say  that  the  Schmoolites  were 
much  larger,  but  I  seriously  doubt  it.  No  other  scientist 
(according  to  recent  worldwide  surveys)  can  make  that 
statement.  Tablettats  were  originally  approximately  fif- 
teen feet  tall  and  weighed  between  four  and  five  hundred 
pounds.1 

It  has  been  said  that  a  Tablettat  was  recently  sighted 
in  Mongolia.  Now  do  not  rush  off  to  Mongolia  because 
you  will  not  find  him  there ;  it  was  an  ostrich  instead. 
This  mistaken  identity  is  understandable  because  the 
Tablettat  is  very  similar  to  an  ostrich.2 

If  ever  you  encounter  a  Tablettat  never,  oh  no,  never 
let  him  know  that  .you  have  any  sort  of  fear  of  him  what- 
soever. If  he  senses  it,  he  will  deal  with  you  accordingly. 
Be  indifferent.3  If  you  are  not  sharp-witted  enough  to 
remember  this,  keep  the  consolation  in  mind  that  he  may 
drop  dead  before  he  reaches  you.  Of  course,  he  may  reach 
you  and  kill  you  anyhow ;  but  life  is  not  a  bed  of  roses, 
you  know.4 

The  Tablettat  feeds  on  ragweed.  In  his  heyday  his 
whole  family  spent  all  their  time  hunting  down  ragweed. 
They  consumed  so  much  ragweed  that  they  often  took 
on  a  curious  cast  of  green,  not  greatly  different  from  that 
of  the  ragweed.  This  caused  no  end  of  confusion.  It  was 
not  at  all  unusual  for  a  husband  to  eat  his  wife  and  their 
children  by  mistake  at  one  sitting.  This  naturally  tended 
to  decrease  the  population  of  the  Tablettats.  I  have  read 
other  sources  on  this  subject  that  state  that  Tablettats 
lived  such  an  extraordinarily  dull  life  that  they  were 
merely  bored  to  extinction. 

I  am  sometimes  sad  that  the  Tablettats  have  become 
extinct.  Think  how  exciting  it  would  be  to  meet,  a  fifteen 
foot,  four  hundred  pound  Tablettat  on  the  street  !5  Then 
sometimes  I  am  overjoyed  that  there  are  no  Tablettats. 
Why,  think  of  the  confusion  that  they  would  cause  run- 
ning all  over  the  streets  searching  for  ragweed.  Goodness 
knows,  there  is  enough  traffic  as  it  is. 


lThe  figure  varies  according  to  whether  or  not  the  Tablettat 
has  eaten  his  lunch. 

-An  ostrich's  kick  may  break  your  entire  leg,  while  the  Talilet- 
tat's  kick  perhaps  only  breaks  the  fibula,  leaving  the  tibia  in  first- 
class  condition. 

3He  will  probably  sense  that  too  and  kick  your  brains  out. 

*An  example  of  optimism. 

"•Carl  Suavely  is  rumored  to  have  said  that  Charley  Justice  is  a 
direct  descendant  of  a  Tablettat. 


(Continued  from  Col.  1 ) 
afternoon  paper  and  drinking  lemonade.    He  waved  gaily 
and  inquired,  "Did  you  have  a  good  time?" 

When  he  had  explained  that  he'd  gone  out  of  town  to 
a  golfers'  meeting,  Mother  walked  upstairs,  took  an 
aspirin,  and  went  to  bed. 

To  this  day,  Father  denies  that  the  episode  ever  hap- 
pened, but  maintains  nevertheless,  that  it  was  good  ex- 
perience for  Mother. 
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Their  Silent  Kind 

To  some  people  dreams  are  unreachable — but  not  to 
Miss  Jennifer  Hood. 


By  Berta  Allen  Rrss,  '50 

"Dumb  jeAvels  often,  in  their  silent  kind, 
More  than  quick  words,  do  move  a  woman's  mind." 
Shakespeare,  Two  Gentlemen  from  Verona,,  III,  i,  89. 


The  impersonal  formality  of  the  small  letters  engraved 
on  the  plate  glass  window  characterized  the  distinction 
of  the  jewelry  store ;  their  very  minuteness  seemed  to 
mock  the  unsuspecting  shopper  with  their  snobbish  identi- 
fication of  the  establishment.  Such  was  the  conceit  of 
those  nine  Roman  letters  that  the  one  name  they  spelled 
out  in  the  frigidity  of  cut  glass  seemed  to  exemplify  the 
time-proven  reputation  of  the  jewelry  company. 

Behind  boxwoods,  planted  in  a  narrow,  well-filled  row, 
rose  the  dark  granite  of  the  store  front ;  about  waist  high, 
the  stone  gave  way  to  the  brilliant  expanse  of  plate  glass. 
As  if  to  emphasize  the  exclusiveness  and  worldly  uncon- 
cern of  the  establishment,  the  entire  front  of  the  store 
stretched  over  a  space  of  not  more  than  twenty  feet,  curv- 
ing in  to  the  heavy  glass  door  on  one  side. 

The  hustling  crowd  of  midday  shoppers  swept  past  the 
J.  W.  Rudge  Co.  with  as  much  unconcern  for  it  as  it  had 
for  them.  Each  individual  member  of  that  rushing  mass 
of  people,  whether  banker,  clerk,  stenographer,  or  house- 
wife, was  intent  upon  the  completion  of  a  personal  errand 
and  had  no  time  to  linger  before  shop  windows. 

On  the  edge  of  the  surging  crowd  before  the  jewelry 
store  window  stood  Miss  Jennifer  Hood,  completely  out 
of  step  and  tune  with  her  surroundings.  In  all  of  her 
forty-seven  years  of  city  life  since  her  graduation  from 
a  small  country  college  she  had  not  accustomed  herself 
to  the  frantic  haste  about  her.  To  her  these  people  seemed 
to  exist  from  one  appointment  to  the  next  with  no  time 
to  appreciate  what  was  taking  place  about  them.  Often, 
especially  when  she  felt  that  peculiar  urban  frustration 
engulfing  her,  she  would  walk  for  hours  following  her 
tiny,  straight  nose  wherever  its  inquisitiveness  might 
lead  her. 

She  had  done  just  this  on  one  bright  Saturday  morning 
in  May.  Having  left  home  promptly  after  a  meager 
breakfast  of  toast  and  coffee,  she  had  walked  ceaselessly 
for  almost  two  hours.  Her  sensibly  clad  feet  had  carried 
her  to  the  business  district  of  town  and  there,  fascinated 
by  the  elaborate  displays,  her  careful  eye  approving  or 
condemning  each  exhibited  item  in  its  turn,  she  had 
walked  slowly  from  one  store  window  to  the  next. 

Now  she  stood  before  Rudge's.  This,  of  all  the  stores 
downtown,  was  her  favorite.  Never  once  had  she  swung 
open  that  great  glass  door  and  stepped  inside  to  the  cool, 
dark  mahogany  and  thick  carpeted  atmosphere.     Never 


had  she  been  waited  upon  by  one  of  the  frock-coated 
clerks  with  a  carnation  boutonniere.  It  was  not  that  she 
was  afraid  of  the  formal  impersonality  of  the  store.  No, 
it  could  not  possibly  have  been  that.  It  was  just  that 
she  could  not  afford  such  luxuries  as  diamond  rings  or 
emerald  earrings  on  a  schoolteacher's  pay.  For  years 
Miss  Jenny  had  watched  Rudge's  window.  She  had  seen 
ruby  bracelets  replace  pearl  pins  on  the  red  velvet  mat- 
ting, and  she  had  seen  the  ring  on  the  revolving  plaster 
hand  change  from  a  diamond  solitaire  to  a  cluster  of  deep 
amethysts.  She  loved  to  watch  for  these  changes.  When- 
ever she  walked  toward  the  jewelry  store  she  wanted  to 
close  her  ej'e's  and,  playing  a  childish  game  of  surprise, 
not  open  them  until  she  stood  directly  before  the  window. 
Each  time  the  display  was  changed  it  almost  seemed  that 
the  sparkling  attraction  had  grown  even  more  brilliant 
than  before. 

On  the  second  Saturday  in  May  of  her  sixty-seventh 
year,  Miss  Jenny  stood  gazing  intently  into  Rudge's  win- 
dow, oblivious  to  the  people  rushing  and  shoving  behind 
her.  There  was  a  new  display  in  the  window.  A  small 
hand-lettered  sign  stated  that  each  of  these  pieces  ex- 
hibited had  once  been  a  part  of  an  old  English  collection. 
There  were  exquisite  sunburst  pins,  the  daintiest  of  hand- 
wrought  gold  bracelets,  diamond  earrings — all  types  of 
old  jewelry.  Miss  Jenny's  eyes  traveled  caressingly  from 
one  item  to  the  next.  She  played  a  little  game  with  her- 
self ;  starting  at  the  top  level  at  the  left,  she  let  her  gaze 
wander  across  and  down,  studying  each  article  carefully. 
Abruptly  her  eyes  stopped  and  focused  on  a  diamond 
pendant  delicately  suspended  from  a  gold  chain.  Try  as 
she  would,  she  could  not  remove  her  gaze.  That  glitter- 
ing ornament  held  her  fascinated,  and  she  could  look  no 
farther.  The  large  central  stone  glittered  and  shone  like 
the  brightest  of  stars  on  a  moonless  night.  It  was  crowned 
with  two  baguettes,  and  the  cluster  hung  from  its  dainty 
chain  by  a  carved  link  of  gold. 

It  was  the  most  beautiful  thing  Miss  Jenny  had  ever 
seen ;  she  wanted  that  lavaliere  more  than  she  had  ever 
wanted  anything  in  her  life.  She  stood  there  almost 
hypnotized,  her  mind  churning  for  either  an  excuse  to 
buy  it  or  an  argument  to  convince  herself  that  the  idea 
was  ridiculous. 

That  coming  June  when  the  stifling  heat  brought  relief 
from  books  to  pupil  and  teacher  alike,  she  had  planned 
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Diets  Begin  Tomorrow 


By  Jo  Gaitheh,  '50 


If  when  I  get  old  and  wrinkled  and  gray  the  cause  of 
each  gray  hair  could  be  written  thereon,  I  am  sure  that 
the  record  would  read,  "Diets  begin  tomorrow,"  To  me, 
dieting  is  the  most  disagreeable  peeve  that  I  have  ever 
encountered. 

Usually  it  starts — attempts  to,  that  is — after  T  have 
tried  on  last  year's  clothes,  seen  the  buttoms  fty  off,  and 
heard  the  seams  split.  The  realization  that  the  effect  of 
my  appetite  at  the  beach  is  showing  grows  when  my 
grandmother  exclaims,  "My,  but  you  are  looking  plump 
and  healthy !"  Then  if  any  doubt  at  all  remains  about  the 
necessity  for  reducing,  all  I  need  do  is  to  try  on  last  sum- 
mer's bathing  suit  and  look  in  the  mirror.  Firmly  con- 
vinced that  if  I  should  chance  to  be  seen  by  a  talent  scout, 
I  would  be  employed  as  the  fat  lady  in  the  circus,  I  take 
the  first  drastic  step,  the  resolution.  I  write  resolutions 
by  the  thousands,  make  pledges  to  myself,  make  charts 
for  recording  my  progress,  inform  all  my  friends  that  1 

(Continued  from  Page  6) 
to  dismiss  her  class  forever.     Then  she  was  going  back 
home  to  the  small  country  village  and  live  with  her  sister. 
What  possible  use  could  she  find  for  that  magnificent 
piece  of  jewelry  in  a  village  community  center? 

Forty-seven  years  of  teacher's  pay  hardly  allowed  her 
to  save  enough  for  a  diamond  necklace,  yet  there  would 
be  enough  to  pay  for  the  jewel.  She  had  planned  to  will 
her  savings  to  her  sister,  but  why  not  spend  the  money 
on  herself?  She  was  probably  being  vain  and  selfish, 
but  the  necklace  was  so  lovely. 

On  its  velvet  the  great  stone  lay  shooting  tiny  arrows 
of  radiant  flame ;  its  brilliance  seemed  to  mock  her  inde- 
cision. 

Never  before  in  her  life  had  Miss  Jenny  made  up  her 
mind  about  anything  so  important  so  quickly.  She  wanted 
that  lavaliere  with  her  entire  being,  and  she  was  going 
to  have  it. 

She  stepped  away  from  the  window  and  over  to  the 
great  glass  door.  Despite  its  ponderousness,  the  door 
opened  easily,  and  she  slipped  into  the  dim  coolness  of  the 
interior.  The  dark  mahogany  walls  seemed  to  glow 
around  her,  and  to  her  step  the  thick  carpet  gave  way 
like  a  downy  mattress. 

The  small  woman  in  the  old  navy  blue  coat  and  ancient 
hat  walked  confidently  toward  the  frock-coated  clerk  who 
came  to  meet  her.  When  she  spoke,  only  a  timorous 
smile  playing  about  the  corners  of  her  shining  eyes  be- 
trayed her  excitement. 

Clutching  her  pocketbook  a  little  tighter,  and  nodding 
her  head  toward  the  window,  she  fastened  her  eyes  on 
the  carnation  in  the  clerk's  lapel  as  she  spoke. 

"I  would  like  to  see  the  diamond  lavaliere  in  the  win- 
dow, please." 


am  dieting  and  beg  them  to  co-operate,  cut  out  pictures 
of  fat  girls  in  Ry-Crisp  ads  along  with  the  "before"  pic- 
tures of  the  Dubarry  Success  Course,  and  prepare  to  begin 
my  journey  on  the  road  to  being  sylphlike. 

But  dieting  has  more  pitfalls  than  the  Grand  Canyon. 
Somehow  parties  with  their  millions  of  calories,  the  very 
best  meals  possible,  and  the  most  exquisite  boxes  of  candy 
have  a  habit  of  appearing  during  my  diets.  After  school 
the  candy  and  ice  cream  in  the  drug  store  and  the  cookies 
and  cakes  at  the  grocery  take  the  form  of  devils  with 
pitchforks  held  on  high,  ready  to  pitch  the  pounds  onto 
the  scales  with  me !  At  dinner  the  plate  of  rolls  has  a 
way  of  making  me  most  miserable  by  insinuating  over  and 
over  again  that  just  one  couldn't  make  much  difference, 
and  the  desserts  stage  even  more  violent  fights  with  my 
will  power.  Even  the  refrigerator  seems  to  grab  me  as 
I  try  to  walk  nonchalantly  by,  to  say  nothing  of  coke 
machines.  It  seems  to  me  that  life's  temptations  must  be 
allergic  to  the  thought  of  diet,  for  they  certainly  break 
out  simultaneously. 

Perhaps  diets  began  that  revised  saying,  "Do  not  do 
today  what  you  can  put  off  until  tomorrow."  What  could 
be  a  better  cause  for  procrastination? 


WARNING 

By  Beth  Yarborough,  '50 

Do  not  try  to  bind  my  heart — 
My  spirit  will  resent  you. 
Do  not  try  to  read  my  mind — 
Its  thoughts  will  not  content  you. 

Try  to  steal  me  if  you  must. 
But  I  am  wise  to  schemes 
And  you  will  lose  as  others  did 
Your  foolish  amorous  dreams. 


LAUGHTER 

By  Patricia  Ambrose,   '49 

Tonight  I  walked  alone  on  the  still  sands 
And  saw  an  eery  glow  of  phosphorus — 
A  smudge  against  the  veil  of  silent  darkness- 
And  heard  the  pulsing  hum  of  ocean  waters 
Voicing  the  sorrows  of  this  mad  old  world, 
And  felt  that  I  was  not  alone  at  all. 
Felt  that  He  who  made  all  this  for  me 
Was  mocking — gently  laughing  at  my  awe. 


Saint  Mary's  School 


The  Deal 


By  Patricia  Ambrose,  '49 


It  was  a  typical  Florida  Chamber  of  Commerce  day — 
hot,  cloudless,  with  just  the  faintest  whisper  of  a  breeze — 
a  perfect  day  for  swimming.  J.  L.  MeKee,  Wall  Street 
shark,  thought  so  and  lost  no  time  in  getting  into  the 
water  after  lunch.  As  he  took  his  first  strokes,  he  breathed 
a  gusty  sigh  of  contentment  and  set  his  course  on  the 
horizon.  No  qualms  disturbed  him  as  he  swam  far  be- 
yond the  safety  zone.  McKee  was  not  the  kind  of  man 
to  be  afraid  of  anything  on  this  earth,  or  anywhere  else 
for  that  matter.  He  was  tough,  physically  and  mentally. 
His  body  was  brown  from  long  hours  spent  under  his 
masseur's  sunlamp,  and  his  mind  was  hardened  and 
sharpened  from  battering  his  way  through  life.  He  was 
on  a  well-earned  vacation  now,  at  least  a  vacation  in 
theory.  He  was  not  wasting  any  time  in  Florida,  how- 
ever. He  had  a  big  deal  coming  off  now,  a  whale  of  a 
deal.  Of  course,  there  would  be  a  tremendous  profit  in  it 
for  him.  A  few  suckers  would  lose  out,  but  what  differ- 
ence did  suckers  make?  As  soon  as  he  had  finished  this 
swim  he  would  telegraph  his  partner  the  go-ahead  on 
the  deal. 

McKee  glanced  back  at  the  receding  shoreline.  He  was 
out  farther  than  he  had  thought,  a  great  deal  farther. 
He  was  an  excellent  swimmer,  and  he  was  enjoying  the 
unaccustomed  exercise ;  but  he  had  also  learned  that  it 
paid  to  be  cautious.  Shouldn't  gamble  with  the  devil  too 
often,  he  thought.  He  turned  back  towards  the  beach 
with  vigorous  strokes.  He  swam  automatically  for  about 
ten  minutes,  and  then  he  realized  that  his  arms  and  legs 
were  drawing  a  little.  As  the  wind  was  beginning  to  ruf- 
fle the  surface,  he  thought  that  he  ought  to  get  back  to 
shore  before  the  water  became  too  rough  for  swimming. 
Funny,  he  was  not  making  much  progress.  The  tide  must 
be  going  out.    No,  it  was  not  that  late. 


Those  pains  in  his  legs — he  had  never  felt  anything 
like  that  before.  He  must  hurry.  He  was  giving  out  of 
breath.  No,  he  must  take  it  slow  and  easy,  must  not  get 
panicky.  That  was  the  sure  way  to  drown.  Nonsense, 
this  was  nothing ;  he  should  not  think  about  drowning. 
He  was  awfullj'  tired — and  he  did  not  seem  to  be  a  bit 
closer  to  shore.  The  tide !  It  must  have  changed !  He 
could  not  co-ordinate  his  muscles  as  he  should.  'My  God," 
lie  thought,  "I've  got  to  get  back  in.  Can't  anyone  see 
that  I'm  in  trouble?  Too  far  out.  What  a  fool  I  was  to 
come  out  this  far !  I  can't  move  my  arms.  I'm  going 
down,  down —  No  !  It's  all  wrong !  People  like  me  don't 
drown.  It's  all  a  mistake,  a  nightmare.  That  deal.  Must 
get  back  to  see  about  it.  This  can't  be  happening  to  me. 
What  have  I  done  to  deserve  this  ?  Maybe  praying  would 
help.  Dear  God —  How  do  you  pray  ?  I've  never  thought 
about  it  before.  God,  hear  me.  Don't  let  me  drown.  Do 
you  bargain  with  God?  Anything.  Must  not  drown — 
Do  anything.  Maybe  God  is  getting  even  with  me.  God, 
hear  me !  If  I've  ever  done  anything  that's  wrong,  I'm 
sorry,  sorry  for  everything!  I'll  do  right  from  now  on. 
Everything  will  be  on  the  up  and  up.  That  deal  about 
those  suckers — that's  all  off.  I'll  live  right  for  the  rest  of 
my  life.  I  swear  to  that,  God.  Everything  will  be  differ- 
ent from  now  on.    Only  let  me  live,  let  me  live !" 

McKee  finallj7  opened  his  eyes.  He  was  on  land.  Thank 
God,  the  good,  dry,  safe  earth.  The  waves  must  have 
washed  him  in.  In  his  weakened  limbs,  he  felt  all  his 
strength  gradually  returning.  He  must  not  lie  on  the 
sand  too  long;  he  must  hurry  to  the  hotel  to  send  that 
wire  to  his  partner  about  that  deal,  it  meant  a  lot  of 
money. 

Those  suckers ! 


EL  SOL 

By  Martha  Nash,  '50 


LA  LUNA 

By  Martha  Nash,  '50 


The  sun  is  a  man. 

He  is  a  fat  man, 

Self-satisfied, 

Cheerful, 

Impartial,  and  generous  in  giving  his  gold. 

He  is  a  doctor 

Healing  the  weary  souls  of  the  world. 

He  is  a  farmer 
Beaming  on  his  crops, 
Encouraging  them  to  grow. 


The  moon  is  a  woman. 
She  is  a  \a,&y 
Moving  silently, 
Draped  in  clouds. 

She  is  a  vixen 

Leading  young  lovers  astray. 

She  is  a  trollop 

Creeping 

Through  windows 

Onto  the  chaste  beds  of  young  men. 


He  is  a  preacher 

Telling  the  world  of  the  glory  of  God. 


She  is  a  phantom 

Stealing  softly  through  the  trees. 
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Have  An  Apple 


By  Lucile  Best,  '50 


It  is  probable  that  one  may  never  read  about  an  apple 
in  a  history  book ;  nevertheless,  the  apple  has  affected  the 
lives  of  human  beings  to  a  great  extent.  The  above  state- 
ment may  sound  illogical,  absurd,  and  untrue ;  however, 
truer  words  were  never  written. 

Webster  defines  the  apple  as  "the  fleshy,  usually  round, 
red,  or  yellow,  edible  pome  fruit  of  any  of  a  genus  of  trees 
of  a  family  which  includes  the  quince,  pear,  and  haw- 
thorn." That  such  an  object  might  affect  mankind's  his- 
tory, health,  customs,  andetiquette  may  sound  impossible 
but  the  apple  affects  each  one  of  these. 

Yes,  the  apple  helped  make  history.  A  great  part  of 
history  began  in  the  Garden  of  Eden.  Was  not  the  apple 
the  important  factor  that  caused  Eve  to  sin?  If  there  had 
not.  been  an  apple,  perhaps  Adam  would  have  committed 
the  first  wrong;  and  men,  instead  of  women,  would  have 
been  accredited  with  the  first  sin.  The  man  who  formu- 
lated the  theory  of  gravity,  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  realized 
while  watching  an  apple  fall  from  a  tree  that  a  great  force 
holds  everything  on  the  earth.  In  thinking  of  the  fact 
that  the  fruit  always  fell  toward  the  ground,  he  discov- 
ered one  of  the  world's  greatest  scientific  truths.  In  one 
of  the  most  famous  fictitious  stories  ever  written,  an 
apple  was  shot  off  the  head  of  William  Tell's  son.  The 
apple  has  helped  mold  the  history  of  mankind,  and  it  has 
influenced  literature. 

An  established  fact  is  that  fruit  contains  essential  vita- 
mins necessary  to  the  human  body,  and  all  health  courses 
stress  this  point.  The  apple  is  the  only  fruit  credited  with 
the  power  of  "keeping  the  doctor  away."  Apples  are 
nutritious  either  cooked  or  raw ;  however,  most  people 
enjoy   eating   this   fruit   in   the   form   of  the   traditional 


apple  pie  a  la  mode  or  the  applejack.  What  dishes  are  more 
delectable  ? 

All  Saint  Mary's  girls  are  taught  etiquette.  The  young 
lady  must  be  the  model  for  society.  Like  the  apple,  she 
must  be  "good  to  the  core."  The  attractive  young  lady 
strives  to  make  herself  charming,  entertaining,  and  polite. 
She  desires  to  be  "the  apple  of  the  eye"  of  her  parents, 
teachers,  and  friends.  Again,  the  significance  of  the 
apple  is  revealed. 

The  apple  is  associated  with  many  holiday  seasons.  It 
is  customary  to  bob  for  apples  at  Halloween,  to  have  a 
roasted  pig  with  an  apple  in  its  mouth  at  Thanksgiving 
dinner,  and  to  get  an  apple  in  one's  stocking  at  Christ- 
mas. This  traditional  fruit  spreads  joy,  cheer,  and  jov- 
iality throughout  the  year. 

The  importance  of  the  apple  is  evidenced  by  the  fact 
that  the  young  child  early  in  life  becomes  acquainted 
with  this  fruit.  From  the  time  that  a  baby  begins  to  eat 
solid  foods,  his  mother  regularly  feeds  him  apple  sauce. 
As  soon  as  the  youngster  begins  elementary  school,  he 
is  taught  to  bring  the  teacher  a  bright  red  piece  of  fruit. 

Apples  give  employment  to  thousands  of  people.  In 
large  orchards  in  various  sections  of  the  country,  these 
bright  red  balls  hang,  waiting  to  be  picked.  Many  work- 
ers are  employed  to  pick,  pack,  and  ship  the  fruit.  The 
canning  and  preserving  establishments  give  work  to  thou- 
sands who  would  otherwise  be  unemployed.  The  grocery 
clerk  who  sells  apples  to  Saint  Mary's  girls  at  the  Little 
Store  owes  a  debt  of  gratitude  to  the  apple  for  part  of 
his  income.  '    '  '.'  I 

It  takes  a  great  quantity  of  little  objects  to  make  up  the 
universe.  Each  object  has  its  place,  its  duty,  and  its  im- 
portance.   Such  an  object  is  the  lowly  apple. 


PRAYER 

By  Beth  Yarborough,  '50 


MEMORY 

By  Barbara  Wooten,  '50 


God,  let  me  before  I  die 
Sleep  beneath  a  desert  sky. 
Let  me  know  the  bliss  of  utter 
Solitude. 


A  clear  cool  day  in  mid-fall, 
A  tree  beside  a  shallow  pool, 
A  thrush  in  a  distant  meadow — 
You  are  gone,  but  I  remember. 


Lead  me  in  this  life  to  know 
A  dismal  street  where  thieves  go 
That  I  unknown  may  mingle  with  a 
Strange  race. 


A  heart  with  warmth  overflowing, 
A  hand  on  mine,  tender,  loving, 
A  brief  kiss  and  a  short  embrace — 
You  are  gone,  but  I  remember. 


But  let  me  above  all,  I  pray, 
Have  strength  to  meet  each  tedious  day 
And  forsake  these  wistful  dreams 
I  love. 


A  diary  torn  with  age  and  use, 
A  letter  read  a  thousand  times. 
Between  each  line  I  read  the  words- 
You  are  gone,  but  I  remember. 


Saint  Mary's  School 


Signal  Mountain 


By  Cynthia  Davis,  '50 


Among  the  mountains  of  Tennessee  there  is  one  that  is 
unique.  Nothing  can  be  compared  with  Signal  Mountain. 
I  lived  there  one  whole  winter,  and  during  that  time  noth- 
ing ever  did  what  it  was  supposed  to,  or  acted  as  it  should. 
That  mountain  was  just  temperamental — and  its  tempera- 
mental spirit  affected  everything  and  everyone  on  the 
mountain. 

Signal  invariably  found  some  way  to  stop  the  ascent. 
or  descent  of  its  inhabitants  if  they  were  in  the  slightest 
hurry.  Sometimes  it  employed  a  snowstorm;  at  other 
times,  rain  in  unbelievable  amounts.  Then  for  variation 
there  were  landslides,  fogs,  and  wrecks.  If  the  roads 
were  not  blocked,  the  telephone  wires  were  down.  Any- 
thing to  contribute  to  the  isolation  of  us,  the  mountain- 
eers. 

The  Mountain's  favorite  trick  was  deceiving  us  about 
the  weather.  If  it  was  sunny  down  in  Chattanooga,  then 
Signal  would  be  surrounded  with  fog,  clouds,  and  rain. 
When  the  sun  shone  on  The  Mountain,  anything  could 
be  happening  in  The  Town.  Of  course  there  were  days 
when  the  sun  shone  and  the  rain  rained  in  both  places  at 
once.     This  left  everyone  in  a  state  of  uncertainty. 

The  old-time  mountaineers  had  acquired  The  Moun- 
tain's temperamental  disposition.  They  did  what  they 
wanted  to,  when  they  wanted  to.  If  the  spirit  moved 
them  to  open  their  shops  at  eleven-thirty,  they  did.  If 
they  wanted  to  sell  milkshakes  at  the  barber  shop,  they 
did.  The  milk  and  papers  were  delivered  at  any  time 
between  4  :30  a.  m.  and  2  :00  p.  m.  Even  with  this  "I'll 
do  what  I  please"  attitude,  they  were  a  friendly  people 
who  wanted  everyone  to  love  their  mountain  as  they  did. 


This  temperamental  spirit  even  invaded  our  mountain 
home.  When  I  sa}T  mountain  home,  don't  misunderstand. 
I  mean  a  winter  home,  not  a  summer  home  or  hunting- 
lodge.  And  yet  it  was  a  summer  home  in  the  fullest 
meaning  of  the  term.  No  insulation,  no  weather  strip- 
ping, no  telephone,  and  no  plaster — a  summer  vacationist's 
house ;  but  we  were  definitely  not  summer  vacationists. 
Our  little  house  refused  to  keep  the  wind  out.  It  poured 
in  through  the  thin  walls,  cracks,  and  doors.  If  it  wasn't 
the  wind  it  was  a  wet,  foggy  cold.  The  stove  refused  to 
heat  either  the  house  or  the  hot  water.  The  doors  froze 
shut  when  we  wanted  to  get  out.  Nothing  ever  did  what 
it  was  supposed  to  when  it  was  supposed  to. 

The  Mountain  was  responsible  for  a  unique  method  of 
travel.  Everyone  went  up  and  came  down  on  the  same 
side  of  the  road — the  side  nearest  The  Mountain.  More- 
over, eveiwthmg  except  the  bus  traveled  at  practically 
supersonic  speeds.  The  bus  made  the  twenty-mile  round 
trip  in  three  hours,  not  including  the  numerous  delays  to 
use  the  fire  extinguisher  on  the  engine  when  it  got  too 
hot.  On  the  trip  down,  the  bus  had  to  stop  to  let  the 
brakes  cool,  or  we  would  all  have  been  suffocated  by  the 
smell  of  burning  rubber.  Anyone  who  rode  the  bus  for 
many  years  became  deaf  from  the  screech  of  the  con- 
stantly changing  gears.  The  fare  was  one  bus  token  when 
the  passenger  got  on  and  two  when  he  got  off.  I  don't 
think  that  there  could  be  another  bus  anywhere  like  it. 

So  Signal,  although  it  has  no  famous  landmarks,  is 
unique  because  of  the  people  and  their  way  of  life  and 
the  disposition  of  The  Mountain  itself. 
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News  of  ALUMNAE 


By  Dora  S.  Winters,  Alumnae  Secretary 


A  Mellaae  tf-to-ni  *JUe  Pn.eU&e+it  o^  ^ke.  Alumnae  Allaciatia+t 


Dear  "Old  Girls": 

I  want  to  start  this  letter  by  thanking  you  for  your  re- 
sponse to  my  last  year's  appeal  for  help.  You  were  wonderful ! 
I  feel  that  we  had  a  really  successful  year — the  number  of 
active  chapters  in  the  Association  was  increased  from  10  to 
23,  membership  in  the  association  was  almost  doubled,  the 
local  chapters  alone  contributed  $1,005.38  to  the  Dining  Room 
Fund,  and  we  had  a  most  gratifying  annual  meeting.  I  would 
like  particularly  to  congratulate  the  local  chapters  in  Wilson, 
Raleigh,  Charlotte,  Winston-Salem,  Henderson,  Durham,  and 
Goldsboro  for  their  interest  and  accomplishment. 

Now  that  we  have  gained  so  much  momentum,  let's  keep 
going !  Our  original  plan  for  the  dining  room  was  simply  new 
paint  and  drapes,  but  the  project  met  with  so  much  enthusi- 
asm that  we  have  become  more  ambitious.  We  hope  now  to 
be  able  to  install  a  sound-proof  ceiling,  some  nicer-looking 
dining  room  chairs,  and  perhaps — eventually — a  more  sound- 
proof floor  covering.  This  will  cost  more  than  we  have  on 
hand  as  yet,  but  we  hope  that  those  chapters  which  sponsored 
such  successful  projects  last  year  will  repeat  them  this  fall, 
and  that  their  efforts  will  be  supplemented  by  those  chapters 
that  did  not  get  organized  in  time  to  do  any  active  work  last 
year.  If  you  give  us  the  response  we  confidently  expect,  we 
will  start  work  on  the  dining  room  in  the  summer  of  1949. 
The  original  plan  to  begin  work  during  the  Christmas  holidays 


had  to  be  discarded  when  the  vacation  was  cut  short  to  make 
up  for  the  late  start  in  September. 

In  spite  of  our  frequent  and  apparent  preoccupation  with 
financial  affairs,  let  me  remind  you  that  the  aim  and  purpose 
of  the  Alumnae  xVssociation  is  not  money-raising,  but  cement- 
ing your  ties  with  the  school.  We  want  you  to  keep  in  touch 
with  Saint  Mary's,  stay  abreast  of  what  is  going  on  there,  keep 
alive  old  friendships,  and  just  be  interested  in  your  Alma 
Mater.  I  urge  you,  therefore,  to  attend  your  chapter  meetings 
and  take  an  interest  in  their  activities,  and  if  at  all  possible 
to  come  back  annually  for  the  Alumnae  Luncheon. 

We  will  miss  Jane  Bell  this  year,  and  wish  her  every  happi- 
ness in  her  new  job  as  wife  and  homemaker.  I  think  we  are 
very  fortunate  in  having  as  our  new  Alumnae  Secretary  Dora 
Winters  who,  in  addition  to  her  fine  personal  qualities,  has  an 
added  distinction  to  endear  her  to  all  Saint  Mary's  girls — that 
of  being  the  great-grandniece  of  the  founder  of  the  school. 
You'll  be  meeting  her  during  the  year,  at  your  own  meetings 
and  when  you  visit  the  Alumnae  Office — and  I  know  you  will 
give  her  the  same  enthusiastic  cooperation  you  gave  Jane. 

Sincerely, 

Mary  Richardson  Davis,  '36 
President,  Alumnae  Association 


Letter  From  The  Alumnae  Secretary 


The  Alumnae  Office 

Saint  Mary's  School  and  Juuior  College 

Raleigh,  N.  C. 

November  22,  1948 


Dear  Alumnae : 


How  grand  it  is  to  be  back  at  Saint  Mary's  and  to  be 
once  again  in  the  midst  of  the  school  activity !  Today 
we  go  to  press  for  the  December  issue  of  the  BULLETIN, 
and  I  want  to  thank  you  all  for  the  opportunity  to  be 
here  and  work  with  the  alumnae  during  the  school  year 
1948-49. 

I  also  want  to  thank  Jane  Bell  Holding  (Mrs.  Robert 
Powell),  last  year's  alumnae  secretary,  for  her  invalua- 
ble assistance  throughout  the  month  of  September  in  pre- 
paring me  for  the  job.  I'm  certain  that  all  of  you  are 
aware  of  and  appreciate  the  remarkable  success  Jane 
made  of  last  year's  alumnae  program.  She  has  also  con- 
tributed tremendously  to  the  efficiency  of  this  year's  pro- 


gram by  preparing  a  detailed  outline  of  the  yearly  pro- 
cedure for  the  alumnae  secretary  to  follow. 

At  the  Alumnae  Council  meeting  on  October  14,  the 
members  decided  to  follow  up  the  two  big  aims  of  last 
year — (1)  to  reorganize  inactive  chapters  and  establish 
new  ones  wherever  there  are  as  many  as  eight  Saint 
Mary's  girls  in  the  vicinity  and  (2)  to  double  our  active 
membership  in  the  association.  Already  we  have  taken 
a  step  forward  in  that  direction.  On  October  27,  under 
the  instigation  of  Mrs.  C.  C.  Dawson  of  Cramerton  and 
her  daughter,  Poncie,  '46.  the  Gaston  County  Chapter 
became  our  twenty-fourth  active  chapter.  They  are  an 
enthusiastic  group  and  were  quick  to  make  plans  for  an 
active  year. 

We  have  started  correspondence  with  Elizabeth  Price 
Hines,  '46,  of  Roanoke  Rapids  about  the  organization  of 
a  Halifax  County  chapter.  We  are  also  hoping  soon  to 
add  Edenton,  Elizabeth  City,  Kinston,  Washington,  Rock- 
ingham, New  Bern,  and  other  towns  in  North  Carolina, 
South  Carolina,  and  Georgia  to  our  roll  call. 
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The  Alumnae  Council  voted  to  adopt  an  anniversary 
system  of  class  reunions  to  begin  this  year.  This  will 
mean  that  each  class  will  meet  at  the  school  at  commence- 
ment time  the  first,  fifth,  tenth,  fifteenth,  twentieth, 
twenty-fifth,  thirtieth,  fortieth,  and  fiftieth  years  after 
graduation.  T  hope  everyone  will  watch  the  BULLETIN 
for  announcements  of  her  class  reunions  and  make  plans 
in  advance  to  be  present.  Last  year  over  two  hundred 
alumnae  were  on  hand  for  the  Alumnae  Day  luncheon, 
and  we  did  have  fun !  The  reunion  classes  for  June,  1949, 
are  1899,  1909,  1919, 1924, 1929,  1934,  1939,  1944,  and  1948. 

The  Alumnae  Council  also  appointed  Elizabeth  Thomp- 
son, '12,  of  Raleigh,  to  head  the  committee  for  redecor- 
ating the  dining  room.  We  were  disappointed  to  learn 
that  there  would  not  be  time  enough  during  the  Christ- 
mas holidays  at  least  to  start  on  the  dining  room,  but  we 
plan  to  begin  work  promptly  when  school  lets  out  in  June. 
By  that  time  we  expect  to  have  $10,000  in  the  Alumnae 
Fund,  which  will  enable  us  to  go  full  speed  ahead. 

Jane  warned  me  that  there  would  be  hard  work  as  well 
as  fun  attached  to  the  job  of  alumnae  secretary.  She  was 
right!  But  I  know  that  I  shall  enjoy  the  hard  work  as 
well  as  the  good  times  if  the  results  of  this  year's  alumnae 
program  are  as  gratifying  as  those  of  last  year.  I  know 
I  can  count  on  all  of  you  to  help. 

Sincerely, 

Dora  S.  Winters,  Alumnae  Secretary 


SAINT  MARY'S  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION 
1948-49 

Officers 

President  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  Henderson 

(Mary  Richardson,  '37) 

First  Vice-Pres Elizabeth  Thompson,  '12,  Raleigh 

Second  Vic?-Pres Mrs.  J.  M.  M.  Gregory,  Jr.,  Durham 

(Katherine  Jamieson,  '32) 

Secretary  Dora  S.  Winters,  '43,  Raleigh 

Treasurer  Mrs.  W.  A.  Withers,  Raleigh 

(Jane  Pescud,  '92) 

Alumnae  Council 

Mrs.  James  H.  Cordon  (Betsey  London,  '08),  Ralrigh 
Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr,  Sr.  (Amy  Winston,  '13),  Durham 
Mrs.  H.  Fitzhugh  Lee  (Julia  Borden,  '11),  Goldsboro 
Elizabeth  Montgomery,  '01,  Raleigh 

Mrs.  Thomas  Turner,  Jr.   (Mary  Nolan,  '21),  Greensboro 
Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash  (Jacquel'in  Drane,  '29),  Tarboro 
Mrs.  Thomas  H.  Wright   (Hannah  Knowlton,   '33),  Wil- 
mington 

Alumnae  on  the  Board  of  Trustees 

Mrs.  Henry  C.  Bourne  (Marion  Alston,  '13),  Tarboro 
Mrs.  A.  B.  Stoney  (Mary  Wilson,  '19),  Morganton 
Mrs.  J.  Lawrence  Sprunt   (Annie  Gray  Nash,  '03),  Wil- 
mington 
Mrs.  C.  C.  Dawson,  Honorary  Alumna,  Cramerton 


Saint  Maty'i    <Jn  Tke  Tall  ofi  '48 


Each  fall  is  full  of  surprises  for  those  who  return  to 
Saint  Mary's.  This  year  returning  students  were  de- 
lighted to  find  a  deep  red  carpet  covering  the  floor  of  the 
chapel  aisles,  transepts,  and  chancel.  Credit  for  this  ac- 
complishment goes  to  the  chapel  committee,  headed  by 
Mr.  William  Guess. 

For  another  remarkable  transformation  over  the  sum- 
mer, the  school's  appreciation  goes  to  Mrs.  Richard  G. 
Stone.  Singlehanded  she  removed  the  heavy  coating  of 
dark  vanish  covering  the  pews  in  the  chapel,  and  rubbed 
them  down  to  reveal  the  fine  grain  of  the  oak  underneath. 
For  years  these  pews  have  been  an  eyesore  in  addition 
to  causing  a  great  deal  of  discomfort  and  damage  to 
clothes  during  the  warm  weather  when  the  varnish  would 
become  very  sticky.  The  crisis  was  reached  last  summer 
when,  following  an  afternoon  wedding,  white  knots  from 
the  dotted  swiss  dress  of  one  of  the  guests  were  discov- 
ered sticking  to  the  back  of  one  of  the  pews ! 

The  chapel  was  not  the  only  building  to  get  the  "new 
look."  The  library  is  proudly  housing  new  stacks  making- 
room  for  over  4,000  additional  books,  plus  a  new  card 
catalogue  and  several  new  light  fixtures.  Rooms  on  four 
dormitory  halls  and  in  the  infirmary  are  freshly  painted, 
and  the  gymanisum  is  sporting  a  shiny  new  floor. 

Not  only  in  the  buildings  did  the  students  find  changes, 
but  also  among  the  personnel  of  the  faculty  and  staff. 
Miss  Mary  Louise  Kelly  of  Boyd's  Creek,  Tenn.,  has  joined 


the  English  Department,  having  taken  her  undergradu- 
ate work  at  the  University  of  Tennessee  and  received  her 
master's  degree  at  the  University  of  North  Carolina.  Miss 
Nell  Hunter  of  Raleigh  is  the  new  assistant  to  Mrs.  Har- 
lan Brown  in  the  library,  and  Miss  Dora  Winters  of 
Washington,  D.  C,  is  alumnae  secretary,  succeeding  Miss 
Jane  Bell  of  Raleigh,  who  was  married  on  November  13. 
Performing  the  duties  of  hostess  during  Mrs.  Hugh  Mc- 
Leod's  leave  of  absence  is  Mrs.  J.  J.  Hornback  of  Raleigh. 
During  the  first  week  of  school  an  orientation  program 
combining  the  academic,  social,  and  student  government 
phases  of  Saint  Mary's  life  was  carried  out  under  the 
direction  of  Miss  Martha  Dabney  Jones,  dean  of  students 
and  general  orientation  chairman ;  Miss  Mabel  Morrison, 
chairman  of  comprehensive  testing,  and  Ann  Kidder 
Moore,  Wilmington,  N.  C,  vice-president  of  the  Student 
Government  Association  and  student  chairman  of  orienta- 
tion. The  testing  program  occupied  a  large  portion  of 
each  student's  day  and  made  available  to  the  teachers 
information  about  the  individual  girls'  needs  and  weak- 
nesses and  also  about  the  standing  of  Saint  Mary's  stu- 
dents as  compared  with  those  in  other  schools.  The  stu- 
dent government  classes  gave  new  girls  an  early  founda- 
tion in  the  principles  of  student  government  and  in  Saint 
Mary's  routine.  The  social  events — class  picnics,  com- 
munity sings,  a  movie,  a  quiz  show,  a  stunt  night,  and 
finally  on  Saturday  night  the  Old  Girl-New  Girl  party — 
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left  little  time  for  homesickness.  Other  than  the  orienta- 
tion chairman,  principal  student  leaders  for  the  year  are 
Prances  Drane,  Monroe,  N.  C,  president  of  the  Student 
Government  Association ;  Jeanne  Brown,  Marietta,  Ga., 
chairman  of  the  Hall  Council ;  Anne  Dewey  Heartt,  Ra- 
leigh, president  of  the  Day  Students ;  Lelia  DuPre,  Rome, 
Ga.,  president  of  the  Circle ;  and  Ruth  Sikes,  Monroe, 
N.  C.,. president  of  the  Senior  Class. 

A  highlight  of  the  early  fall  term  was  President  Tru- 
man's visit  to  Raleigh  to  unveil  the  statue  of  the  three 
North  Carolina-born  presidents.  One  of  the  belles,  Betsy 
Harris  of  Roxboro,  had  the  distinction  of  breakfasting 
with  the  presidential  party  at  a  very  formal  affair  at  the 
Hotel  Sir  Walter.  All  classes  were  let  out  in  the  early 
afternoon  so  that  the  entire  school  group  could  line  the 
street  in  front  of  Saint  Mary's  and  cheer  the  President  as 
he  drove  by  on  his  way  out  to  the  state  fair  grounds. 
"Mr.  President"  responded  to  the  ovation  with  a  hearty 
smile  and  a  friendly  wave  of  the  hand. 

A  few  weeks  later,  however,  the  students  at  Saint 
Mary's  proved  to  be  politically  out  of  step  with  the  nation. 
In  a  straw  vote  with  93.5  per  cent  of  the  student  body 
voting,  they  elected  Thomas  E.  Dewey  President.  Mr. 
Dewey  received  50  per  cent  of  the  entire  vote,  President 
Truman,  31  per  cent,  and  Gov.  Strom  Thurmond,  12.5  per 
cent.  Henry  Wallace  received  no  votes.  However,  70 
per  cent  of  the  student  body  affiliated  themselves  with  the 
Democratic  Party,  12.5  per  cent  with  the  Republican 
Party,  and  11  per  cent  with  the  Dixiecrats. 

In  addition  to  these  special  events  in  the  1948  fall  sea- 
son, the  girls  have  been  attending  the  usual  number  of 
concerts,  plaj's,  and  football  games.  Also,  during  the 
annual  Community  Chest  Drive  school  topped  its  quota 
of  $725.00  and  demonstrated  once  again  the  generous 
spirit  of  the  faculty  and  student  body  of  Saint  Mary's. 


SAINT  MARY'S  BELLES  OF  '48  AT  OTHER  SCHOOLS 

DUKE 

Mary  Blair  Bowers,  Ruth-  Clark,  Lueinda  Edwards, 
Luck  Flanders,  Nancy  Holland,  Mary  Lou  Pratt. 

UNIVERSITY  OP  NORTH  CAROLINA 

Sarah  Barbee,  Musette  Brown,  Jacqueline  Burke,  Bar- 
bara Crawford,  Jo  Anne  Darden,  Helen  Eppes,  Armecia 
Eure,  Nellie  LeJeune  Fleenor,  Jane  Gower,  Kathryn  Hav- 
naer,  Gene  Hines,  Betty  Lokey,  Pegge  Misenheimer,  Elea- 
nor Hope  Newell,  Mary  Pierce,  Peggy  Swinson,  Roxie 
Ann  Walters,  Preston  Wescoat,  Jacqueline  White,  Lenoir 
Williams,  Edith  Winslow. 

WOMAN'S  COLLEGE  OF  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF 
NORTH  CAROLINA 
Dorothy   Corpening,   Elizabeth   Burns,   Frances   Long, 
Rose  Potter,  Jerry  Ann  Quinn,  Barbara  Stoughton 

SALEM  COLLEGE 

Lucy  Brewer,  Sara  Lou  Davis,  Betsy  Evans,  Josephine 
Hoyt,  Margaret  Hudson,  Emily  Rowland,  Sue  Stowers, 
Logan  Vaught,  Sarah  Walston,  Frances  Isbell. 

SWEET  BRIAR  COLLEGE 
Nancy  Hamel,  Grace  Jones,  Mary  Louisa  Kimball. 

UNIVERSITY  OF  GEORGIA 

Corneille  Rylander,  Anne  Willingham,  Joanne  Howell. 


PHILIPS  SECRETARIAL  COLLEGE,  Lynchburg,  Va. 
Ann.Amonette,  Barbara  Goode. 

FLORIDA  SOUTHERN  UNIVERSITY 
Anita  Buck,  Barbara  Buck. 

UNIVERSITY  OF  ALABAMA 
Virginia  Leland. 

EAST  CAROLINA  TEACHERS  COLLEGE 
Betty  McAllister. 

HOCKADAY  JUNIOR  COLLEGE,  Dallas,  Texas. 
Tiny  Minerva  Hobart. 

WELLESLY 
Josephine  Cooper. 

FINCH  JUNIOR  COLLEGE 
Caroline  Camp. 

CATAWBA  COLLEGE,  Salisbury,  N.  C. 
Barbara  Schumacher. 

SOUTHERN  METHODTST  UNIVERSITY 
June  Shefelman. 

CONVERSE 

Barbara  Pope,  Barbara  Sibley. 

NEW  JERSEY  COLLEGE  FOR  WOMEN 
Beth  Toy 

CAROLINA  BUSINESS  SCHOOL 
Convere  Jones. 

BARMORE,  New  York 
Helen  Kalevas. 

UNIVERSITY  OF  WEST  VIRGINIA 
Evelyn  Nelson,  Beverly  Bray. 

URSINUS,  Collegeville,  Pa. 
Virginia  Smith. 

WILLIAM  AND  MARY 

Sarah  Waddell. 

FISHER,  Boston. 
Nancy  Williamson. 

RICHMOND  PROFESSIONAL  INSTITUTE 
Nellie  Truslow,  Ann  Tilghman. 


SAINT   MARY'S   ALUMNAE    ASSOCIATION 
NEEDS  YOUR  MEMBERSHIP 

Your  Contribution  Brings  You  .  .  . 

The  BULLETIN  for  one  year — more  alumnae  news  and 
pictures  of  your  classmates. 

Membership   in   the   Alumnae   Association — your   cue   for 
action ! 

All  over  the  minimum  ($2.00)  is  your  annual  gift  to  the 
school. 

I  gladly  give  $2,  $5,  $10,  $25,  $50,  $100,  ($  ) 

as  an  expression  of  my  faith  in  Saint  Mary's. 

Make   checks  payable  to   Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Association 
Sends  checks  to  the  Alumnae  Office, 
Saint  Man's  School,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 


Maiden  Name- 
Married  Name- 
Add  ress 


_Class_ 


Contributions  Deductible  on  Federal  and  State  Income  Taxes. 
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Presentation  ok    I  he  Smede5  Memorial   I  ablet 


By  Michelle  Telfaie  Bratton,  '44 


On  the  afternoon  of  November  4  in  a  brief  but  poignant 
ceremony  the  Alumnae  Association  of  Saint  Mary's  pre- 
sented a  handsome  bronze  tablet  to  the  school  in  memory 
of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Aldert  Smedes  and  his  son,  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Bennett  Smedes.  Mary  Smedes  Poyner  York  (Mrs.  J. 
W.),  '35,  of  Raleigh,  unveiled  the  memorial,  which  was 
erected  on  the  outside  wall  of  Smedes  Hall. 

Mary  Richardson  Davis  (Mrs.  R.  G.  S„  Jr.),  '36,  of  Hen- 
derson, president  of  the  Alumnae  Association,  opened  the 
ceremony  by  introducing  Miss  Easdale  Shaw,  '85,  of  Char- 
lotte, chairman  of  the  committee  that  procured  the  tablet. 
Miss  Shaw  spoke  briefly  of  the  work  of  Dr.  Smedes  and 
his  son  and  of  the  resolution  of  the  alumnae  to  erect  the 
tablet.  Then  Mrs.  Davis  presented  the  tablet  in  the  name 
of  the  alumnae  and  the  Rt.  Rev.  Edwin  A.  Penick  accepted 
it  on  behalf  of  the  Board  of  Trustees.  Bishop  Penick 
expressed  the  hope  that  the  tablet  "would  be  a  perpetual 
reminder  of  the  pioneering  spirit  of  the  founders  of  Saint 
Mary's." 

It  is  certainly  appropriate  that  the  alumnae  commemo- 
rate the  achievement  of  the  great  man  who  established 
Saint  Mary's  one  hundred  and  six  years  ago  and  of  his 
son  who  intently  and  selflessly  continued  his  work  in  the 
education  of  many  generations.  Their  tenacity,  faith, 
and  vision  have  built  an  enduring  memorial  to  the  Church 
in  North  Carolina  and  a  proud  history  for  this  school. 

Immediately  following  the  ceremony  there  was  an  in- 
formal reception  in  the  parlor  of  Smedes  Hall.  Serving 
at  the  coffee  table  were  Miss  May  Johnson,  '92,  and  Mrs. 
John  T.  Richardson  (nee  Mary  Laurens  Withers,  '30),  of 
Raleigh,  both  members  of  the  committee  that  obtained 
the  tablet.  Members  of  the  Granddaughters'  Club  who 
assisted  in  the  serving  were  Isabel  Carter  of  Washington, 
N.  C. ;  Anne  McMullan  of  Edenton ;  Betty  Foreman  of 
Elizabeth  City ;  Mary  DuBose  of  Columbia,  S.  C. ;  and 
Eliza  Chipley  and  Nancy  Magruder  of  Raleigh. 

Relatives  and  descendants  of  the  Smedes  family  and 
their  connections  were  guests  of  honor  for  the  occasion. 
Others  present  were  members  of  the  Board  of  Trustees, 
faculty,  and  students  of  Saint  Mary's,  and  alumnae  and 
friends  of  the  school  in  Raleigh  and  throughout  the  state. 

Following  are  the  speeches  that  Miss  Shaw,  Mrs.  Davis, 
and  Bishop  Penick  made  at  the  presentation  ceremony. 

Miss  Shaw : 

Bishop  Penick,  Members  of  the  Board  of  Trustees,  Dr. 
Stone,  the  Faculty,  and  last,  but  by  no  means  least,  the 
Alumnae :  It  may  be  recalled  that  the  members  of  the 
Alumnae  who  were  present  at  their  annual  meeting  held 
in  the  chapel  on  the  one  hundredth  anniversary  of  Saint 
Mary's,  with  the  President,  Mrs.  T.  W.  M.  Long  (Minnie 
Burgwyn)  presiding,  adopted  a  resolution  to  erect  a  tab- 
let at  the  School  in  honor  of  the  Founder,  Dr.  Aldert 
Smedes,  the  great  and  wise  man  who  had  the  vision  and 
the  faith  to  lead  the  way  in  education  for  the  women  of 
both  church  and  state  in  North  Carolina,  and  Dr.  Bennett 
Smedes,  the  son,  who  carried  on  his  father's  work,  and 


to  place  the  tablet  on  the  outside  wall  of  Smedes  Hall 
near  the  doorway,  where  all  might  read  as  they  entered. 
We  are  doing  this  today.  It  is  hoped  that  the  exquisite 
workmanship  and  the  beauty  of  the  tablet  will  atone  for 
the  long  delay  in  presenting  it,  and  all  will  feel  that  it 
has  been  worth  waiting  for. 

This  tablet  will  in  no  way  detract  from  the  lovely  one 
in  the  chapel  bearing  evidence  that  Saint  Mary's  is  the 
most  valuable  and  precious  possession  of  the  Church  in 
the  Carolinas. 

Mrs.  Davis: 

Saint  Mary's  and  her  alumnae  owe  a  debt  of  gratitude 
that  can  never  be  fully  paid  to  the  two  men  whom  we 
honor  today.  For  over  a  hundred  years,  Dr.  Smedes  and 
his  son  have  had  a  living  memorial  in  the  girls  who  have 
come  here  to  school  and  gone  away  enriched.  I  hope  they 
will  always  have  that  sort  of  memorial. 

However,  it  is  fitting,  I  think,  that  we  put  up  some 
tangible  memorial  to  serve  as  a  symbol  of  our  gratitude 
to  these  men  who  devoted  their  lives  to  making  Saint 
Mary's  possible.  Therefore  it  is  a  real  pleasure  for  me, 
on  behalf  of  the  Alumnae  Association,  to  present  to  the 
school  this  plaque  to  the  greatly  honored  memory  of  Dr. 
Aldert.  Smedes  and  Dr.  Bennett  Smedes. 

Bishop  Penick : 

Speaking  for  Saint  Mary's  School  and  in  behalf  of  the 
Board  of  Trustees,  it  affords  me  pleasure  to  accept  this 
tablet  just  unveiled,  that  has  been  erected  in  memory  of 
the  founders  of  this  institution  and  presented  by  the 
Alumnae  Association. 

This  brief  ceremony  reminds  us  of  a  very  old  story. 
The  Book  of  Genesis  tells  us  of  a  significant  thing  that 
Isaac  once  did.  After  he  had  grown  to  maturity  and  had 
become  a  man  of  prominence  and  success,  he  moved  his 
tents  into  the  Valley  of  Gehar,  where  Abraham  once  had 
lived.  And  there  "he  digged  again  the  wells  of  water" 
that  his  father  had  digged  before  him. 

The  value  of  a  tablet  like  this  is  that  it  digs  again  the 
wells  of  memory  and  compels  us  to  recall  what  past  gen- 
erations have  done  in  this  place,  and  to  reconstitute  the 
vision  of  the  fathers  and  founders  of  this  School,  whose 
works  do  follow  them  until  this  hour.  It  is  good  for  us  to 
remember  these  things,  to  recall  the  daring  of  their  high 
adventure,  the  danger  and  adversities  through  which  they 
struggled,  the  discouragements  they  encountered,  the  sac- 
rifices they  cheerfully  endured,  and  the  successes  they 
eventually  won. 

What  a  simple  record  it  is  to  read  in  the  Journal  of 
Bishop  Ives  in  1842  that  "The  Reverend  Aldert  Smedes 
was  received  from  the  Diocese  of  New  York,  having 
opened  a  school  for  young  ladies  in  the  city  of  Raleigh." 

In  his  Convention  Address  of  the  same  year,  Bishop 
Ives  said: 

"We  have  a  Female  Seminary  already  open,  under  able 
direction,  and  with  complete  and  ample  accommodations. 
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Standing  ■"  front  of  the  Smedes  Memorial  Tablet  (reading  left  to  right)  are:  Dora  S.  Winters,  '43,  alumnae  secretary 
and  great-grandnieee  of  Aldert  Smedes;  Mrs.  Roy  M.  Chipley  (nee  Agatha  Knox),  '18,  grandnieee  of  Aldert  Smedes;  Mrs. 
James  M.  Poyner,  great-granddaughter-in-Iaw  of  Aldert  Smedes  and  granddaughter-in-law  of  Bennett  Smedes;  James  M. 
Poyner  (kneeling)  and  Susan  DeKovan  Poyner  (in  front),  great-grandson  and  great  great-granddaughter  of  Aldert  Smedes 
and  grandson  and  great-granddaughter  of  Bennett  Smedes;  Mrs.  J.  IV.  York  (nee  Mary  Smedes  Poyner),  '35,  great-grand- 
daughter of  Aldert  Smedes  and  granddaughter  of  Bennett  Smedes;  Mrs.  Watkins  Robards  (nee  Sadie  Smedes  Root),  '08, 
granddaughter  of  Aldert  Smedes;  the  Rt,  Rev.  Edwin  A.  Penick,  chairman  of  the  Board  of  Trustees;  Miss  Easdale  Shaw,  '85, 
chairman  of  the  alumnae  committee  for  procuring  the  tablet;  Mrs.  Hargrove  Bellamy  (nee  Sarah  L.  Erwin),  '15,  granddaughter 
of  Aldert  Smedes;  Mrs.  Mary  Smedes  Poyner  (nee  Mary  Sherwood  Smedes),  '05,  granddaughter  of  Aldert  Smedes  and  daugh- 
ter of  Bennett  Smedes;    and  Dr.  Aldert  Smedes  Root,  grandson  of  Aldert  Smedes. 


All  we  ask  for  its  success  is  the  patronage  which  the 
institution  may  deserve.  It  has  heen  established  by  indi- 
vidual enterprise,  and  rests  upon  individual  responsi- 
bility. The  Church,  however,  is  not  without  a  deep  inter- 
est in  its  prosperity,  which  I  doubt  not  her  members  will 
duly  recognize  by  securing  for  their  children  the  benefits 
which  have  thus  been  provided  at  some  risk  and  self- 
sacrifice." 

This  hurried  backward  glance  at  the  beginnings  of 
Saint  Mary's  School  makes  us  grateful  to  the  Alumnae 
Association  that  they  have  asked  us  to  "dig  again"  the 
wells  of  memory  and  to  drink  a  draft  from  the  depths  of 


history.  It  enriches  our  lives  to  pass  swiftly  in  review 
the  great  personalities  by  whose  noble  efforts  this  institu- 
tion was  projected. 

May  this  tablet  be  to  the  students,  who  are  the  bene- 
ficiaries of  the  labors  and  sacrifices  of  the  past,  more  than 
a  mural  ornament  to  be  passed  by  lightly.  May  it  rather 
be  a  perpetual  reminder  of  the  pioneering  spirit  of  the 
founders  of  Saint  Mary's,  who  ventured  much  and  labored 
long  that  generations  of  young  women  yet  unborn  might 
partake  of  the  living  water  of  truth  with  the  sure  knowl- 
edge that  whosoever  might  drink  thereof  would  never 
thirst  again. 
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Peitination  2utopQ 

By  Betsey  London  Cordon,  '45 


"All  ashore,,tkat's  going  ashore  !"  Oh,  what  thrilling  words 
these  were,  and  they  had  been  ringing  in  my  ears  since  Saint 
Mary's  days.  (You  see,  as  I  walked  down  the  Saint  Mary's 
Chapel  aisle,  diploma  in  one  hand,  my  mother  handed  me  in 
the  other  a  check  for  a  trip  to  Europe.)  And  now  the  band 
was  playing,  handkerchiefs  were  waring,  and  I  nearly  burst 
with  joy  as  we  passed  lower  Manhattan,  the  Statue  of  Liberty, 
and  the  Narrows,  and  steamed  onto  the  open  sea.  At  last  I 
had  "arrived"  and  was  on  the  way  to  becoming  cosmopolitan, 
continental,  and  maybe  even  international ! 

The  Brownell  Tour  with  whom  I  was  traveling  was  most 
congenial,  everything  having  been  prearranged,  even  down  to 
tipping.  The  boat  trip  was  even  more  fun  than  I  had  antici- 
pated. The  SS  Washington,  was  an  all  first-class  ship,  and  it 
wasn't  long  before  we  knew  everyone.  Of  course  there  were 
deck  tennis,  shuffleboard,  horseraeing,  movies,  dancing  every 
night,  the  Captain's  Dinner,  interesting  people,  and  life  was 
ires  qai!  We  became  quite  English,  having  tea  on  deck  every 
afternoon  at  four,  and  "cheers,"  "bully,"  and  "Old  Top"  were 
becoming  rather  natural  to  us.  Columbus  couldn't  have  been 
more  excited  than  we  were  when  we  sighted  land — Cobh,  Ire- 
land. The  picturesque  lighthouse  against  the  furious  green 
fields  laid  out  so  neatly,  the  quaint  houses — all  breathtaking. 
Our  party  sat  up  all  the  last  night  to  see  the  sun  rise  on 
ENGLAND. 

We  landed  at  Southampton,  and  how  we  giggled  on  the 
adorable  proper  English  train.  The  ride  to  London  was  beau- 
tiful, chimney  pots  'n'  all !  After  one  day  in  England  we  all 
felt  a  kindred  spirit  with  the  past,  and  a  warm  feeling  came 
over  us  to  know  that  our  roots  were  here  in  this  glorious  coun- 
try. Never  in  all  my  life  have  I  seen  such  polite  people,  and 
the  gentlemen  in  their  black  frock  coats  were  something  to 
behold.  We  visited  all  the  places  of  note :  Westminster  Abbey 
(saw  Queen  Mary  at  Church  there),  Parliament,  St.  Paul's 
Cathedral,  British  Museum,  Art  Galleries,  Tower  of  London, 
Dickens'  Curiosity  Shop,  St.  James  and  Buckingham  Palaces, 
the  badly  blitzed  areas,  No.  10  Downing  Street,  and  even  a  pub 
or  two ! 

We  motored  through  the  Shakespearean  country,  and  there 
I  was  thankful  for  Mr.  C.  A.  P.  Moore's  English  course,  be- 
lieve it  or  not,  and  in  Warwick  and  Windsor  Castle  I  was 
thankful  for  all  the  history  I'd  ever  absorbed.  We  also  visited 
Oxford,  Hampton  Court,  and  Eton.  It  was  fascinating  seeing 
the  little  boys  in  their  Eton  jackets  and  high  silk  hats,  and 
carrying  long-handled  umbrellas.  We  saw  several  good  plays 
in  London,  and  all  too  soon  we  were  taking  a  night  steamer  to 
Holland. 

Holland  is  even  quainter  than  I  had  expected.  We  stayed 
at  the  "Waldorf". of  Holland,  the  Huis  Ter  Duin  right  on  the 
North  Sea.  It  was  so  grand  we  hated  to  leave  it  even  to  go 
sightseeing.  We  visited  The  Hague,  Amsterdam,  Rotterdam, 
Volendam,  and  across  the  Zuider  Zee  the  Isle  of  Marken.  At 
Volendam  and  Marken  they  wear  wooden  shoes  and  costumes 
all  the  time,  even  in  winter  when  there  aren't  as  many  tourists. 
Rijksmuseum  in  Amsterdam  and  the  Peace  Palace  at  The 
Hague  were  most  interesting,  and  you  can  imagine  how 
thrilled  we  were  going  through  the  largest  diamond  factory  in 
the  world. 


Standing  on  the  right  is  Betsey  London  Cordon,  '45,  of  Raleigh, 
N.  C.  Tile  picture  was  taken  in  front  of  the  Rhone  Glacier, 
Switzerland,  in  the  summer  of  1948. 


When  we  arrived  at  Brussels  my  eyes  were  fairly  dazed,  but 
nevertheless  they  managed  to  absorb  the  beauty  of  "Little 
Paris."  After  seeing  the  Ancient  Town  Hall,  the  beautiful 
gardens,  the  Palace  of  Justice,  the  grounds  of  Waterloo,  the 
Opera  House  (where  we  saw  "Louise"),  and  the  celebrated 
lace  houses,  I  can  readily  see  why  Brussels  is  called  the  "Little 
Paris."  Before  I  knew  it  we  were  speeding  through  Luxem- 
burg on  the  way  to  Switzerland. 

Switzerland.  It's  everything !  I  won't  attempt  to  describe 
it — it  takes  your  breath  away  and  that's  all.  At  Lucerne, 
Interlaken,  Montreux,  and  Geneva  we  were  fortunate  in  hav- 
ing balconies  off  our  rooms  where  we  could  feast  our  eyes  on 
the  glorious  snow-capped  Alps — Jungfrau,  and  Mont  Blanc 
particularly.  While  en  route  from  Lucerne  to  Interlaken  we 
went  through  the  Rhone  Glacier,  and  the  Aar  River  Gorge. 
We  were  in  a  terrific  blizzard  right  on  top  of  one  of  the  moun- 
tains. Byron's  "Prisoner  of  Chillon"  really  lived  for  us  after 
we  had  gone  through  the  Castle  of  Chillon  and  seen  the  seven 
columns  "massy  and  grey."  If  we  had  seen  nothing  but  Swit- 
(Continued  on  Page  21) 
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Alumna  ll/inl  Qiix14np.w4nA.lUj1 


"THE  CHAMPION  OF  CHAMPS" 


CARO  BAYLEY  is  pictured  standing  beside  her  clip-wing  Cub  "the  Cub  Cut  Up"  in  which  she  won  the  cham- 
pionship title  in  the  "World's  All  Woman  Aerobatics  Championship"  Contest  at  the  2nd  Annual  All  Woman 
Air  Show  of  the  World.  Though  this  particular  ship  was  specially  built  for  aerobatics  by  Jesse  Bristow's 
World  Air  Shows,  everyone  is  of  the  opinion  that  Caro  would  have  won  the  title  in  anything  that  flies  be- 
cause she  is  acknowledged  as  one  of  the  country's  most  versatile  pilots.  A  former  member  of  the  WASPS,  she 
flew  every  type  of  military  plane  and  is  an  accomplished   sailplane  artist.* 


Caro  Bayley  was  interested  in  flying  even  in  her  Saint 
Mary's  days,  1939-41.  While  she  was  in  school  here  she  took 
lessons  out  at  the  Raleigh  Municipal  Airport.  Soon  after 
graduation  in  1941,  she  went  into  aviation  seriously. 

From  Caro's  mother,  Mrs.  Elden  Bayley  of  Springfield, 
Ohio  (nee  Caro  Gray,  '04,  of  Raleigh),  we  learn  that  Caro 
joined  the  WASPS  during  the  war  and  served  with  the  organi- 
zation until  it  was  disbanded.  Since  then,  she  has  been  living 
in  Miami,  Florida,  and  broadening  her  experience  in  several 
branches  of  aviation.  For  a  while  she  was  hostess  on  a  New 
York-Florida  airline.  She  gave  that  up  to  become  an  instruc- 
tor at  the  Sunny  South  Airport  in  Miamifi  and,  from  instruct- 
ing, she  went  into  exhibition  aerobatic  flying.  Thus  she  be- 
came the  "World's  All  Woman  Aerobatics"  champion. 

This  year  Caro  is  developing  another  of  her  talents — art. 
She  received  her  certificate  in  art  while  at  Saint  Mary's,  and 
is  now  enrolled  at  the  University  of  Saint  Louis  for  further 
study  of  art. 


Mrs.  Bayley  writes  further :  "I  wish  for  both  my  daughter 
and  myself  to  keep  in  touch  with  Saint  Mary's — I  was  a  stu- 
dent in  the  good  old  days  of  the  late  eighties  and  early  nineties 
— and  it  is  dear  to  my  heart."** 

Congratulations,  Caro!  As  far  as  we  know,  you  are  the 
only  world's  champion  that  Saint  Mary's  can  claim.  We  are 
very  proud  of  you,  and  we  wish  you  the  best  of  success  in  all 
of  your  endeavors. 


*Reprinted  from  the   Southeastern  Airport  News,   Third  July 
1948  Edition. 

**We  hate  to  contradict  our  alumna,  but  we  must  let  her  know 
that  she  is  not  quite  the  "oldtimer"  she  believes  herself.  In  check- 
ing the  files  we  find  that  Caro  Gray  was  a  student  here  from 
1900-04. 
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Each  year  the  Granddaughters'  Club  gives  living  proof 
of  the  faith  that  Saint  Mary's,  inspires  in  her  alumnae. 
This  year  sixty-three  daughters,  granddaughters,  and 
great-granddaughters  of  former  Saint  Mary's  girls  are 
here  to  help  carry  on  the  traditions  of  yesteryear.  They 
will  edit  the  Christmas  Address  Book,  sponsor  projects 
for  the  benefit  of  the  school,  and  assist  at  social  functions 
during  the  year.  (A  picture  of  the  club  is  on  the  inside 
of  the  back  cover.) 

President Mary  DuBose 

Vice-President Josephine  Gaither 

Secretary Anne  MeMullan 

Treasurer Elizabeth   Carter 

Edith  Fawcett  Allison,  Statesville.    Mrs.  W.   L.  Allison 

(nee  Mary  Ausley),  mother. 
Cecile  Meetze  Bickett,  Raleigh.   Mrs.  T.  W.  Bickett  (nee 

Fannie  Neal  Yarborough),  grandmother. 
Nancy  Bowen  Bogart,  Greensboro.    Mrs.  W.  H.  Bogart 

(nee  Eunice  Bowen),  mother. 
Marguerite  Steele  Burton,  Raleigh.    Mrs.  Marguerite  T. 

Burton  (nee  Marguerite  Tucker),  mother. 
Ann  Billiard  Cahoon,  Burlington.    Mrs.  Jesse  Peace  Hil- 

liard  (nee  Caroline  Garrett),  great-grandmother. 
Elizabeth  Carter,  Pinehurst.    Mrs.  Hugh  W.  Carter  (nee 

Elizabeth  Cheatham),  mother. 
Isabel  Blount  Carter,  Washington,  N.  C.   Mrs.  H.  C.  Car- 
ter III  (nee  Marjorie  Hoyt),  mother;  Mrs.  John  Gray 

Blount  (nee  Elizabeth  Perry),  great-grandmother. 
Eliza  Knox  Chipley,  Raleigh.   Mrs.  Roy  Marshall  Chipley 

(nee  Agatha  Heritage  Knox),  mother;  Mrs.  Augustus 

Washington  Knox  (nee  Eliza  Smedes),  grandmother. 
Jane  Gwen  Clendenin,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Ivan  Clendenin  (nee 

Elsie  Lumsden),  mother. 
Katie  Beach  Clifton,  China  Lake,  California.    Mrs.  Mau- 
rice Clifton,  Jr.  (nee  Anna  Boyd  Wilson),  mother. 
Mildred  Borden  Cobb,  Goldsboro.    Mrs.  Donald  B.  Cobb 

(nee  Sarah  Elizabeth  Borden),  mother;  Mrs.  G.  D.  M. 

Borden  (nee  Georgia  Whitfield),  great-grandmother. 
Stella  Stickney  Cobbs,  Anniston,  Alabama.   Mrs.  Poellnitz 

(nee  Mary  LeVert  Withers),  great-grandmother;  Mrs. 

Tunstall  (nee  Augusta  Hobson),  great-grandmother. 
Brookie  Drake  Craft,  Wadesboro.   Mrs.  H.  M.  Craft  (nee 

Sarah  Brooks  Drake),  mother. 
Katherine  Mayo  Creighton,  Raleigh.    Mrs.  James  Cowan 

(nee  Margaret  Anderson  Walker),  great-grandmother. 
Elizabeth  Strange  Dorris,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Fred  Dorris  (nee 

Mary  Strange  Morgan),  mother;  Mrs.  John  A.  Morgan 

(nee  Margaretta  Tucker  Butt),  great-grandmother. 
Susan  Grandy  Davis,  Kinston.    Mrs.  William  Smith  (nee 

Cora  Taylor),  grandmother. 
Frances  Wood   Drane,   Monroe.    Mrs.   Frederick   Blount 

Drane  (nee  Rebecca  Wood),  mother;  Mrs.  Frank  Wood 

(nee  Rebecca  Collins),  grandmother. 
Mary  Inglesby  DuBose,  Columbia,  S.  C.    Mrs.  David  S. 

DuBose  (nee  Ranna  Dial),  mother;  Mrs.  T.  M.  DuBose 

(nee  Bevely  Means),  grandmother. 
Nancy  Lee  Duckett,  Raleigh.    Mrs.  Robert  Duckett  (nee 

Ruth  Addison  Lee),  mother;  Mrs.  C.  R.  Lee  (nee  Nannie 

Tomlinson),  grandmother. 


Elizabeth  Martin  Foreman,  Elizabeth  City.  Mrs.  W.  B. 
Foreman  (nee  Annie  Wood),  mother;  Mrs.  John  Wood 
(nee  Elizabeth  Martin),  grandmother;  Mrs.  Elizabeth 
Martin  (nee  Elizabeth  McMorrine),  great-grandmother. 

Josephine  Wood  Gaither,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  Charles  W. 
Gaither  (nee  Elizabeth  Wood),  grandmother. 

Nedra  Loveridge  Gilmore,  Nichols,  S.  C.  Mrs.  H.  S.  Gil- 
more  (nee  Janice  Harbort),  mother. 

Elizabeth  Hoggard  Harriss,  Wilmington.  Mrs.  David  S. 
Harriss  (nee  Elizabeth  Hoggard),  mother;  Mrs.  A.  Har- 
riss (nee  Julia  0.  Sanders),  great-grandmother. 

Alice  Hicks,  Faison.  Mrs.  Louis  Hicks  (nee  Rachel  Mc- 
Iver),  grandmother. 

Margaret  Elizabeth  Johnson,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  John  H.  John- 
son (nee  Margaret  Leigh  Wells),  mother. 

Alice  Venable  Jones,  Warrenton.  Mrs.  Alpheus  Jones  (nee 
Elizabeth  Price),  great-grandmother. 

Mary  Minor  Jordan,  Virginia  Beach,  Virginia.  Mrs.  J.  M. 
Jordan,  Jr.  (nee  Elizabeth  Minor  Browne),  mother. 

Susan  Spruill  Joyner,  Wilson.  Mrs.  E.  G.  Joyner  (nee 
Susie  Summerell  Gay),  mother;  Mrs.  John  W.  Gay  (nee 
Sarah  Celeste  Jacobs),  great-grandmother. 

Sarah  Helene  Kirkpatrick,  Greenville.  Mrs.  James  E. 
Kirkpatrick  (nee  Helene  Higgs),  mother. 

Jacqueline  Knott,  Kinston.  Mrs.  Thomas  H.  Faulkner 
(nee  Julia  Bryan  White),  grandmother. 

Rosa  Parsons  Little,  Wadesboro.  Mrs.  James  A.  Leak  (nee 
Anna  McRae),  great-grandmother. 

Nancy  Stephenson  Magruder,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Bruce  Ma- 
gruder  (nee  Ethel  Marshall),  mother;  Mrs.  Joel  K. 
Marshall  (nee  Ethel  M.  Norris),  grandmother. 

Harriet  Wilson  Martin,  Norfolk.  Virginia.  Mrs.  G.  G.  Mar- 
tin (nee  Harriet  Newberry),  mother. 

Frances  Minter,  Durham.  Mrs.  Frank  Minter  (nee  Mar- 
garet Yorke),  mother;  Mrs.  John  F.  Yorke  (nee  Frances 
Rodgers) ,  grandmother. 

Ann  Kidder  Moore,  Wilmington.  Mrs.  Louis  T.  Moore 
(nee  Florence  Hill  Kidder),  mother. 

Virginia  Lee  McFarland,  Goldsboro.  Mrs.  G.  A.  McFar- 
land  (nee  Marrietta  Gareissen),  mother. 

Martha  Taylor  McGuirk,  Morganton.  Mrs.  John  McGuirk 
(nee  Louise  Virginia  McIIaffey),  great-grandmother. 

Anne  Skinner  MeMullan,  Edenton.  Mrs.  Monroe  Whidbee 
(nee  Frances  Skinner),  great-grandmother. 

Annie  Gray  Cheshire  Nash,  Tarboro.  Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash 
(nee  Jacquelin  Drane),  mother;  Mrs.  S.  S.  Nash  (nee 
Annie  Gray  Cheshire),  grandmother;  Mrs.  Brent  Drane 
(nee  Florence  Thomas),  grandmother. 

Jean  Elliott  Newcombe,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  A.  R.  Newcombe 
(nee  Frances  Hoke  Webb),  mother;  Mrs.  Alex  Webb 
(nee  Lydia  Maverick  Hoke),  grandmother;  Mrs.  Robert 
F.  Hoke  (nee  Lydia  Ann  Van  Wyck),  great-grand- 
mother; Mrs.  Gilbert  Elliott  (nee  Lucy  Ann  Hill),  great- 
grandmother. 

Marjorie  Gordon  Oakey,  Hertford.  Mrs.  W.  H.  Oakey 
(nee  Marjorie  Nixon),  mother;  Mrs.  Joseph  Gordon 
Cranberry  (nee  Isa  Benedicta  Gordon),  great-grand- 
mother; Mrs.  Thomas  Nixon  (nee  Cornelia  Towiisend), 
great-grandmother. 
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Marjorie  Willard  Penton,  Wilmington.  Mrs.  H.  A.  Pen- 
ton  (nee  Marjorie  Willard),  mother;  Mrs.  E.  P.  Willard 
(nee  Mary  Love  West),  grandmother. 

Betty  Landon  Ray,  Paison.  Mrs.  Thomas  Perrett  (nee 
Eloise  Paison),  grandmother. 

Sarah  Frances  Rhodes,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  Virginia  Bell 
Swink  (nee  Virginia  Bell),  mother. 

Joyce  Frances  Richert,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Joseph  C.  Richert 
(nee  Dimock  Massey),  mother. 

Mary  Anne  Rose,  Henderson.  Mrs.  George  A.  Rose,  Jr. 
(nee  Mary  Harris),  mother. 

Lila  Gilbert  Rousseau,  Winston-Salem.  Mrs.  Hamilton  V. 
Horton  (nee  Annie  Laurie  Cowles),  grandmother. 

Margaret  Winborne  Sears,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  Richard  Win- 
borne  (nee  Margaret  Warren),  grandmother;  Mrs. 
James  Warren  (nee  Elizabeth  Paxton),  great-grand- 
mother. 

Patty  Sherrod  Starr,  Newport,  Tennessee.  Mrs.  William 
J.  Starr  (nee  Patty  Sherrod),  mother. 

Joan  Moore  Stieber,  Pelham,  N.  Y.  Mrs.  F.  M.  Stieber 
(nee  Frances  Lambert  Strong),  mother;  Mrs.  Robert 
Strong  (nee  Daisy  Horner),  grandmother;  Mrs.  George 
B.  Strong  (nee  Ann  Eliza  Cowan),  great-grandmother; 
Mrs.  James  Horner  (nee  Sophronia  Moore),  great- 
grandmother. 

Jean  Gordon  Stockton,  Winston-Salem.  Mrs.  R.  G.  Stock- 
ton (nee  Hortense  Jones),  mother;  Mrs.  W.  M.  Jones 
(nee  Lillie  Haughton),  grandmother. 

Margaret  Wood  Story,  Raleigh.  Mrs.  M.  A.  Story  (nee 
Virginia  Franklin  Wood),  mother. 


Anna  Frank  Strosnider,  Goldsboro.  Mis.  Joseph  Dixon 
(nee  Augusta  Whitaker),  great-grandmother. 

Mary  Micou  Suratt,  den  Rock,  N.  J.  Mrs.  Samuel  T. 
Suratt  (nee  Mary  Ellen  Gilchrist),  mother. 

Sara  Ellen  Todd,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  James  G.  Todd  (nee 
Mildred  Chrisman),  mother. 

Anne  Langdon  Townsend,  Marshall,  Virginia.  Mrs.  Henry 
LeRoy  Townsend  (nee  Ellen  Douglas  Pippen),  mother; 
Mrs.  Joseph  Pippen  (nee  Sally  Moore  Leach),  grand- 
mother; Mrs.  John  Leach  (nee  Ellen  Douglas  Moore), 
great-grandmother. 

Marion  Nolan  Turner,  Greensboro.  Mrs.  Thomas  Turner, 
Jr.  (nee  Elizabeth  Nolan),  mother.  Mrs.  Charles  Dowd 
(nee  Sally  Little),  great-grandmother;  Mrs.  J.  P.  Little 
(nee  Sally  Covington),  great-great-grandmother. 

Elizabeth  Boune  Wall,  High  Point.  Mrs.  Matt  Wall  (nee 
Elizabeth  Boune),  mother. 

Laura  Ellen  Weaver,  Asheville.  Mrs.  Carl  Weaver  (nee 
Laura  Meares),  mother. 

Ann  EggPston  Whitener,  Hickory.  Mrs.  T.  Manly  Whit- 
ener  (nee  Sophie  Eggieston),  mother. 

Elizabeth  Roberts  Wood,  Edenton.  Mrs.  F.  P.  Wood  (nee 
Elizabeth  Cowper  Roberts),  mother;  Mrs.  Hal  Wood 
(nee  Mary  Philips),  grandmother. 

Beth  Duvall  Yarbcrough,  Florence,  S.  C.  Mrs.  Duvall 
(nee  Sara  Jane  Waddell),  great-grandmother. 

Martha  Scales  Zachary,  Charlotte.  Mrs.  R.  A.  Zachary 
(nee  Mildred  Jones),  mother;  Mrs.  George  C.  Jones 
(nee  Martha  Daisy  Scales),  grandmother;  Mrs.  X.  E. 
Scales  (nee  Mary  Steele  Lord),  great-grandmother. 


•Alumnae  GUapZe/i  Adtiuitiel 


ASHEVILLE 

The  Asheville  Chapter  held  a  meeting  at  the  home  of  Mrs. 
Lyons  Lee  on  November  13  at  2  p.m.  Mrs.  John  L.  Simmons 
was  co-hostess. 

The  president,  Mrs.  John  B.  Mitchell,  presided.  A  letter 
was  read  from  Miss  Dora  Winters,  Alumnae  Secretary.  Also 
a  letter  from  Mary  Davis,  president  of  the  Alumnae  Associa- 
tion, and  a  report  "Fact  and  Figures  on  the  Financial  Set-up 
at  Saint  Mary's." 

Plans  were  discussed  for  raising  money  for  redecorating  the 
dining  room  at  Saint  Mary's.  It  was  decided  to  hold  a  benefit 
bridge  party  at  the  Coca-Cola  plant  some  time  in  February, 
depending  on  when  the  room  is  available.  Tickets  to  be  75c 
each.  A  committee  on  arrangements  was  appointed :  Mrs. 
Alfred  Upchureh,  chairman,  and  Mrs.  Robert  McConnell, 
Mrs.  Frank  Pender  and  Mrs.  Josephine  Schaeffer,  the  other 
members. 

There  were  twenty  members  present  at  the  meeting.  There 
are  about  forty-five  members  on  the  list,  quite  a  few  of  whom 
are  out  of  town. 

Virginia  Lee  Simmons 
Acting  Secretary 

NORFOLK 

The  Norfolk  Chapter  had  its  fall  meeting  on  Wednes- 
day, November  3.  We  have  not  yet  received  a  report 
from  the  chapter  secretaiw. — Alumnae  Secretary. 


GOLDSBORO 

On  Monday,  November  15,  the  Goldsboro  Chapter  of 
the  S.  M.  S.  Alumnae  Association  held  its  fall  meeting  at 
the  home  of  its  president,  Mrs.  Paul  W.  Best. 

The  nominating  committee,  consisting  of  Hattie  Lee 
Borden,  chairman,  Sarah  Giddens,  and  Mrs.  William 
Royall,  presented  its  report,  and  following  it  the  new 
officers  for  the  year  were  elected :  President,  Mrs.  Paul 
Borden;  Vice-President,  Mrs.  Hazel  Zealy,  Jr.  (Susan 
Collier)  ;  Secretary-Treasurer,  Mrs.  John  Spicer  (Cora 
Collier);  and  chapter  reporter,  Mrs.  J.  W.  Edmundson 
(Mabel  Humphrey).  A  Ways  and  Means  Committee  was 
appointed  with  Mrs.  Donnell  Cobb  (Sara  Borden),  Chair- 
man, Mrs.  Marietta  McFarland,  and  Mrs.  Robert  J.  Griffin 
(Martha  Ivey). 

It  was  decided  to  pay  our  alumnae  dues  through  our 
secretary  so  as  to  keep  a  report  on  the  percentage  paid 
within  our  own  chapter.  Before,  each  person  had  paid 
individually. 

It  was  suggested  that  during  the  Christmas  holidays 
the  alumnae  chapter  have  a  tea  or  some  sort  of  entertain- 
ment for  the  Goldsboro  girls  who  are  now  attending 
S.  M.  S. 

Plans  for  a  new  project  were  discussed. 

Twelve  members  were  present  at  our  meeting. 

Sally  Sanborn  Best 
Retiring  President 
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GASTON  COUNTY 

On  October  27th  at  a  lovely  luncheon  given  by  honor- 
ary alumna,  Mrs.  C.  C.  Dawson  of  Cramerton,  at  the  Gas- 
ton Country  Club  in  Gastonia,  a  Gaston  County  chapter 
of  Saint  Mary's  alumnae  was  organized. 

Aiding-  in  the  organization  were  Dora  Winters,  alumnae 
secretary,  and  Mary  Richardson  Davis,  alumnae  presi- 
dent. They  acquainted  us  with  the  present  project  of  re- 
decorating the  dining  room,  along  with  suggestions  as 
to  how  this  chapter  can  add  to  the  funds.  They  also  re- 
ported on  news  and  progress  of  other  chapters. 

There  were  seven  alumnae  present  at  this  organiza- 
tional meeting.  These  will  be  charter  members.  There 
are  nine  others  that  were  unable  to  attend  the  first  meet- 
ing, but  we  hope  they  will  be  active  in  the  chapter  here- 
after. This  is  the  24th  chapter  in  the  association.  Guests 
at  this  meeting  were  Sara  Dawson  Davis  from  Henderson 
and  Mrs.  Carl  Rustin  of  Gastonia  whose  daughter,  Shep- 
herd, now  attends  Saint  Mary's. 

Officers  elected  were  Kitty  Williams  Robinson,  '37, 
President ;  Virginia  Burckmyer  Froneberger,  '28,  Vice- 
President  ;  Florence  Withers  Reinhardt,  Bus.,  '39,  Secre- 
tary; Poncie  Dawson,  '46,  Treasurer;  Henriette  Hampton 
Morris,  '43,  Reporter ;  and  Joye  McCuen  Reading,  '26, 
Project  Chairman. 

Our  next  meeting  will  be  called  in  January. 

Florence  Withers  Reinhardt 
Secretary 

RICHMOND 

The  fall  luncheon  meeting  of  the  Richmond  Chapter 
was  held  November  13  at  the  Franklin  Terrace  Tea  Room. 
Mrs.  William  Carleton  (Anne  Dickerson),  president,  pre- 
sided. 

Mr.  James  Beckwith,  rector  of  St.  Andrew's  Episcopal 
Church,  Richmond,  was  the  guest  speaker.  Mr.  Beckwith 
and  his  family  have  recently  moved  to  Richmond  from  St. 
Stephen's  Church  in  Culpeper,  Va.  His  wife  is  the  former 
Elizabeth  Graham  of  Clinton,  X.  C. 

Miss  Dora  Winters,  Alumnae  Secretary,  told  of  the 
plans  of  the  Alumnae  Association  for  the  coming  year. 
Tentative  plans  were  discussed  for  a  project  to  raise  addi- 
tional funds  for  the  redeeoration  of  the  dining  room. 

There  being  no  further  business,  the  meeting  was  ad- 
journed. 

Anne  Dickerson  Carleton 
President 

WILMINGTON 

The  Wilmington  Chapter  met  on  November  1.  Although 
Betsy  Long  Sprunt  (Mrs.  Kenneth),  '44,  president  of  the 
chapter,  had  written  ninety-eight  personal  letters  to  the 
alumnae  in  Wilmington,  only  fifteen  people  showed  up 
for  the  meeting.  After  reading  the  article  on  the  financial 
setup  at  Saint  Mary's  the  chapter  decided  to  have  copies 
made  and  sent  out  to  all  the  alumnae  not  present.  The 
chapter  also  voted  to  have  another  benefit  bridge  tourna- 
ment in  February  and  to  sell  tickets  for  the  affair  in  ad- 
vance in  order  to  insure  a  large  gathering.  During  the 
summer  a  benefit  bridge  was  given  by  the  chapter  and 
$55.05  was  raised  for  the  Dining  Room  Fund.  Mrs.  J. 
Lawrence  Sprunt  (nee  Annie  Gray  Nash)  made  an  indi- 
vidual contribution  of  $100.00  to  the  Fund  in  November. 


NEW  YORK 

Eva  Lee  Glass  Appleby  (Mrs.  Francis)  has  been  out  of 
the  city  this  fall  and  therefore  unable  to  continue  with 
her  plans  to  get  up  a  New  York  alumnae  meeting.  We 
passed  on  all  the  information  to  Elise  Ballard  Martin 
(Mrs.  Thomas  Everett),  but  evidently  she  has  been  out 
of  town  or  busy,  for  we  have  heard  nothing  from  her. 
Our  plan  is  to  arrange  a  time  and  place  for  a  meeting  and 
then  send  out  notices  to  all  the  alumnae  in  the  vicinity  so 
that  they  may  write  in  and  make  reservations  to  come. 
For  the  first  meeting  a  luncheon  or  tea  at  one  of  the  cen- 
trally located  hotels  or  clubs  would  be  a  good  way  to  get 
the  alumnae  together.  Once  you  meet  and  elect  officers 
it  will  be  easier  to  plan  other  meetings  and  get-togethers. 

We  have  received  many  enthusiastic  notes  from  alum- 
nae in  the  New  York  area.  All  of  them  are  very  eager 
for  the  chapter  to  get  under  way.  So  all  we  need  now 
are  two  or  three  energetic  people  who  are  willing  to  take 
the  first  step.  If  some  of  you  would  get  together  and 
find  a  place  and  a  time  to  meet,  we  would  be  glad  to 
mimeograph  invitations  and  send  them  out  from  here. 
We  could  ask  each  alumna  to  send  in  a  check  to  reserve 
a  place  for  herself  at  the  luncheon  or  tea,  and  in  that  way 
you  could  count  on  a  definite  number  coming.  What  do 
you  say?  Who  is  willing  to  help?  It  seems  a  shame  that 
with  so  many  alumnae  up  there  anxious  to  start  a  chapter 
'we  haven't  been  able  to  get  one  up  after  a  year  of  talking 
it  over. — Alumnae  Secretary. 

HALIFAX  COUNTY 

From  Elizabeth  Price  Hines,  '46,  of  Roanoke- Rapids, 
we  received  the  following  communication:  "I  would  cer- 
tanly  like  to  get  a  little  information  on  organizing  a  Hali- 
fax County  Alumnae  Chapter.  It  would  include  girls 
from  Scotland  Neck,  Halifax,  Weldon,  and  Roanoke 
Rapids;  and  should  prove  to  be  a  welcome  project  for  all 
the  Saint  Mary's  grads  to  work  on." 

I  agree  with  Lib,  and  I  sent  her  information  on  forming 
the  chapter,  but  so  far  have  not  heard  from  her  again.  I 
can  readily  understand  that,  after  seeing  the  announce- 
ment of  her  engagement  in  the  paper  on  November  21. 
But  how  about  you  other  Saint  Mary's  girls  in  Halifax 
County  1  Would  you  like  to  help  organize  a  chapter  there  ? 
Scotland  Neck  already  has  an  old  and  very  proud  name, 
having  won  the  membership  cup  four  times,  but  ma}'be 
that  chapter  would  like  to  meet  jointly  with  a  new  one. 
Let  rne  hear  from  you. — Alumnae  Secretary. 

DURHAM 

The  Durham  Chapter  had  a  luncheon  meeting  on  Thurs- 
day, October  28.  The  alumnae  secretary  was  sorry  not  to 
be  present  for  the  meeting,  but  found  it  necessary  to  stay 
at  Saint  Mary's  for  the  annual  reception  that  afternoon. 
As  we  go  to  press  we  have  no  report  on  the  meeting  from 
the  chapter  secretary.    Let  us  hear  from  you ! 


From  Mrs.  George  Watts  Can-  of  Durham  we  received 
a  personal  contribution  of  $25.00  for  the  Dining  Room 
Fund,  bringing  the  Durham  chapter's  total  contribution 
up  to  $100.00. 


December  194S 


SAINT  MARY'S  HAS  DISTINGUISHED  ALUMNA  IN 
FIELD  OF  MEDICINE 

A  letter  from  Mrs.  Frederick  B.  Drane  (nee  Rebecca 
Wood,  '11),  of  Monroe,  brought  us  news  of  a  distinguished 
Saint  Mary's  alumna — Isabelle  Hester  Perry,  M.D.,  orig- 
inally of  Henderson.  Dr.  Perry,  who  graduated  at  Saint 
Mary's  with  the  class  of  1911,  has  achieved  widespread 
recognition  as  an  authority  on  cancer.  Her  outstanding 
research  in  that  field  at  the  University  of  California  at- 
tracted the  attention  of  the  National  Council  of  Research 
in  Washington,  D.  C,  and  she  is  now  holding  down  the 
position  of  Executive  Secretary  of  the  Subcommittee  of 
Oncology  of  the  National  Council  of  Research. 

As  though  that  were  not  enough  to  keep  one  person 
thoroughly  occupied,  Dr.  Perry  is  also  giving  her  time 
to  the  Woman's  College  of  Pennsylvania,  where  she  is 
Professor  of  Oncology  and  Director  of  Cancer  Work. 
However,  after  June,  1949,  we  understand  that  she  will 
devote  all  of  her  time  to  the  National  Research  Council. 


A  GIFT  FROM  THE  BAKERS 

Mrs.  Ashby  Baker  (nee  Minnie  Tucker,  '89),  who  was. 
prior  to  her  death  in  March,  1948,  a  member  of  the  Execu- 
tive Council  of  the  Alumnae  Association,  started  a  schol- 
arship fund  with  a  gift  of  one  thousand  dollars.  This 
gift  was  made  last.  December,  and  since  her  death  Mrs. 
Baker's  two  sons,  Ashby  and  Julian  Baker,  have  added 
another  one  thousand  dollars  to  this  endowment.  It  is 
their  plan  to  continue  to  build  this  fund  until  the  desired 
endowment  is  reached. 


(Continued  from  Page  16) 

zerland  the  trip  over  would  have  been  more  than  worth  the 
money.  Although  Paris  was  the  next  stop  we  left  Switzerland 
with  deep  regret  and  longings  to  return. 

The  trip  to  Paris  was  anything  but  glamorous.  French 
trains  live  up  to  their  reputation,  but  we  were  so  excited  noth- 
ing mattered.  The  Champs  Elysees,  the  Rue  de  la  Paix,  the 
Arch  of  Triumph,  the  Eiffel  Tower,  the  Trocadero,  the  Hotel 
des  Invalides,  Napoleon's  Tomb,  the  Grand  Palais,  the  Opera, 
Notre-Dame,  the  Louvre,  the  Cafe  de  la  Paix — oh  how 
Frenchy  we  felt,  and  how  wonderful  it  was  seeing  these  places. 
Paris  came  up  to  expectations — the  quaint  book  stalls  along 
the  Seine,  Montmartre,  Montparnasse,  Bel  Tabarin  (Lana 
Turner  was  there  the  night  we  were),  and  of  course  the  Folies 
Bergeres.  This  was  Paris  and  I  could  no  more  describe  it 
than  you  could  New  York.  You  will  just  have  to  go  and  see 
for  yourself. 

And  I  hope  your  parents  will  give  you  the  same  graduation 
present  mine  gave  me.  Aside  from  the  happy  memories  and 
experiences,  it  is  a  real  education.  We  stayed  at  the  finest 
hotels  (even  had  Continental  breakfast  in  bed  every  A.M.), 
and  "Browned"  seemed  to  be  a  magic  word  to  the  Europeans, 
we  were  treated  so  royally.  The  Brownell  Tour,  of  Birming- 
ham, Ala.,  is  the  oldest,  private  tour  in  the  Country,  and  next 
summer  I  am  looking  forward  to  going  with  them  again  and 
expect  to  organize  a  congenial  party.  After  graduating  from 
Saint  Mary's,  you  should  have  an  "adult"  summer  in  Europe 
before  going  to  Carolina  ! 


MRS.  LAWRENCE  HAS  DONE  IT  AGAIN! 

Here  at  Saint  Mary's  we  are  forming  a  habit  of  saying 
"thank  you"  to  Mrs.  Samuel  Lawrence  of  Raleigh.  This  time 
our  thanks  go  to  Mrs.  Lawrence  and  her  family  for  making 
available  to  us  a  beautiful  mahogany  table  and  for  giving  us 
a  large  and  handsome  sideboard. 

The  sideboard  is  now  lending  a  touch  of  dignity  to  our 
otherwise  utilitarian  dining  room  and  will  fit  well  into  the 
plans  of  Elizabeth  Thompson,  '12,  for  redecorating  the  room 
next  summer.  When  the  dining  room  has  been  done  over  we 
plan  to  display  the  lovely  silver  service  left  to  the  school  by 
Mrs.  J.  V.  Higham  (nee  May  Hill  Davis,  of  Warrenton),  '92, 
on  this  sideboard. 

The  table,  measuring  90"  x  50"  when  spread,  is  just  what 
Ave  need  for  our  receptions  in  the  parlor  of  Smedes  Hall. 
Until  now  we  have  not  had  a  table  large  enough  to  arrange 
prettily  or  to  be  suitable  for  this  room.  Now,  vie  need  a  cloth 
that  will  show  the  table  and  itself  off  to  advantage.  The  one 
we  have  is  not  large  enough  for  the  new  table. 

Mrs.  Lawrence  has  long  been  playing  fairy  godmother  to 
the  school.  Though  she  herself  was  never  a  student  at  Saint 
Mary's,  both  of  her  daughters,  Elizabeth,  class  of  1922,  and 
Ann,  class  of  1926,  are  graduates.  When  Ann  Lawrence — now 
Mrs.  Warren  W.  Way,  Jr.,  of  Charlotte  and  daughter-inlaw 
of  the  late  Rev.  Warren  W.  Way,  former  rector  of  Saint 
Mary's — was  in  school,  Mrs.  Lawrence  so  endeared  herself  to 
the  senior  class  that  they  elected  her  an  honorary  member. 
Her  picture  appeared  in  the  annual  along  with  all  the  grad- 
uates. 

Since  then  Mrs.  Lawrence  has  been  an  honorary  and  very 
active  alumna.  She  has  always  been  a  friend  to  the  faculty 
and  the  students  of  Saint  Mary's  and  has  entertained  many  of 
them  in  her  home.  Often  in  the  past  Elizabeth  Lawrence  has 
sent  beautiful  flowers  from  her  garden  to  go  on  the  altar  in  the 
chapel  or  to  decorate  the  parlor  when  the  school  was  enter- 
taining. 

Mrs.  Lawrence  and  Elizabeth  moved  to  Charlotte  in  Novem- 
ber.   We  shall  certainly  miss  having  them  close  by. 


Here  are  Smedes,  Vance,  and  Jimmy  York — three  more 
great-grandchildren  of  Dr.  Aldert  Smedes.  They  are  the  sons 
of  Mrs.  J.  W.  York  (nee  Mary  Smedes  Poyner),  '35,  of  Raleigh. 
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1913 
Mary  Brown  Butler  Scruggs  (Mrs.  G.  A.) 
writes  in:  "We  have  two  sons  at  Virginia 
Polytechnic  Institute  at  Blacksburg,  Va., 
and  a  younger  one  yet  to  go!  Alas!  No 
daughters  for  Saint  Mary's." 

1915 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Agnes  Barton 
Dysart  (Mrs.  John  O.).  20  West  Earle 
Street,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

Mrs.  Dysart  wrote  to  the  Alumnae  Sec- 
retary: "I  hate  to  be  uncooperative  but  I 
have  no  news  of  '15  for  you.  You  may 
not  know  that  out  of  all  class  members,  I 
received  only  five  replies  last  June.  If  I 
ever  do  hear  any  news,  I'll  send  it  on  to 
you  for  the  alumnae  column." 

One  bit  of  news  came  to  the  alumnae 
secretary  from  Arabelle  Thomas  Rogers 
(Mrs.  Paul  H.)  of  Hartsville,  S.  C.  She 
writes  that  two  of  her  four  children  are 
married  and  that  she  has  three  grand- 
children— two  boys  and  one  girl.  Her 
daughter,  Ruth  ('44-'45)  is  now  working 
in  Atlanta  and  living  with  "Babe"  Camp- 
bell Irving  (Mrs.  Albert),  also  member  of 
class  of  '15. 

1923 

Marjorie  Willard  Penton  (Mrs.  Howard 
Allen)  writes  in:  "I'm  happy  to  say  that 
my  daughter  Marjorie  is  now  a  member 
of  the  Freshman  Class  at  Saint  Mary's — 
which  makes  the  third  generation  of  us 
there — her  grandmother  having  been 
Mary  West,  sometime  in  the  gay  nineties. 
Marjorie  loves  the  old  school  as  much  as 
I  did  in  the  twenties." 

1923 — Reunion — 1950 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Emily  Burgwyn 
Sneed  (Mrs.  Jackson  M.),  Apt.  4,  33  West 
Lock  Lane,  Richmond  21,  Va. 

Dear  Class  of  19  25: 

I  sincerely  appreciate  the  nice  cards  and 
interesting  letters  from  a  number  of  the 
members  of  our  class.  However,  I  am 
still  hoping  that  the  next  time  we  have  a 
letter  in  the  BULLETIN  there  will  be 
news  from  ALL.  So  far  I  have  never 
heard  from  Virginia  Barker,  Grace  Dun- 
can Rose,  Katherine  Johnson  Watson, 
Helen  Little  Wood,  Katherine  Martin 
Lawther,  Julia  Staley  Poole,  and  Ellen 
Melick  Rollins.  I  am  sure  these  class- 
mates can  furnish  some  news  items  of  real 
interest. 

Please  send  me  snapshots  of  yourselves, 
your  children  and  your  homes  for  the 
BULLETIN  and  for  a  class  scrapbook  I 
hope  to  make  for  the  reunion. 

Again  let  me  remind  you  not  to  forget 
to  send  your  alumnae  contribution  so  that 
you  will  be  sure  to  receive  the  BULLETIN 
and  keep  up  with  the  alumnae  news. 

I  hope  that  the  following  news  will  be 
of  interest  to  the  1925  class  members  and 
other  alumnae  readers. 

Virginia  Lay  Hawkins  (Mrs.  James  E.) 
is  living  at  S26  Lake  Avenue.  Racine,  Wis- 
consin. Hearing  from  Virginia  was  a  real 
treat — the  first  news  from  her  since  the 
revival  of  our  class  letter.  She  writes: 
"Left  Binghamton,  New  York,  in  Novem- 
ber 1945.  Jim  came  out  to  Racine,  and 
the  children  and  I  spent  winter  in  Chapel 


Hill,  N.  C,  waiting  out  housing  shortage. 
We  all  amalgamated  in  July  1946  here  in 
Racine.  Moved  four  times  and  finally  set- 
tled (somewhat)  in  January  1947.  Jim  is 
an  editor  at  Western  Printing  and  Litho- 
graphing. We  are  both  active  in  little 
theatre.  Have  three  children.  Anne  is  14 
years  and  blond.  Margaret  is  11  years 
and  has  green  eyes  and  brown  hair,  and 
Jimmy,  7  years  old,  is  brunette.  All  are 
very  bright,  very  musical,  artistic,  noisy, 
normal,  busy  brats.  Parents  remarkably 
"well  preserved" — -some  gray  hairs  but  no 
paunches.     Love,  Virginia" 

Whitney  Holt  Thomas  (Mrs.  Fred  S.) 
lives  in  Erwin,  N.  C.  I  dare  say  the  news 
from  Whitney  is  as  exciting  as  any  our 
class  will  hear  in  a  long  time.  Her  mes- 
sage is  "Dear  Emily,  I'll  say  I  have  some 
news  for  the  class  letter!  We  have  a 
baby  boy,  Frederick  Shephard,  Jr.  He 
was  born  August  25th.  We  have  been 
married  12  years  and  this  is  our  first 
child.  You  should  see  him!!!!  We  are 
also  building  a  new  house.     Whitney." 

Kathryne  Spingler  Jarrett  (Mrs.  J. 
Maurice)  resides  at  2501  Beechridge 
Road,  Raleigh,  N.  C.  A  card  from  Kath- 
ryne said,  "Dear  Emily,  Thanks  for  your 
card.  Sorry  I  did  not  fill  this  in  sooner 
but  time  just  flies.  I  don't  know  any  class 
news,  but  I  will  send  in  my  alumnae  dues 
so  I  can  catch  up  with  the  news  of  the 
class  of  1925  now  that  we  have  a  class 
letter  in  the  BULLETIN.  Come  to  see  me 
when  you  are  in  Raleigh." 

Kalista  Hood  Hart  (Mrs.  W.  Lewis) 
lives  at  354  Rosemary,  San  Antonio  9, 
Texas.  In  answer  to  my  letter,  Kalista 
writes,  "Dear  Emily:  Not  much  news  from 
here  at  the  present  time.  Spent  a  couple 
of  weeks  in  June  on  the  Texas  coast.  We 
have  just  bought  a  beautiful  new  home 
which  we  are  in  the  process  of  fixing  up. 
Whitney  Holt  Thomas  has  a  son,  named 
Fred,  Jr.,  born  in  August.  This  is  her 
first  child.  Lewis  and  I  are  busy  getting 
ready  for  the  hunting  season.  We  have 
built  a  feed  pen  for  deer  and  turkey  out  on 
our  lease,  and  my  trigger  finger  is  itching 
to  shoot  again.  We  are  seeing  lots  of 
good  football  games  now.  Lots  of  love, 
Kalista." 

Grace  Duncan  Rose  (Mrs.  Augustus  S.) 
lives  at  87  Rutledge  Road,  Belmont,  Mass. 
Although  I  have  not  received  any  replies 
to  the  cards  sent  to  Grace,  I  have,  heard 
through  Mrs.  Brown,  her  sister,  who  is  a 
co-worker  of  Mary  Green  (Bobbie)  in 
Washington  that  Grace  has  4  children — 
Anne  Duncan,  age  10,  Augustus  S.,  Jr., 
age  S,  Charles  Duncan,  age  6,  and  Jane, 
age  3  years. 

Bettie  Fell  Siegrist  (Mrs.  Henry  G.)  re- 
sides at  15  Farnsworth  Ave.,  Bordentown, 
New  Jersey.  Bettie  writes,  "My  summer 
was  entirely  family  centered.  But  now 
with  school  in  full  force  (four  different 
ones)  life  is  a  shade  less  hectic.  No,  I 
have  not  seen  Ruth  Clark  Mainord  nor 
any  other  Saint  Mary's  acquaintances. 
Some  day  I'll  send  you  that  snapshot  of 
our  home.  Sallie  is  away  at  school  and 
I  don't  know  where  her  negatives  are. 
Come  and  see  our  house  for  yourself.  It's 
not  spectacular  but  mighty  nice!!  Sorry 
I  have  no  special  news  this  time.  Affec- 
tionately, Bettie." 


Elizabeth  Wood  McMullan  (Mrs.  Grice) 
lives  at  1120  West  Avenue,  Richmond,  Va. 
"Lib"  has  a  most  attractive  16-year-old 
daughter,  Betty,  who  is  a  student  at 
Stuart  Hall  in  Staunton,  Va.  Grice,  Jr., 
is  at  St.  Christopher's  School  in  Rich- 
mond, Va.  "Lib"  and  her  family  spent 
some  time  at  Cape  May,  New  Jersey,  dur- 
ing the  summer. 

Mary  Starke  Woods  (Mrs.  Edgar  Colin) 
lives  at  "Nutshell,"  Hanover,  Virginia. 
Mary  and  I  had  a  long  chat  over  the  phone 
recently.  Her  youngest  son,  "Mike,"  is 
attending  Fishbourne  Military  Academy 
in  Waynesboro,  Va.  Mary's  daughter, 
Brooke,  is  in  college  at  Mary  Washington 
in  Fredericksburg,  Va.  Colin,  Jr.,  is  farm- 
ing. Mary  is  expecting  Ariel  Close  to 
come  from  Quantico  for  a  week-end  visit. 
Mary  and  Ariel  hope  to  attend  the  next 
alumnae  luncheon  in  Richmond. 

Fenton  Yellott  Boogher  (Mrs.  Benton 
T. )  lives  in  Alexandria,  Va.  Her  new  ad- 
dress is  care  of  Virginia  Theological  Semi- 
nary. "Jackie"  answered  my  S.  O.  S.  for 
class  news  with  a  speedy  reply.  She 
writes:  "We  moved  to  our  new  address 
on  July  1st  when  Ben  became  Bursar  of 
the  Theological  Seminary.  We  are  hack 
in  the  same  house  we  lived  in  before — 
after  I  first  left  Saint  Mary's  and  came 
here  to  keep  house  for  my  bachelor  uncle, 
who  was  then  a  professor  here.  We  have 
rented  our  own  house.  Ben,  Jr.,  is  at  the 
Episcopal  High  School  this  year,  and  Fen- 
ton is  at  St.  Agnes — getting  a  sound  foun- 
dation for  Saint  Mary's,  I  hope.  Ariel 
Close  called  me  just  before  she  left  for 
Reno,  Nevada,  to  visit  her  sister,  but  I 
haven't  heard  from  her  since  her  return  to 
Quantico.  Peggy  Hopkins  Downes  has 
moved  nearby  and  'phoned  me.  We  are 
both  from  Bel  Air,  Maryland.  Now  with 
an  ex-alumnae  secretary  near,  I'll  no 
doubt  keep  in  closer  touch  with  Saint 
Mary's.  We  are  all  fine.  I  am  planning 
a  week-end  in  Richmond  this  fall.  Will 
call  you  then.     Affectionately,  Jackie." 

Katherine  Morris  is  now  living  at  A-101 
Boylan  Apartments,  Raleigh,  N.  C.  Since 
"K.  Morris"  is  a  member  of  the  faculty  of 
Saint  Mary's  and  sits  in  Miss  Fenner's 
same  old  chair,  she  is  in  closer  contact 
with  the  school  than  any  of  her  class- 
mates. She  has  written,  "Dear  Emily: 
My  students  haven't  finished  registering 
yet,  so  I  really  don't  know  whose  'daugh- 
ters' I'll  have  this  year.  I  don't  think 
there  will  be  as  many  daughters  of  school- 
mates as  there  were  last  year.  So  many 
graduated  last  June.  Sophie  Eggleston 
Whitener's  daughter  is  at  S.  M.  S.  for  her 
second  year.  Anna  Boyd  Wilson  Clifton 
also  has  a  daughter  at  S.  M.  S.  now.  We 
have  had  some  wonderful  improvements 
made — both  in  the  buildings  and  on  the 
campus.  The  chapel  is  sweeter  than  ever 
now.  A  lovely  red  carpet  was  laid  this 
summer.  The  pews  have  all  been  cleaned 
off  down  to  their  natural  finish.  Do  you 
remember  how  everyone  used  to  stick  to 
the  pews  in  hot  weather  and  how  many 
dresses  were  ruined  in  our  day?  Well,  r 
those  pews  have  been  sticking  and  ruin- 
ing clothes  ever  since  until  this  summer,  ( 
when  the  president's  wife,  Mrs.  Stone,  § 
single  handedly  removed  the  varnish  on 
every  pew  in  the  chapel.  It  was  a  tre- 
mendous job.  We  have  lovely  new  lights 
for    the    main    walkway.      Now    we    want 


22 


^December  1948 


new  lights  for  the  chapel.  The  new  front 
gateway  is  nice  and  will  be  an  even 
greater  improvement  after  shrubs  and 
vines  are  planted.  I  had  a  letter  from 
"Cat"  Menzies  Mathewes '  lately,  but  I 
haven't  seen  any  classmates  in  ages.  As 
ever,  "K.  Morris." 

Mary  Green:  "Bobbie's"  address  is  109 
First  St.,  N.E.,  Washington,  D.  C.  It  was 
so  nice  to  have  such  a  long  newsy  letter 
from  Bobbie.  She  writes,  "Emily,  dear: 
Thanks  for  copies  of  the  class  letters.  You 
were  a  dear  to  send  them  and  I  enjoyed 
reading  and  rereading  them.  They  made 
me  long  to  see  the  1925  girls  again.  We 
must  make  the  reunion  in  1950  a  real 
record  breaker  for  attendance.  I'll  surely 
try  to  let  nothing  prevent  me  from  attend- 
ing. Will  send  my  $2.00  for  the  BUL- 
LETIN. I've  just  talked  to  Mela  Royal 
Carraway  over  the  phone.  She  lives  in 
Chevy  Chase  and  has  two  sons.  Her  hus- 
band is  in  the  army,  and  I  believe  works 
in  the  Pentagon  Building.  Enclosed  is  a 
card  Grace  Duncan  Rose's  sister  gave  me. 
It  will  give  you  Grace's  address  and  the 
names  and  ages  of  her  four  children. 
There  is  no  special  personal  news.  I  had 
a  most  enjoyable  vacation  trip.  Went  to 
New  York  City  and  then  on  to  Montreal, 
Quebec,  and  the  Saguenay  cruise.  I  heart- 
ily recommend  this  trip.  It  is  full  of  his- 
toric interest  and  offers  great  scenic 
beauty.  Am  so  glad  we  are  corresponding 
at  intervals  at  least!  You  have  surely 
done  wonders  to  bring  the  class  of  19  25 
to  life!!  Love  to  all  of  the  classmates  of 
1925.      Devotedly,  'Bobbie.'" 

Ariel  Close:  Ariel's  new  address  is 
Quarters  608-A  Marine  Corps  Schools, 
Quantico,  Virginia.  It  was  nice  to  have 
such  an  interesting  letter  from  Ariel  and 
to  hear  about  her  trip  out  west  this  sum- 
mer. She  writes:  "I  did  have  a  grand 
trip  this  summer  and  was  gone  a  whole 
month — the  longest  vacation  I've  ever  had 
since  I  started  working.  I  reached  Reno, 
Nevada,  on  July  4  when  the  greatest  event 
of  the  year  was  taking  place — the  rodeo. 
I  must  say  I  enjoyed  an  afternoon  of 
thrills.  I  visited  Virginia  City,  a  ghost 
town  of  the  Gold  Rush  days.  I  went  as 
far  west  as  the  Yosemite  Valley,  Califor- 
nia. Was  thrilled  at  the  beautiful  scen- 
ery, waterfalls  and  enormous  redwood 
trees.  I  have  not  been  to  'Nutshell'  to  see 
Mary  Starke  Woods  since  last  May,  but 
am  going  one  week-end  soon.  I  saw  Susan 
Roberts  Fazzi  ( Mrs.  Sidney )  in  Wash- 
ington early  in  September.  She  has  a 
position  with  the  Agricultural  Dept. 
'Susie'  has  told  me  that  Helen  Little  Wood 
and  her  husband,  'Lucky,'  are  living  in 
Elizabeth  City,  N.  C,  and  have  one  child. 
Hope  to  see  you  soon.  Perhaps  we  can 
arrange  to  meet  some  Saturday  in  Rich- 
mond.    Lots  of  love,  Ariel." 

Emily  Burgwyn  Sneed  { Mrs  Jackson 
M.).  The  summer  was  rather  uneventful 
for  me.  Jack  had  a  major  operation  in 
June,  shortly  after  my  school  closed.  He 
was  in  the  hospital  for  four  weeks  and 
then  had  a  long  recuperation  period  at 
home.  However,  after  he  regained  his 
strength  we  went  on  a  motor  trip  to  Nat- 
ural Bridge  and  spent  a  few  days,  and 
on  our  return  we  drove  through  the  Val- 
ley of  Virginia.  In  September  we  had  a 
short  stay  at  Virginia  Beach.  Recently 
Jack  and  I  were  in  Washington  and  Balti- 
more. While  in  Washington  I  tried  to 
communicate  with  "Bobbie"  Green  and 
was  very  sorry  to  miss  talking  to  her. 
While  in  Baltimore  we  visited  Betty  Gray 
Long  Zouck    (Mrs.   Henry)    at  her  lovely 


new  home  at  5514  Woodlawn  Road  in 
Roland  Park.  Betty  Gray  has  a  most  at- 
tractive little  girl,  "Betty,"  who  is  now  in 
First  Grade.  Maria  Long  Hunter  (1934) 
(Mrs.  Frank  P.)  and  her  daughters,  Maria 
Burgwyn  and  Sarah  Gayle,  of  Roanoke 
Rapids,  N.  C,  have  been  our  recent  guests. 
Jack  is  well  enough  to  be  at  his  office,  and 
I  am  busy  with  my  little  boys  at  St.  Chris- 
topher's School. 

Much  love  and  the  very  best  of  wishes 
to  all  the  members  of  our  class. 

1  !>2(> 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Cleave  Shore 
Dodd  (Mrs.  Sim),  312  North  Torrey  Ave- 
nue, Ocala,  Florida. 

Dear  Class  of  1926: 

I  have  just  sent  in  my  check  for  $2.00 
Alumnae  Dues.  Have  You  ?  ?  ?  ?  ?  ?  If  not, 
.  do  so  at  once  .  .  .  then  you  will  receive 
the  BULLETIN  and  I  am  sure  you  will 
enjoy  seeing  what  SMS  is  doing  now  as 
well  as  hearing  from  'the  girls'  of  '26  and 
the  other  years  too.  The  response  to  my 
cards  this  time  was  very  poor,  but  of 
course  I  was  late  in  getting  same  off,  so 
I'll  take  the  blame.     Better  luck  next  time. 

Ruth  Loaring-Clark  (Mrs.  Hugh  Main- 
ord) ,  251  East  3rd,  Moorestown,  New 
Jersey,  says  "No  news — I'm  busy  being  an 
army  wife  and  helping  with  Church  and 
Club  work — Substitute  teach  (French)  in 
the  local  Hi  once  in  a  while!  I  will  write 
soon,  C-Shore." 

Martha  Dabney  Jones  writes,  "I  haven't 
much  news  for  you  this  time.  Although  I 
have  seen  lots  of  SMS  girls  in  the  last  few 
months,  most  of  them  have  not  been  our 
contemporaries.  Last  spring,  though, 
Olive  Jordan  and  Katherine  Martin  turned 
up  at  an  Alumnae  meeting  in  Wilmington 
at  which  I  was  speaking.  (Sorry  I  don't 
know  their  married  names.)  That  same 
month  Marion  Lee  and  Louise  Allen 
Sturges  were  here  for  May  Day,  both 
better  looking  than  ever.  The  Class  of 
'2  6  will  be  interested  in  the  news  that 
Mrs.  Sam  Lawrence  has  sold  her  house 
here  and  that  she  and  Libba  are  going  to 
build  in  Charlotte  on  a  lot  adjoining 
Ann's.  I'll  certainly  miss  them  in  Ra- 
leigh. Ann  (Mrs.  Warren  Way)  has  two 
children.  She  says  that  she  recently  ran 
across  Irma  Edmonton  Williams  in  a  gro- 
cery store  in  Charlotte.  Prepare  to  have 
the  passage  of  time  rubbed  in.  .  .  .  The 
other  day  I  heard  a  new  girl  remark,  "My 
mother  took  me  over  to  Holt  and  showed 
me  where  she  roomed  when  she  was  in 
school."  Yes,  the  daughters  of  Holt, 
which  hadn't  been  built  when  we  were  in 
school,  have  begun  to  arrive!  The  mother 
in  this  case  is  Jaquelin  Dram*  Nash,  who 
was  a  high  school  day  student  when  we 
were  juniors.  Remember?  Later  she 
lived  in  the  school. 

Olive  Jordan  (Mrs.  Richard  S.  Rogers), 
112  Mimosa  Place,  Wilmington,  N.  C, 
states,  "My  daughter,  Edith,  has  sent  in 
her  application  to  Saint  Mary's  as  she  will 
graduate  from  New  Hanover  High  in  June 
and  be  ready  for  college  in  Sept.  '49.  Mar- 
tha Dabney,  who  is  Dean  of  Students  at 
Saint  Mary's,  visited  Wilmington  this 
spring  to  help  us  reorganize  our  Alumnae 
chapter.  Our  class  of  '2  6  is  so  proud  of 
her,  since  she  was  one  of  us,  and  I  was  so 
glad  to  see  her." 

Ann  IjJiwrence  (Mrs.  Warren  W.  Way), 
Morris  Field,  Charlotte,  N.  C,  says,  "I 
haven't     any     special     news     except     that 


Mother  has  sold  her  house  in  Raleigh  and 
she  and  Elizabeth  are  coming  to  Charlotte 
to  live.  We  are  both  going  to  build  in  the 
spring.  Thought  you  would  be  interested. 
I  ran  into  Irma,  but  have  not  seen  her 
since. 

Margaret  Ellen  Lester  (Mrs.  John  E. 
Register),  917  East  41st  Street,  Savan- 
nah, Ga.,  wrote  me  a  nice  long  letter  and 
I'll  quote  parts  of  it  that  would  be  of  in- 
terest to  SMS  girls:  "Sorry  I  don't  have 
any  news  to  write,  but  as  you  know,  the 
only  one  of  the  old  crowd  I  correspond 
with  is  Em  Burgwyn  Sneed  and  she  was 
in  the  class  of  '25  and  not  ours.  .  .  .  John 
has  been  in  the  hospital  twice  this  year 
and  I'm  constantly  on  edge  about  him. 
He  has  a  service  incurred  heart  condition 
and  has  to  be  very  careful  constantly  not 
to  overdo.  However,  if  he's  careful  he 
gets  along  fine.  .  .  .  Margaret  Ellen  was 
up  in  Brevard,  N.  C,  all  summer  at  the 
Transylvania  Music  School  Camp.  She's 
chosen  piano  as  her  career  and  is  really 
very  talented  and  ambitious.  She  is  back 
home  now,  working  at  the  Citizens  and 
Southern  National  Bank  and  has  a  respon- 
sible position  but  is  saving  to  go  to 
(Music)  College  next  year.  She  wants 
to    go    to    Queen's    College    (the   woman's 

part  of  Davidson) John  and  I  have 

been  busy  planning  and  building  a  little 
place  at  the  beach  and  should  have  it  com- 
pleted by  next  summer.  ...  I  want  you  to 
come  up.  .  .  ." 

Cleave  Shore  (Mrs.  Sim  Dodd),  312 
North  Torrey  Avenue,  Ocala,  Fla.  That's 
me.  As  I  stated  last  issue  I  had  been  put 
to  bed  on  account  of  my  heart.  Spent  14 
hours  a  day  in  bed  from  February  through 
September,  but  am  allowed  to  be  up  and 
do  a  little  social  life  again,  but  have  to 
take  it  slow  and  easy.  Truly  hard  to  do 
when  I  see  so  many  things  I  want  to  do. 
My  first  job  is  to  have  our  house  decorated 
throughout  the  inside,  and  I  truly  dread 
having  painters  and  carpenters  in  and  out, 
but  guess  I'll  live  through  it.  Here's  hop- 
ing! Sim  is  now  cashier  of  the  bank  and 
works  harder  than  when  he  was  "hired 
help."  Mother  is  still  living  in  her  home 
a  half  block  from  us.  (She  will  be  78 
this  spring — but  is  still  very  active  and 
interested  in  everything  and  enjoys  read- 
ing.   So  I  am  very  lucky.) 

Again  let  me  urge  each  and  every  one 
of  you  to  send  in  your  Alumnae  contribu- 
tion, and  please  write  me  so  I'll  have 
something  to  put  in  the  BULLETIN!  Till 
the  next  time,  so  long. 

192!) — Reunion — 1949 

CLASS  SECRETARY :  Elizabeth  Thom- 
as, 1915  Hanover  Avenue,  Richmond  20, 
Va. 

Dear  Class  of  '29, 

Guess  you  will  all  be  interested  to  know 
which  daughter  of  our  class  won  the  honor 
of  being  the  first  daughter  of  '29  to  regis- 
ter at  Saint  Mary's!!  The  honor  goes  to 
Nedra  Gilmore,  daughter  of  Janice  Har- 
bort  (Mrs.  Harold  Gilmore)  of  Nichols, 
S.  C,  who  was  registered  as  a  freshman 
at  Saint  Mary's  on  Dec.  13,  1947! !  Nancy 
Nash,  daughter  of  Jac  Drane  (Mrs.  Pem- 
broke Nash)  of  Tarboro,  N.  C,  was  regis- 
tered as  a  freshman  on  April  19,  194S. 
Sorry,  Nancy!!  Congratulations,  Nedra.'! 
Janice  wrote  that  she  and  Harold  took 
Nedra  to  Saint  Mary's  on  Sept.  27th  and 
"signed  in"  at  10  a.m.  and  that  she  has 
room  131  East  Wing.  Nedra  loves  Saint 
M.'s  and  Gloria — Janice's  other  daughter 
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This  is  Frankie  Hamilton  Harrison  (Mrs.  Robert  A.),  '28,  and  her  three  children. 
The  picture  was  taken  by  her  husband  on  Christmas  Day,  1947. 


who  accompanied  them  and  is  in  the  9th 
grade  in  S.  C. — hopes  to  go  there  later  on. 
Jac  writes  that  Nancy  loves  Saint  Mary's 
too,  and  that  Nancy  and  Nedra  have  seen 
a  good  deal  of  each  other.  Both  Jac  and 
Janice  say  Saint  Mary's  is  a  changed 
place! ! ! 

Janice  added  news  of  Margaret  Green 
(Mrs.  Claude  Neugent).  76  Rodnor  Road, 
Great  Neck,  Long  Island,  N.  Y.  Margaret 
has  a  daughter  about  3  years  old  named 
Claudia.  Her  husband  is  from  Kentucky. 
Janice's  parents  were  interned  at  Santo 
Tomas  in  Manila  for  3  years  of  the  war, 
but  came  out  alive  and  are  back  in  the 
Philippine  Islands. 

Kate  Parks  Kitchin,  301  Arlington  Ter- 
race, Rocky  Mount,  N.  C,  writes  that  she 
is  doing  personnel  work  and  teaching  Eng- 
lish at  Rocky  Mount  High  School  and  at- 
tended summer  school  at  Northwestern 
University. 

One  night  out  at  our  Summer  Theater 
Lib  Wood  (Mrs.  Grice  McMullen),  '25,  in- 
troduced me  to  her  cousin,  Mrs.  Coxe. 
Yes!!  it  was  our  own  "Pank"  Badhain 
(Mrs.  Tom  Coxe  of  Darlington,  S.  C.)  who 
was  up  here  entering  her  daughter  at  St. 
Catherine's  School.  She's  as  pretty  and 
young  looking  as  ever  and  not  like  a 
mother  of  five  children!  I  hope  to  meet 
her  daughter  soon  and  to  see  "Pank" 
again  if  she  comes  to  Virginia  to  see 
Emmy. 

In  June  I  ealled  "Tea"  Thomas  in 
Washington  between  trains,  and  she  was 


fine.  I  had  been  to  the  American  Library 
Association  Convention  in  Atlantic  City — 
a  grand  event — met  a  librarian  friend  of 
Josephine  Parker  Schaeffer's  from  Ashe- 
ville  and  Virginia  Williamson,  who  was 
assistant  librarian  at  Saint  Mary's  a  few 
years  ago. 

Recently  I  called  on  Lib  Graham  (Mrs. 
James  Beckwith),  '27,  203  S.  Boulevard, 
whose  husband  is  the  rector  of  St.  An- 
drew's Church  here.  They  have  a  daugh- 
ter and  a  baby  boy.  Mr.  Beckwith  went  to 
Sewanee  with  Dr.  Way's  sons,  and  his  sis- 
ter was  a  Saint  Mary's  girl.  Lib's  daugh- 
ter is  a  good  prospect  for  Saint  Mary's,  for 
her  family  has  had  daughters  at  Saint  M.'s 
for  generations. 

I  ran  into  Rebecca  Vaughan  (Mrs.  Don- 
ald Chamblee),  '28-'29,  of  Waverly,  Va., 
with  her  son  and  daughter  in  Miller  and 
Rhoads  recently.  Don  is  a  druggist  in 
Waverly  and  is  a  grand  person. 

Jennie  Wall  McRae  (Mrs.  Andrew  Wal- 
ker), '28-'29,  has  recently  moved  from 
Rockingham,  N.  C,  to  206  Tash  St., 
Tampa,  Florida.  She  has  a  son  who  is  in 
the  second  grade  and  a  darling  little  girl. 

I  still  can't  brag  about  a  husband,  son 
or  daughter  —  but  I  DO  HAVE  A 
"GREAT"  NEPHEW!  Am  I  the  first 
GREAT  AUNT  in  the  class?  My  niece 
flew  up  from  her  home  in  Dallas,  Texas, 
with  little  Thomas  B.  McGregor  (8 
months  old)  for  his  first  visit  to  us  in 
September.       He    is    a    wonderful    baby! 


Some  of  YOU  will  be  grandmothers  before 
so  very  long!      Imagine  that! 

Keep  on  writing  me  news  for  our  class 
letters  and  send  pictures  of  your  hus- 
bands, sons,  and  daughters  for  the  scrap- 
book  to  be  shown  at  our  reunion  THIS 
COMING  COMMENCEMENT  —  1949! 
Plan  NOW  to  be  there — especially  to  meet 
"our"  two  daughters — Nedra  Gilmore  and 
Nancy  Nash!  I'll  be  reporting  further 
progress  of  our  reunion  plans,  so  don't 
forget  to  send  your  alumnae  contribution 
to  the  Alumnae  Secretary  of  Saint  Mary's 
so  that  you  will  receive  the  BULLETIN. 


1930 

From  Pressley  Walsh  Bullock  (Mrs. 
E.  S.),  '30,  we  hear  news  of  Peggy  Palmer 
Seabrook  (Mrs.  Oliver)  of  Wadmalaw 
Island,  S.  C,  who  now  has  eight  children. 
Her  youngest,  Caroline  Irving,  was  born 
last  June. 

1933 

Elsie  Lawrence  Gribbin  (Mrs.  Robert 
Emmet,  Jr.)  moved  to  Clemson,  S.  C,  in 
August.  They  now  have  three  children: 
Alice,  Bobby,  and  Joseph  Jenkins  wl.o  ar- 
rived on  Easter  Sunday. 


1935 

In  a  newsy  letter  to  Miss  Digges,  Slo- 
cumb  Davis  Hollis  (Mrs.  John  E.)  writes: 
"We  still  love  Cleveland.  We  joined 
Kirkland  Country  Club  last  spring  and 
I've  turned  into  the  worst  golfer  you've 
ever  seen.  .  .  .  Becky  Williams  Long  (Mrs. 
Lunsfoi'd),  '36,  Luns,  and  Luns  III,  are 
living  here  now.  They  have  a  darling 
rome  which  overflows  with  Long  charm. 
They  are  planning  to  return  to  Raleigh 
next  year.  Luns  is  studying  at  Lakeside 
Hospital  now.  .  .  .  Becky  Davis  Walkley 
(Mrs.  Everett  Paine),  '37,  has  another 
son,  Peter  Fayssoux — named  for  Daddy's 
great,  great-grandfather.  .  .  .  Nancy  Mau- 
pin  Neeley  (Mrs.  Charles),  '38,  was  here 
week  before  last  visiting  Peggy  and  Addi- 
son Maupin.  .  .  .  Charles  Neeley  was  going 
to  Detroit  on  business  so  dropped  his  fam- 
ily (one  daughter,  one  son)  in  Cleveland 
en  route." 

1937 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Helen  Rose  Wit- 
ten  Duffy  (Mrs.  George  P.),  303  High 
St.,  Oxford,  N.  C. 

Welcome  back  to  Saint  Mary's  and  I 
hope  every  Alum,  has  had  as  nice  and 
pleasant  a  summer  as  I  have.  Of  course, 
the  polio  has  been  terrible  and  I  trust 
none  of  you  has  been  closely  touched  by  it. 

Before  the  epidemic  really  started,  we 
were  able  to  go  on  our  vacation.  We  left 
the  babies  with  Aunt  Bert  and  Uncle 
Ebbie  and  went  way  up  to  Moncton,  Can- 
ada, to  visit  George's  family,  whom  I  had 
never  met.  It  was  a  beautiful  and  excit- 
ing trip,  but  we  were  both  glad  to  see  our 
weed-grown  yard  and  growing  weed  chil- 
dren. They  were  three  in  September  and 
started  to  Sunday  School  and  Nursery 
School  last  week.  But  enough  of  us  and 
on  to  Saint  Mary's  and  you  folks.  Let's 
all  remember  that  our  goal  for  the  year  is 
more  improvements  at  school  and  biggest 
of  all — doing  over  THAT  dining  room! 

From  5  8  cards,  I  have  garnered  14  an- 
swers this  time.  I  won't  be  content  until 
I  have  all  58  at  once.  After  all,  it's  the 
class  of  1937  and  not  any  one  member  in 
whom  we  are  interested. 
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Blondie  Walker  Adams  writes  that  she 
is  living  in  State  College,  Miss.,  and  has 
two  children,  but  not  their  names  nor 
what  Bill  is  doing.     More,  Blondie. 

Janet  Lawrence  Holmes  writes  that  she 
and  Tom  and  the  children  were  in  Weldon 
and  Chapel  Hill  in  July.  Four-year-old 
Steve  is  in  Nursery  School  (ain't  it  grand) 
and  she  only  has  Jan  and  Eleanor  at 
home. 

Duke  Blue  Crane  is  living  in  Fayette- 
ville  and  has  three  boys — four,  two  and  a 
half,  and  one — and  her  biggest  regret  at 
the  moment  is  that  she  didn't  take  Child 
Psychology  and  Home  Ec. 

Connie  Thigpen  will  become  Mrs.  War- 
ren Linde  on  October  14  and  Nudie  Wins- 
low  is  to  be  maid  of  honor,  Martha  Ann 
Speight  Watson  ('39)  matron  of  honor, 
and  Tinga  Bower  a  bridesmaid.  They  will 
live  in  Charlotte  afterwards.  The  big 
day  will  be  over  when  this  comes  out  and 
so  we  wish  for  you  all  the  good  things  of 
married  life,  Connie,  dear.  And  Tinga 
hasn't  been  too  busy  getting  ready  for 
that  wedding  to  neglect  her  writing.  She 
won  a  Silver  Cup  in  the  statewide  Junior 
Woman's  Club  Short  Story  Contest.  Good 
work,  Tinga,  and  keep  it  up! 

Olive  Cruickshank  Foss  writes  from 
Danville  that  she  and  Bob  have  two  boys, 
two  and  five.  She  has  seen  Lil  Small  Idol 
and  Peggy  Holmes  recently.  Jessie  Skin- 
ner Gaither  writes  that  she  did  not  get  to 
the  Carolina-Texas  but  hopes  to  be  at  the 
State-Carolina  or  Louisiana  game.  She 
spent  most  of  the  summer  at  the  beach 
away  from  the  polio. 

Edna  Hines  Bynum  Parsons  sent  in  her 
change  of  street  address  but  no  news. 

Kitty  Earnhardt  Foss  writes  that  she 
has  just  added  Katherine  Davis,  born 
Sept.  14th,  to  her  family  of  Anne  Ander- 
son, 5,  and  Linn  Bernhardt,  3  (boy).  She 
was  in  Salisbury  this  summer,  but  will  re- 
turn to  New  Orleans  this  winter  to  rejoin 
Henry  who  is  practicing  law  there. 

Becky  Davis  Walkley  writes  that  her 
second  son,  Peter  Fayssoux,  was  born  July 
19th.  They  are  busy  buttoning  up  for 
winter  in  Yankee  Land,  Marblehead,  Mass. 

After  the  Carolina-Texas  game  George 
and  I  had  dinner  with  Janet  McConnell 
Warner  and  Jim  and  their  special  guests, 
Georgia  Kirksey  Pinkston  and  Charles. 
We  had  a  super  dinner,  swell  time,  and,  as 
usual,  I  talked  every  one  to  death.  Geor- 
gia's oldest  child  is  in  the  fourth  grade, 
the  next  is  in  the  second,  and  the  baby  is 
four  years  old.  Janet's  little  Jay  is  the 
"spittin"  image  of  Jim,  and  he's  really 
learned  to  use  those  big  brown  eyes  on  the 
gals.  Nancy  Jernigan  wrote  Janet  she 
was  off  to  New  York  with  her  cousin  to 
shop.     Move  over,  Nancy — here  we  come. 

I  know  we  all  join  in  sending  to  Eleanor 
Jackson  Burleson  our  deepest  sympathy 
and  sincerest  love  in  the  loss  of  her  won- 
derful father  and  feel  greatly  our  own  loss 
of  one  of  our  finest  bishops,  grandest  men, 
and  truly  great  Christians. 

Thanks  to  each  one  of  you  for  your  co- 
operation and  nice  cards,  and  please  keep 
them  coming. 


1937 

Janet   B.  Bear  Durham    (Mrs.   Emmett 
H.)  writes  that  they  have  just  moved  to 


Fayetteville  from  Wilmington.     She  has  a 
daughter,  Mary  Janet,  20  months  old. 

Effie  Flannagan  Baskerville  (Mrs.  R.  D. 
Ill)  and  children  returned  September  IS 
from  Alaska  where  they  have  been  for  the 
past  two  years.  Efne's  husband  has  been 
stationed  there  with  the  Army  Air  Com- 


1938 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Louise  Jordan 
Smith  (Mrs.  John  McNeill,  Jr.),  1713  In- 
dependence Road,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Dear  Class: 

I  was  late  in  sending  the  cards  as  usual 
so  I'll  save  the  ones  that  didn't  make  the 
deadline  this  time  for  the  winter  letter. 

Saw  Patsy  Jones  Buffington  at  a  party 
last  week.  Her  children  are  a  girl  and 
boy,  two  and  one,  respectively.  "The 
chase"  is  keeping  their  mama  slender. 
She  says  Jean  Blount  Blount  from  Win- 
ston-Salem is  moving  to  Baltimore  with 
her  husband  and  little  girl  and  they  have 
bought  a  house  there. 

Sarah  Griffith  Upchurch  moved  from 
Concord  to  Asheville  a  month  ago.  The 
address  is  224  Pearson  Drive.  Al  has 
bought  a  drug  store  there.  Son  Bobby  is 
fine,  nearly  15  months  old,  and  "making 
messy"  feeding  himself.  Sarah  and  Bobby, 
Agnes  Sanford  Leary  and  son  Stevie  (age 
2),  and  Patty  Patron  Hairston  and  daugh- 
ter (age  iy2)  had  a  grand  reunion  in 
Mocksville  one  day  in  July.  Agnes  re- 
ports Stevie  is  a  pretty  smart  boy,  and  he 
certainly  must  be  for  she  says  he  counts 
to  20,  says  lots  of  rhymes  and  has  a  vocab- 
ulary of  over  10  0  0  words! 

Louise  Hall  is  in  Chapel  Hill  and  had  a 
wonderful  trip  this  summer—by  Boston  to 
Maine  and  Vermont,  then  to  Montreal  and 
Quebec,  and  back  by  Ticonderoga  through 
the  Berkshires  and  Catskills.  All  delight- 
ful, she  says,  and  Quebec  especially  fasci- 
nating. 

Grant  Jones  Creekmore  has  a  daughter, 
Anne  Grant  Creekmore,  born  May  7,  19 4S, 
Maryview  Hospital,  Portsmouth,  Va.  A 
big  girl,  S  lbs.  S  oz.  The  baby  is  doing 
fine,  and  son  Ollie  is  in  kindergarten  this 
year. 

Helen  Noell  Branch  had  a  birthday 
party  for  her  little  Grace,  who  was  two 
years  old  on  October  11th.  Lossie  Taylor 
Noell  has  moved  nearby  in  Richmond. 

Also  from  Richmond  Helen  Redfern 
Stone  writes  that  she  saw  Virginia  Allison 
Haywood  in  Miller  and  Rhoads.  Virginia 
and  Hubert  have  two  children  and  live 
near  Arlington,  Va.  Helen  and  Carl  took 
their  vacation  at  Pawley's  Island,  and 
since,  Helen  has  visited  sister  Betty  Red- 
fern  Moore,  who  has  a  new  little  boy  born 
September  2nd.  Helen  has  been  busy  sew- 
ing and  refinishing  furniture.  She  is 
making  a  suit  and  has  already  refinished 
her  dining  room  furniture,  so  she  must 
have  a  talent  for  both. 

Charlotte  RufVner  Taylor  has  a  son, 
Charles  David,  Jr.,  born  May  5  in  Rowan 
Memorial  Hospital.  He  is  so  good  Char- 
lotte says  she  could  handle  any  number 
if  they  were  all  like  him.  Daughter  Anita 
must  be  about  four. 

The  Smiths  are  fine.  Chini  is  four; 
Anne  seven  months.  Anne  has  been  cut- 
ting four  teeth  at  once — now  has  six. 
None  of  this  has  been  easy  on  Mama. 


1939 — Reunion — 1949 

CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE :  Peggy 
Hopkins  Downes  (Mrs.  William  W.),  3505 
Martha  Custis  Drive,  Alexandria,  Va. 

Dear  Class: 

Now  that  it's  time  for  another  class  let- 
ter let's  see  what  I  have  been  able  to  dig 
up  in  the  way  of  news. 

First  of  all,  I  was  much  impressed  to 
receive  an  air  mail  letter  from  Louise 
Donald  Brownlow  from  way  out  in  Helena, 
Montana.  Hadn't  heard  anything  from  or 
of  her  in  years,  so  it  was  a  real  treat  to 
get  her  letter.  Louise  and  her  husband, 
who  is  in  the  contracting  business,  drove 
east  a  year  ago  to  visit  her  family  in 
Washington  and  now  they  don't  expect  to 
get  over  this  way  again  for  a  couple  of 
years.  They  have  two  boys,  Tommy  and 
Bobby,  three  and  five  years  old.  Louise 
says,  "This  is  a  wonderful  place  to  live  for 
all  kinds  of  outdoor  activities — Ashing, 
etc..  and  I  am  going  to  learn  to  ski  this 
winter  if  I  break  my  neck  doing  it.  I'd 
sure  like  to  hear  any  news  of  the'girls.  I 
haven't  seen  or  heard  from  any  in  years." 

Harriet  Corbitt  Staples  wrote  from 
Greensboro  that  she  and  Jack  play  bridge 
quite  often  with  "Cat"  Wellman  DeVane 
and  her  husband,  Graham.  Harriet  says 
"Cat"  and  Graham  have  a  cute  nine- 
months-old  son. 

Just  after  I  had  sent  in  the  last  class 
letter  I  received  "Sassy"  Warren  Alexius' 
(Mrs.  John  N.,  Jr.)  card.  She  had  recent- 
ly been  elected  reporter  of  the  Wilming- 
ton alumnae  chapter  and  "Chink"  Taylor 
Wright  had  been  made  treasurer.  Sassy's 
address  is  Box  1117,  Wilmington,  N.  C, 
and  Chink's  is  2  3  Oleander  Drive,  same 
city. 

Hazel  Williams  Wright's  second  son 
was  born  July  7,  and  died  September  1. 
We  all  extend  our  deepest  sympathy  to 
Hazel  and  her  husband  in  their  recent 
sorrow. 

Becky  Davis  Morris  and  her  two  boys 
spent  the  summer  at  a  beach  and  in  Salis- 
bury in  order  to  avoid  the  polio  epidemic. 
Becky  says  she  hasn't  seen  many  S.  M.  S. 
girls  lately. 

Ernie  Rich  Tuton  sees  Francis  Coxe 
Humphries  occasionally,  as  well  as  Jose- 
phine Gribbin  Northup  and  Virginia  Lee 
Simmons,  both  of  the  class  of  '3  6,  I  think. 
Speaking  of  the  Coxes  reminds  me  that 
Mary  Cbnnally  and  Jan  were  unable  to  go 
to  Europe  this  summer  after  all  because 
he  was  too  busy.  Jan  Coxe  is  in  the  sec- 
ond grade  this  year.  Mary  Connally  saw 
Miss  Lalor  not  long  ago.  She  is  teaching 
this  year  at  Dalton  in  New  York  City. 

"Pret"  returned  my  card  only  to  say 
she  didn't  know  any  news,  but  was  return- 
ing it  because  I  said  to.  Well,  at  least 
I  know  we  have  her  correct  address  and 
it  was  good  to  hear  from  her  too. 

-"Teeny"  writes  that  she  doesn't  know 
any  news  except  that  she  saw  Hallie 
Tonnes  several  weeks  before  she  was  mar- 
ried. Hallie,  incidentally,  was  married 
July  17  (I  believe),  and  is  now  Mrs. 
Catesby  Jones  of  Lexington,  Ky.  Her 
mother  is  a  house  mother  at  Goucher  Col- 
lege, and  when  Hallie  was  in  Baltimore  in 
June  visiting  her  she  came  over  and 
spent  a  morning  with  me.  We  had  a 
grand  time  talking,  and  at  that  point  she 
was   very    much    excited    over    her    forth- 
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coming  wedding.      She  looked   wonderful 
and  I  thoroughly  enjoyed  her  visit. 

Helen  Jean  Farmer  Compe  has  a  son, 
David,  born  May  29.  Helen  Jean  and 
family  spent  the  summer  at  Carolina 
Beach  and  are  now  back  in  their  over- 
crowded apartment  in  Alexandria,  Va., 
eagerly  awaiting  the  completion  of  their 
new  home  in  Manor  Club,  Md.  They  hope 
to  be  in  by  Christmas. 

I  had  a  long  letter  from  Ruth  Woltz 
Alford  this  summer.  She  and  Van  have 
built  a  Gummison  house  in  Lexington, 
Ky.,  where  he  is  practicing  law,  and  are 
wild  about  it.  They  went  to  Raleigh  in 
June  for  Sue  Joyner  Sprunt's  wedding, 
and  among  the  many  S.  M.  S.  girls  Ruth 
saw  was  Mary  Olsen  Clarkson,  who  was 
home  from  Corsicana  with  her  son.  Ruth 
sent  us  a  snapshot  of  her  little  boy  and 
he  is  adorable. 

Bill  was  transferred  to  Washington  in 
July.  From  there  until  mid-September  we 
searched  for  an  apartment.  At  last  we 
have  moved  into  a  lovely  one  in  Alexan- 
dria and  are  tickled  to  death  with  it.  It 
couldn't  be  more  perfect — and  one  of  its 
biggest  assets  is  its  location,  just  two 
blocks  from  Jinny  and  Hubert  Haywood. 
They  have  two  cute  sons.  The  younger 
was  born  June  1,  and  of  course  Jinny  is 
busy  most  of  the  time,  but  we  have  man- 
aged to  see  quite  a  lot  of  each  other 
nevertheless. 

Wish  I  could  think  of  some  more  to 
tell  you,  but  that  is  the  extent  of  the  '39 
news  I  was  able  to  gather.  Oh  yes,  I  did 
hear  from  Tudie  Hudson  Wilson's  cousin 
that  Tudie,  Kenyon  and  their  two  children 
spent  a  month  this  summer  at  Nags  Head. 

The  alumnae  secretary  wrote  me  that 
Lossie  has  resigned  as  class  secretary. 
Would  any  of  you  be  interested  in  the  job? 
It's  one  way  to  get  some  mail  occasionally, 
and  it's  so  important  that  we  have  news 
of  our  class  in  each  issue  of  the  BUL- 
LETIN. 

1940 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Ann  Christian 
Goodno  (Mrs.  Charles  F.),  1205  Duplin 
Road,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Dear  Belles, 

A  few  cards  did  drift  in  from  here  and 
there.  Julia  Booker  Howard  wrote  that 
the  latest  addition  to  their  family  was 
another  daughter  born  in  August.  The 
Howards  are  to  leave  Chapel  Hill  January 
1  for  Savannah,  Georgia,  where  Lee  will 
practice  pathology  with  his  father.  Cissie 
Norton  Brushwood  reported  they  have  a 
brand  new  member  as  of  September  26,  a 
bouncing  8  pound  11  ounce  boy,  David 
Benson. 

I  had  a  nice  chat  with  Kitty  Sigmon 
Hunter  last  night.  Little  Katherine  Hill 
Hunter  was  born  October  4.  Kitty  told 
me  that  Charlotte  Miller  Park,  who  lives 
only  a  block  from  her,  was  her  general 
informer;  so  I  called  Charlotte.  She  said 
that  Jean  Cooper  Cannon  had  a  son,  John, 
on  August  21.  The  Cannons  live  in  the 
Milburnie  Homes  here  in  Raleigh. 

Edith  Wooten  Padgette  and  little  Bobby 
had  a  nice  visit  of  5  weeks  at  home  this 
fall  while  "Padge"  attended  an  insurance 
school  in  New  York.  I  understand  that 
Edith,  her  sister,  Sara,  and  Betty  Elling- 
ton Briggs  had  a  marvelous  trip  up  a  few 
weeks  ago.     I  feel  like  a  sleuthing  detec. 


tive  in  some  of  my  attempts  to  round  up 
news.  Michelle  Telfair  Bratton  just  gave 
me  the  low  down  on  Anne  Bratton  Allen. 
First,  the  Eldridge  Aliens  had  a  girl, 
Elizabeth  Eldridge,  on  June  IS.  Then 
Anne  and  2  daughters  sailed  from  New 
Orleans  on  October  1  for  Panama,  where 
Eldridge  is  in  the  Army  Air  Forces. 

I  wasn't  the  only  one  with  my  hands 
full  when  the  last  BULLETIN  went  to 
press!  Hak  Rendrick  Leader's  little  boy 
is  3  days  younger  than  our  Chuckie 
(April  23).  Then  Bunny  Dicks  Clark 
had  a  son  in  May  and  Tay  Fowle  Carter,  a 
daughter,  Lucille  Nicholson,  on  May  2  4. 
Booker  said  that  Lucretia  Hill  Sills  had  a 
girl  recently. 

Hak  wrote  that  Master  Richard  Gordon 
Leader  (Dickie)  has  his  first  tooth.  Now 
I  just  have  to  introduce  Chuckie  to  you. 
He  has  blue  eyes,  lots  of  brown  hair,  and 
weighs  20  pounds.  He  has  been  sitting 
up  for  ages,  and  the  latest  thing  is  stand- 
ing up  in  his  stroller  and  teeterbabe. 
Guess  I'll  soon  have  to  put  a  leash  on 
him.  About  the  only  thing  he  has  in- 
herited from  me  is  his  appetite.  Most 
people  think  he  resembles  Charlie.  I 
could  write  volumes  .  .  . 

Every  now  and  then  I  get  thoroughly 
discouraged  because  of  the  cards  I  don't 
receive.  Dora  Winters  and  I  are  very 
interested  in  reviving  the  old  contacts. 
Perhaps  some  of  you  have  not  seen  a 
BULLETIN  since  we  graduated,  so  we  are 
trying  to  send  this  issue  to  you.  If  there 
are  any  discrepancies  in  the  addresses  if 
and  when  the  BULLETIN  finally  reaches 
you,  please  notify  me. 

Wouldn't  each  of  you  like  to  receive 
the  BULLETIN  this  year?  Send  alumnae 
dues  to  Dora! 

Come  on,  gals.     Let  me  hear  from  you. 

Loyally, 
Christian 


Janet  James  Lindsey  (Mrs.  Mark  McD.) 
writes  that  she  is  now  "up  in  the  cold 
North  busy  planting  a  lawn  and  getting 
settled  in  our  new  house  before  winter 
sets  in.  Mark  is  kept  busy  on  surgery 
at  Henry  Ford  Hospital  and  I  have  my 
hands  full  with  our  two  boys,  ages  four 
and  six  months.  If  there  is  anybody  else 
up  this  way — Birmingham,  Mich.,  or  De- 
troit— come  to  see  us." 

Barbara  Orne  Rainey  Crookston  (Mrs. 
Newman  Lee)  writes,  "We  have  bought  a 
house  and  are  at  last  getting  settled.  My 
days  are  full — caring  for  two  small  daugh- 
ters. Mary  Ann  is  now  19  months  old,  and 
Catherine  is  6  months  old!  These 
Wasatch  Mountains  are  beautiful  this  fall. 
Our  days  are  sunny  and  clear  and  the 
canyons  seem  to  invite  you  to  come  see 
— and  we  go!  You  have  to  see  and  eat 
Utah  peaches  before  you  believe  that  they 
are  real — they  are  so  big." 

Mabel  C.  Hochcnedel  Allen  (Mrs.  Car- 
roll W.)  writes:  "My  husband  and  I  have 
started  a  tung  orchard  and  have  just  built 
a  house  out  in  the  country.  We  have  a 
daughter,  Adria  Hole  Allen,  age  2,  who 
will  be  a  future  Saint  Mary's  Belle!!" 

Miss  Martha  Dabney  Jones,  who  spent 
a  few  nights  with  Mary  Willis  Douthat 
and  Tibbie  Tucker  in  New  York  last  sum- 
mer, reports  that  they  have  a  tiny  but 
attractive  Greenwich  Village  apartment. 
Wili   is   working   for  the   Morehouse-Gor- 


ham  Publishing  Company  and  studying 
art.  Tibbie  is  on  the  editorial  staff  of 
Forth.  Both  seem  to  be  enjoying  life  in 
their  Bohemian  surroundings. 
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CLASS  SECRETARY:  Alice  Bell  Se- 
brell  (Mrs.  J.  Emmett,  Jr.),  2527  Crescent 
Avenue  Ext.,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Dear  Class: 

Next  to  Raleigh  there's  no  place  like 
Chapel  Hill  for  seeing  familiar  faces,  and 
at  the  Texas-Carolina  game  I  saw  a  couple 
that  I  hadn't  seen  in  years — those  of 
Elizabeth  Ann  Jones  and  Cecelia  Dicks. 
Elizabeth  Ann  is  living  at  home  in  Aulan- 
der,  "just  loafing,"  and  said  that  she 
hadn't  seen  any  of  our  S.M.S.  crowd  in 
ages.  Cecelia  is  doing  county  welfare 
work  with  headquarters  in  Wadesboro, 
and  said  that  she  frequently  saw  Lou 
Hardison.  Cecelia  also  said  that  Betty 
Walters  Smith  was  planning  to  fly  -  to 
Rockingham  this  fall  for  a  visit.  Betty 
and  Jim  moved  into  their  new  home  last 
spring,  and  their  address  is  4727  Glemia 
Ave.,  La  Mesa,  Calif. 

Carol  Cobb  Hamilton  and  Dan  are  back 
in  Chapel  Hill  until  next  summer.  Dan 
is  completing  work  on  his  Ph.D.,  and  both 
declared  that  it  was  wonderful  to  be  back 
in  North  Carolina  again. 

Two  other  familiar  faces  seen  at  the 
football  game  were  those  of  Nancy  Travis 
Hunt  and  Betsy  Ann  Clendenin  Bradshaw. 
Travis  is  working  in  Raleigh  as  a  medical 
technician,  but  is  usually  seen  in  Chapel 
Hill  dating  Bill  Taylor,  whose  fraternity 
pin  she's  wearing.  Betsy  Ann,  husband 
Charles,  and  two  children  are  living  in 
Raleigh. 

Kay  Roper  Engstrom  and  Dean  are  liv- 
ing in  Atlanta,  Ga.,  where  Dean  is  work- 
ing with  a  business  brokerage  firm.  Kay 
wrote  that  after  looking  for  housing  for 
a  month  they  were  lucky  enough  to  find  a 
"terrace  apartment,  brand  new,  with  a 
front  entrance!"  Since  then  she's  been 
busy  decorating,  rejuvenating  old  furni- 
ture, and  getting  settled.  The  new  ad- 
dress is  3047  Goodwin  Road,  N.E.,  At- 
lanta, Ga.  Kay  and  I  went  over  to  Saint 
Mary's  in  June  for  the  annual  alumnae 
meeting  and  luncheon  and  had  a  wonder- 
ful time.  We  were  the  only  '42-ers  there, 
but  we  stayed  busy  speaking  to  old  friends 
— some  of  them  being  Biz  Toepleman  Bor- 
den, Dodie  Winters,  Sarah  Dawson  Davis, 
Sally  Sanborn  Best,  and  just  loads  of 
others. 

I  heard  from  Ellen  Phlegar  Turnbull 
last  week,  and  she  and  Walton  will  be  in 
Williamsburg  until  June.  Both  have  been 
busy — Walton  studying,  and  Ellen  helping 
with  registration.  Their  address  is  still 
700  Jamestown  Road,  but  their  living 
quarters  have  expanded  to  include  a  suite 
of  rooms.  I  know  that  you  all  were  sorry 
to  hear  of  the  death  of  Ellen's  mother, 
and  the  class  would  like  to  extend  its 
sympathy. 

Sorry  that  the  news  is  so  skimpy  this 
time,  but  I  hope  to  hear  from  everyone 
before  the  next  letter.  Since  my  activities 
are  going  to  be  curbed  shortly  (hoping  to 
be  rocking  a  cradle  come  January),  I'll 
have  much  more  time  for  correspondence. 
Do  write  when  you  have  a  spare  moment. 


December  1948 


Meet  Sally  Sptuiock!  Mama  and  daddy 
are  Daphne  Richardson,  '43,  and  Hank 
Spurlock.  Don't  yon  think  she  inherited 
her  mother's  style? 


1943 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Daphne  Rich- 
ardson Spurlock  (Mrs.  Harold),  504  Perry 
Street,  Kinston,  N.  C. 

Dear  Class: 

If  I  can  manage  to  settle  down  tor  a 
few  moments,  there's  a  possibility  I  might 
have  a  wee  bit  of  news  for  you. 

As  you  can  see,  we,  the  Spurlocks,  are 
now  residents  of  Kinston  instead  of  Fay- 
etteville.  And,  we  love  it!  All  of  the 
former  inmates  of  that  dear  institution, 
Saint  Mary's,  have  been  more  than  nice — 
they've  been  elegant.  By  "they"  I  mean 
Harriet  Whitaker  Howard,  Ann  Stough 
Wood,  and  Pauline  Blanton  Rasberry. 
Have  seen  Ticky  LaRoque  Kane  several 
times,  too.  Ticky's  rather  busy  now  with 
her  four-year-old  son.  and  a  brand  new 
daughter.  Pauline  is  also  the  proud 
mama  of  an  adorable  little  girl.  Oh,  and 
Lillian  West  Parrott  is  living  here,  too, 
and  has  the  most  attractive  little  home. 
All  in  all,  Kinston  is  a  very  gay  'n'  lively 
place. 

As  for  other  news,  that's  going  to  be 
difficult  after.  I  finish  with  Fayetteville; 
for,  I  never  hear  from  any  of  you  lazy 
people. 

Jean  Lyon  Thomas  and  little  boy, 
George,  were  in  Fayetteville  for  two 
months  this  summer  while  "Daddy"  was 
going  through  an  advanced  school  at  Fort 
Bliss,  Texas.  Jean  and  Bill  are  "Regular 
Army"  and  are  stationed  at  Fort  Sill  at 
present.  Hannah  Lyon,  Margaret  deRos- 
set,  and  Jean  Huske  are  always  busy 
prom-trotting  and  flying  around  having  a 
wonderful  ole  time.  A  relative  newcomer 
to  Fayetteville,  Margaret  Kitchin  Gilliam 
has  been  a  grand  addition  to  the  old  home 
town.  Also,  Maria  Legg  Wortham  and 
husband  were  in  Fayetteville  for  about  a 
month — following  the  tobacco  market. 

As  for  other  news,  my  knowledge  is 
scant.      Sandy    (Sanborn)    and    Paul   Best 


have  bought  a  cute  new  home  in  Golds- 
boro.  Dodie  Winters,  as  you  already 
know,  is  the  new  Alum.  Secretary;  but 
there's  the  end  of  my  news.  Mary  Ann 
Dixon  and  Broughton,  Sarah  D.  Davis, 
June  B.  Long,  Anne  Dickson?  What 
about  you  and  everyone  else  I  haven't 
heard  of  or  from  in  these  last  years? 
Don't  keep  it  a  secret.  Just  write  to  504 
Perry  St.,  Kinston,  N.  C. 


Ida  Ray  Vann,  '43,  H.S.,  writes  that  she 
met  with  Gwen  Hughes  Barnes,  '45,  Fran- 
ces Avera,  '45,  Patty  Weaver,  '44,  and 
Sara  Stockton,  '44,  in  Raleigh  in  October. 
"We're  all  working  as  case  workers  for 
the  Welfare  Dept.  in  different  sections  of 
North  Carolina.  Surely  was  fun  to  hear 
some  good  ole  Saint  Mary's  gossip  after 
such  a  long  time." 

We  hear  from  Essie  Bryce  Evans  that 
she  is  still  teaching  school  in  South  Hill. 
Va.  She  says:  "They  haven't  even  pro- 
moted me;  so  I'm  still  in  the  fourth 
grade."  She  alio  says  that  Erin  Woodall 
Tayloe  (Mrs.  Dave)  "is  to  be  a  little 
mother  in  March." 

Mary  Elizabeth  Vai  deman  Harris  (  Mrs. 
Tyndall  P.)  writes  from  Chapel  Hill  that 
"Marjorie  Shackelford  Toms  (Mrs.  Bate) 
and  Bate  are  now  in  Baltimore  where  he 
is  attending  the  University  of  Marvland. 
Lillian  Baltzell,  '46,  was  maid  in  the  Gator 
Bowl  Court  in  Jacksonville,  Fla.,  last  New 
Year's  Day.  Ruth  Bond  Conger  (Mrs. 
Joseph  H.,  Jr.),  '42,  tells  me  they  have  a 
little  boy — as  for  me  I  have  two  girls, 
ages  three  and  one.  My  husband  is  a  3rd 
year  medical  student  at  Duke,  but  we're 
living  in  Chapel  Hill.  I'm  chairman  of 
the  church  bazaar  being  held  November 
10th.  Sybil  Goerch  Powe  (Mrs.  E.  K., 
Ill)  is  publicity  chairman.  In  fact,  nearly 
half  the  various  committee  heads  are  old 
Saint  Mary's  girls." 

Sally  Barnborn  Best  (Mrs.  Paul  W. ) 
writes  that  she  and  Paul  are  thrilled  to 
death  with  their  new  home.  "It  is  a 
precious,  five-room  brick  house,  and  we 
are  having  a  wonderful  time  fixing  it  up. 
We  watch  each  blade  of  grass  with  ten- 
der care,  and  are  fencing  in  the  back  yard 
so  that  Sandy  can  run  wild."  She  also 
writes  that  Beverly  Broun  went  to  Europe 
this  summer,  and  that  Weeze  Thomson 
Peters  (Mrs.  Will.  Anthony,  Jr.)  will  be 
a  mama  in  January. 

Anne  Dickson  Jordan  (Mrs.  G.  S.)  has 
moved  into  a  new  home  at  Virginia  Beach 
and  has  a  new  baby  son,  Goodwin  Browne, 
to  go  with  it.  She  writes  that  Betty 
Pender  Lazenby  (Mrs.  Richard  D.)  is  ex- 
pecting in  December. 


1!»44 — Reunion — 1949 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Betty  Edwards 
McNair  (Mrs.  Robert  Malcolm),  11  Bel- 
mont Street,  Brunswick,  Maine. 

Dear  Class: 

Patty's  term  as  class  secretary  having 
expired  for  the  time  being,  I  am  back  at 
my  job  of  passing  on  to  you  any  informa- 
tion I  can  glean  concerning  members  of 
our  class.  It  was  good  to  get  your  cards 
as  well  as  a  few  letters — and  I  trust  you'll 
do  even  better  next  time;  being  located  in 
this  particular  spot,  it's  the  only  way  I 
have  of  knowing  your  whereabouts.  Last 
time  I  wrote  most  of  us  were  still  in 
school,     but    the    last    two     years    have 


brought  on  numerous  changes  of  name, 
address,  etc.,  and  I  shall  depend  on  each 
of  you  to  keep  me  informed. 

Had  newsy  card  from  Anne  Dysart  in 
Chapel  Hill.  After  two  years  of  teach- 
ing she  is  back  at  school  there  working  on 
her  M.A.  in  history,  the  first  of  our  group 
to  undertake  such,  I  believe:  She  also 
wrote  that  Vidette  Bass  was  doing  won- 
derfully in  her  job  with  the  Robbins  Pub- 
lishing Co.  in  New  York,  and  that  Mary 
Hodges  Person  McClov  (Mrs.  D.  R.)  is 
living  in  Little  Rock,  Ark.  According  to 
the  latest  report  Charlotte  Crawford  Ar- 
rendell  (Mrs.  C.  W.)  is  now  living  in 
Tulsa,  Okla. 

Jane  Bell,  as  all  good  former  alumnae 
secretaries  should,  answered  by  return 
mail,  giving  details  of  her  approaching 
wedding.  She  will  be  married  to  Robert 
Powell  Holding,  Jr.,  of  Smithfield,  who  is 
connected  with  the  First  Citizens'  Bank 
and  Trust  Co.  and  is  also  a  cotton  farmer 
in  his  spare  time.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  on  November  thirteenth  at  eight- 
thirty  p.m.  in  the  First  Presbyterian 
Church  in  Raleigh  with  Mrs.  E.  K.  Powe 
III  (nee  Sibyl  Goerch),  '45,  and  Mary 
West  Paul  as  bridesmaids.  Speaking  of 
Mary  West,  she  wrote  that  she  had  a  won- 
derful summer  which  began  with  her  be- 
ing sent  by  the  Red  Cross  to  the  National 
Convention  in  San  Francisco.  While  out 
that  way  she  took  a  tour  of  the  Canadian 
Rockies.  Later  in  the  summer  she  spent 
two  weeks  as  an  instructor  in  a  Red 
Cross  camp  in  the  hills  of  West  Virginia. 
Mary  West  also  wrote  that  Lolly  White 
Norris  has  a  son  born  in  September.  An- 
other one  of  our  number  who  spent  the 
summer  traveling  was  Betty  Gaither,  who 
took  a  tour  out  west  and  to  Canada,  stop- 
ping to  see  a  friend  in  Regina.  She  also 
stopped  to  see  Peggy  Gates  Barton  in  Los 
Angeles.  Betty  Winslow,  who  is  back  in 
Detroit  now,  made  the  trip  with  her 
through  Canada. 

Hannah  writes  that  she  is  still  in  Fay- 
etteville, unemployed,  while  Margaret  de- 
Rosset's  working  at  the  hospital  there. 
They  were  at  the  Carolina-Texas  game 
and,  according  to  Hannah,  saw  everybody 
in  North  Carolina  including  Harriet  and 
Alex  Howard,  who  are  living  in  Kinston. 
More  news  from  Hannah  is  that  Katherine 
Legg  Carr  (Mrs.  Albert  G.)  has  a  daugh- 
ter, Maria  Legg  Carr,  and  that  Foxie  (Mrs. 
Frank  Legg)  has  a  baby,  though  she  gave 
no  vital  statistics.  Maria  and  Turner 
Wortham,  who  were  in  Fayetteville  for  a 
while  this  summer,  are  in  Virginia  on  the 
tobacco  market.  And  while  we're  on  the 
subject  of  Henderson  people,  I  under- 
stand that  Fannie  is  to  be  married  soon, 
though  I  don't  know  any  details. 

Betty  Graham  is  starting  her  second 
year  of  teaching  Latin  and  English  at 
Cannon  High  School,  Kannapolis,  N.  C. 
Rebecca  wrote  that  she  took  time  out 
from  being  secretary  to  the  superintendent 
of  schools  in  Monroe  and  working  at  the 
Polio  Hospital  to  go  over  and  see  her. 
She  also  said  that  Jane'  Clark  and  Ed 
Penick  were  at  Vade  Mecum  this  summer 
between  terms  at  Yale  and  that  she  "saw 
Carol  Talbot  Engelhoff  and  Bill  and  tent 
on  a  camping  trip  at  Nags  Head.  Brent 
and  Pierce  were  sand  skiing  there — 
Brent's  inspiration."  Frances,  Rebecca's 
sister,  is  President  of  the  Student  Body  at 
Saint  Mary's  this  year.  Also  at  Saint 
Mary's  is  Patty's  litle  sister,  who  is  a 
junior  and,  to  quote  Patty,  "loves  it." 
Patty's  working  at  the  Welfare  Dept.  in 
Asheville,  but  plans  to  get  down  to  some 


27 


Saint  Maky's  School 


games  in  Chapel  Hill  and  Raleigh  as  well 
as  over  to  Nashville. 

Lib  Shaw  Hathaway  (Mrs.  T.  C.  Jr.)  is 
living  in  Lexington,  Va.,  where  Tom  is  in 
school  at  V.M.I,  before  going  back  in  the 
army  after  graduating  in  June.  She's 
been  working  at  the  school  and  says  it's 
certainly  a  wonderful  place. 

Michelle  (Mrs.  John  Bratton,  Jr.)  has 
two  children.  Michelle  and  John  (though 
she  says  it's  hardly  news  since  they  are 
ages  three  and  one  and  a  halt).  They're 
living  at  Kings  Mountain,  but  have  been 
in  Raleigh  for  a  while. 

A  long  letter  from  Betty  Clark  brought 
considerable  news  from  that  section.  She 
says  that  she  continues  to  be  the  student 
bank  at  Randolph-Macon,  a  likely  position 
with  numerous  vacations,  I  should  think. 
The  latest  event  of  interest  in  Lynchburg, 
according  to  her,  was  Shirley  Goode's  mar- 
riage to  Dick  Morrison.  After  a  trip  to 
Bermuda  they  will  live  in  New  York  City. 
Ruth  Hayes,  after  a  trip  to  Europe  this 
summer,  was  on  hand  for  the  festivities. 
Betty  also  brings  news  of  Sally  Ramsey — 
at  long  last.  She  is  now  Mrs.  Robert  M. 
Hopkins,  470  Spruce  St.,  Manchester,  New 
Hampshire,  where  her  husband  who  is  in 
the  Air  Corps  has  been  stationed  since 
June  a  year  ago.  She  has  a  daughter, 
Sally  Wyatt,  born  around  the  first  of 
September. 

As  for  the  McNairs — last  year  we 
weathered  the  worst  winter  in  the  history 
of  Boston  while  Bob  was  getting  his  Ph.D. 
from  Harvard;  this  year  he  is  visiting  lec- 
turer in  history  of  religions  at  Bowdoin 
College  here  in  Brunswick.  The  town 
and  school  are  lovely,  and  the  coast  near 
here  is  by  far  the  most  interesting  part  of 
the  east  coast  I've  seen.  The  hills  and 
water  meet  with  hundreds  of  little  islands 
just  off  the  shore.  We  have  been  com- 
pletely charmed  by  the  scenery  and  Maine 
hospitality,  so  that  I'm  not  too  disturbed 
about  Mac,  age  one  and  a  half,  growing 
up  so  far  from  North  Carolina.  If  any 
of  you  feel  the  urge  to  travel  to  such 
northern  points,  please  come  to  see  us; 
and  do  let  me  hear  from  all  of  you  soon. 
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CLASS  SECRETARY:  Jane  Peete, 
Warrenton,  N.  C. 

Dear  Class  of  '45, 

It's  all  good  news  this  time.  A  lot  of  it 
is  wrapped  up  in  happy  packages  of  de- 
lightful infancy.  From  Nancy  Wood  Car- 
son (Mrs.  Edward  C.)  I  heard,  "Mainly, 
I  continue  to  be  in  ecstasy  over  the  antics 
of  my  baby  boy,  who  is  almost  a  year  now, 
walking — even  talking  a  little — and  al- 
ways adorable!"  In  avoiding  the  polio  by 
staying  out  of  Raleigh,  where  she  and 
Ed  live,  Nancy  said  she  saw  Ann  Brun- 
dage,  Rebecca  Drane,  Sister  Smith,'  Mar- 
garet Winslow,  and  Frances  Avera  quite 
a  bit  at  Nags  Head. 

Flee  (Mrs.  Robert  J.  Freese)  was 
blessed  with  the  arrival  of  a  son  on  August 
25th.  She  wrote  that  he  is  a  Jr.  and  he 
weighed  6  lbs.  15  ozs.,  and  ".  .  .  of  course, 
he's  lots  bigger  now."  Flee  and  Bob  still 
live  in  Raleigh  where  Bob  goes  to  State. 
Kackie  spent  some  time  with  them  in 
August  before  the  2  5th.  Carrie  Maie  and 
Jim  come  over  to  Raleigh  from  Chapel 
Hill  often. 


"The  best  news  I  know  is  that  I  have  a 
red-headed  daughter  born  September  1st," 
writes  Sarah  Stewart  Shaw  (Mrs.  Harry 
F. ) .  Sarah  told  me  that  Kate  Broadfoot 
Holmes  (Mrs.  O.  W.)  has  a  son.  Sarah 
and  Harry  are  back  at  Davidson  for 
Harry's  last  year  there. 

Mary  Holmes  Stevens  (Mrs.  McDonald) 
wrote  about  her  baby  girl.  She  was  born 
in  July  in  Richmond,  and  her  name  is  Ann 
Lee.  Mary  and  her  hubby  have  returned 
to  New  Orleans  for  the  winter  with  their 
small  armful. 

August  was  a  hot  month,  but  it  was  par- 
ticularly highlighted  by  Luzette's  beau- 
tiful wedding  in  the  Saint  Mary's  Chapel 
wtih  Mr.  Hughes  officiating.  She  and 
W.  W.  Brown  (Dub)  marched  down  the 
newly  carpeted  aisle  of  the  Chapel,  the 
red  of  the  carpet  enhancing  the  beauty 
of  Lu's  dress,  veil,  and  long,  long  train. 
At  the  reception  I  saw  Stuart  Verdei'y 
Kerr  and  husband  Doug.  They  have  re- 
cently moved  to  Raleigh.  Lu  and  Dub 
are  living  in  Burlington. 

And  only  a  little  over  a  week  ago  Vir- 
ginia Wilson  and  Gene  Crawford  ex- 
changed vows  in  Elizabeth  City.  They 
had  a  lovely  church  wedding  in  which 
Ruth  Gay  and  Betty  Griffin  Ingram  (Mrs. 
Emmett)  were  two  of  the  six  attendants. 
Virginia  and  Gene  will  be  making  their 
home  in  Winston-Salem,  where  he  is  in 
hospital  administration. 

Teence  Davis  and  Jimmy  Parker  were 
married  this  summer,  and  now  they  are 
in  Chapel  Hill  where  Jimmy  is  in  school. 
Missie  (Mrs.  James  C.  Welch,  Jr.)  was  in 
N.  C.  a  month  this  summer,  but  is  back 
in  Panama  now. 

In  the  early  summer  Maria  and  I  went 
to  Lucy  Hancock's  wedding  in  Oxford. 
Lucy  and  Tingley  Moore  were  married 
in  a  beautiful  garden  wedding.  Maria 
and  I  managed  to  get  in  an  ideal  spot  to 
see  the  vows  being  exchanged.  They  are 
living  outside  Oxford  in  a  darling  little 
house. 

Sybil  Goerch  Powe  (Mrs.  E.  K.)  is  in 
Chapel  Hill  while  E.  K.  is  in  law  school. 
He  has  1%  more  years.  Sybil  was  elected 
president  of  the  alumnae  chapter  last 
year;  I'm  sure  she  is  doing  an  excellent 
job  of  keeping  the  Chapel  Hill  alums  to- 
gether. 

Sallie  Robertson  and  Ruth  Gay  are 
teaching  in  Little  Washington  this  year. 
Lucy  Seaman  and  Spot  Baskerville  are 
working  in  Richmond,  where,  Lucy  says, 
Sister  Smith,  Margaret  Norfleet,  Janie 
Morris,  and  Sallie  Tarry  are  also  working. 
She  said  Betsy  Blount  was  there  not  long 
ago  visiting  Frenchie  McCann  who  works 
there,  too,  and  lives  across  the  street  from 
them.  Margaret  Rodwell  is  here  in  War- 
renton, as  I  am. 

Peggy  Moran  wrote  that  she  is  going 
to  business  school  in  Henderson.  She  said 
Bettie  Kendrick  and  Kenneth  Gant  are 
to  be  married  in  January.  Peggy  will  be 
in  Fannie  Cooper's  wedding  on  November 
24th. 

Caroline  Long  and  Betsy  London  Cor- 
don were  among  the  fortunate  tourists 
who  trekked  to  Europe  this  summer. 
Although  they  were  not  on  the  same  tour, 
they  both  must  have  had  equally  exciting 
experiences.  It  was  a  delight  to  hear 
Caroline  talk  about  her  trip — especially 
about  what  she  thought  of  Paris.  She 
seemed  to  think  seeing  is  believing.  Now, 
Caroline  is  in  New  York  working. 


Anna  Margaret  is  teaching  this  year  in 
Lewisburg,  W.  Va.  Sue  Moore,  she  says, 
has  returned  from  her  trip  to  Mexico  this 
summer,  and  en  route,  she  stopped  off  in 
South  Carolina  to  see  Martha  Parker. 
Martha  is  secretary  to  the  Dean  of  Faculty 
at  the  University  of  South  Carolina. 

Vickey  Tyler  is  another  S.  M.  S.  gal  in 
Richmond.  She  has  a  job  at  the  Medical 
College  of  Virginia  as  a  librarian.  Kitty 
Taylor  is  in  Dunn  working  for  her  father, 
and  Sylvia  Rogers  is  working  for  her 
father  in  Smithfield.  Martha  Stoney  has 
her  own  nursery  school  in  Anniston,  Ala. 
And  another  nursery  school  of  her  own  is 
that  o£  Mary  C.  Bowers,  which  is  a  very 
attractive  three-room  arrangement  here  in 
Warrenton.  Mary  Arden  Tucker  Sutter- 
field  (Mrs.  Gerald)  has  moved  to  Atlanta, 
where  Jerry  is  an  intern  in  surgery.  Sue 
Thorp  is  at  Mount  Vernon  as  assistant 
horticulturist.  When  up  at  West  Point  a 
few  week-ends  ago,  she  says  she  ran  into 
Mary  Rose  Crisp. 

That's  about  all  this  time.  Please  write 
me  lots  of  news,  girls.  It's  always  a  pleas- 
ure to  get  it,  and  I  want  to  send  to  each 
of  you  as  much  as  possible  about  each 
of  you. 


Annette  Fulton  says,  "I  am  now  attend- 
ing the  University  of  Texas  where  I  am 
majoring  in  Radio.  My  address  there  is 
2  606  Whitis  Street,  Austin,  Texas. 

Mr.  Charles  A.  Tucker  of  Warrenton 
dropped  by  to  tell  us  that  Mary  Arden, 
now  Mrs.  G.  R.  Sutterfield,  is  living  in 
Atlanta,  Ga.  Her  address  is  Apartment 
104,  421  Poncedeleon  Avenue.  Dr.  Sut- 
terfield has  a  residence  in  surgery  at  the 
Crawford  Long  Hospital. 

Barbara  Bruff  writes  from  Knoxville 
that  she  is  now  working  in  the  society 
department  of  one  of  the  Knoxville  papers 
— has  been  there  since  her  graduation 
from  the  University  of  Tennessee  in  June 
1947. 

Anna  Margaret  Moomaw  writes  in  a 
change  of  address  for  1948:  Lewisburg 
High  School,  Lewisburg,  West  Va.  Please 
send  your  contributions  to  the  Class  Fund 
of  194  5  to  her  there.  She  writes  the 
following:  "Our  class  now  seems  to  want 
to  put  their  money  in  a  cumulative  fund, 
and  to  put  it  at  the  disposal  of  S.  M.  S. 
in  1955,  so  that  we  can  get  the  school 
something  really  nice.  You  could  put  the 
money  into  War  Bonds,  so  that  it'll  earn 
more,  and  we'll  cash  them  in  '55,  when 
we  have  our  big  reunion." 

Ruth  Gay,  of  Jackson,  N.  C,  is  teaching 
in  the  city  schools  in  Washington,  N.  C. 


CLASS  SECRETARY:  Jane  Campbell, 
127   17th  Street,  N.E.,  Atlanta,  Ga. 

Dear  Class: 

This  fall  means  schooldays  are  really 
over  to  most  of  us  and  with  our  sheep- 
skins carefully  tucked  away  practically 
everyone  has  embarked  on  a  new  career. 
Of  course  some  still  have  not  had  enough 
of  the  three  R's.  Lib  Clinard  and  Emma 
Katie  have  found  an  apartment  in  Ra- 
leigh and  are  in  business  school.  Mary 
Willis  is  in  Boston  at  Katharine  Gibbs 
secretarial  school,  where  the  typing  in- 
structor, according  to  her  report,  is  more 
exacting  than  Mr.  Moore.     Mary  Billings, 
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who    finished    at   Salem    in    June,    is   now 
studying  radio  at  Carolina. 

Many  of  us  are  following  that  wonder- 
ful occupation  of  loafing,  or  should  I  say 
just  having  a  good  time.  "Wee"  and 
Loula  are  making  their  debut  this  fall  in 
Birmingham.  Loula  is  vice-president  of 
the  club  and  Wee  is  secretary.  Ludy  and 
Christine  are  both  in  Winston  supposedly 
loafing  but  working  hard  as  provisional 
members  of  the  Junior  League.  Poncie 
has  just  returned  from  St.  Louis  where 
she  was  bridesmaid  in  a  wedding.  She 
writes  that  they  hope  to  form  an  alumnae 
chapter  in  Gastonia  soon.  Jane  Lee  says 
she  has  done  nothing  but  play  since  grad- 
uation and  loves  it.  I  know  just  what 
she  means.  I  just  got  back  from  a  won- 
derful trip  to  New  York  and  New  Eng- 
land. 

Mary  Helen  is  teaching  the  first  grade 
in  Wilson  this  winter.  She  plans  to  be 
married  next  summer.  Ann  Lewis,  who  is 
teaching  the  fifth  grade  in  Petersburg, 
said  she  saw  Tuga  Wilson  and  Suzelle  Hull 
at  William  and  Mary  this  fall.  Suzelle 
has  graduated  and  is  working  in  Wil- 
liamsburg. Beverly  Morrison  and  Mary 
Louise  Moulton  are  both  working  in  New 
Bern  at  present.  Mary  Louise  is  work- 
ing for  her  father,  who  is  a  photogra- 
pher, but  says  she  misses  school  like 
everything.  Beverly,  who  majored  in  so- 
ciology, is  with  the  welfare  department 
but  is  trying  to  decide  whether  or  not  to 
take  a  graduate  course  in  '49.  Sounds 
very  ambitious.  Margo  is  in  New  York 
working  for  the  personnel  department  of 
New  York  University.  She  is  with  three 
other  girls  from  Carolina,  and  they  are 
having  a  very  gay  time.  Mary  Pinckney 
is  in  Columbia  and  is  working  at  the 
Social  Service  Index.  Lib  Price  is  with  a 
bank  in  Roanoke  Rapids  and  Sue  Thomas 
is  now  with  an  insurance  company  in 
Atlanta.  However,  she  plans  to  be  mar- 
ried to  Johnny  Jackson  from  Atlanta  this 
spring.  Ruth  Rogers  from  Hartsville, 
S.  C,  is  now  in  Atlanta  working  for  the 
Trust  Company  of  Georgia.  Charlotte 
Hoffmann  is  at  home  this  winter  but 
hasn't  decided  on  any  job  so  far. 

Martha  Van  Patten  is  still  working  in 
Washington,  although  her  family  has 
moved  to  Virginia  Beach.  Marty  will 
join  them  in  December  and  her  new  ad- 
dress will  be  Cavalier  Shores,  Virginia 
Beach,  Virginia.  Spot  has  an  apartment 
in  Richmond  with  Lucy  Seaman  and  is 
working  in  the  art  department  of  Rey- 
nolds Metal  Company.  She  is  also 
studying  ceramics  at  R.P.I,  at  night.  I 
hear  Sallie  Lee  is  with  the  welfare  de- 
partment in  Goldsboro  and  Dolly  Red- 
wine  has  taken  a  position  at  Montaldo's 
in  Winston. 

Every  letter  there  are  more  and  more 
weddings  to  report.  Caroline  DesChamps 
was  married  on  October  15  to  George 
Black  in  Spartanburg.  Dabney  Little 
plans  to  be  married  after  Christmas  to 
Richard    McElroy   of   Wilson.      Kathryn, 


now  Mrs.  Walter  J.  Alston,  Jr.,  is  living 
at  220  Winder  Street,  Henderson.  Dab- 
ney, Dolly,  Sallie  Lee,  Helen  Mardre, 
Poncie,  Lib  Clinard,  Lib  Price  and  I  were 
all  in  Roanoke  for  the  wedding  and  had 
a  most  wonderful  time.  Mildred  Chap- 
pell.  now  Mrs.  Thomas  Wilson  Allen,  Jr., 
is  living  at  106  E.  Franklin  Street,  Rich- 
mond. She  and  Wil  have  fixed  over  an 
old  apartment  in  the  heart  of  town.  Mil 
says  she  keeps  quite  busy  with  house- 
work and  her  job  in  the  library.  Helene 
Carpenter  Blackwell  is  still  living  in  Flor- 
ence, S.  C.  Sally  Ann  Elliott  Mann  has 
a  daughter,  Sallie  Carrow  Mann,  born 
June  26.  They  are  still  living  in  Ra- 
leigh. 

Tliis  is  about  all  the  news  that  I  have 
gathered  for  this  time,  but  please  let  me 
hear  from  you  soon. 


Harriet  Gurley,  of  Goldsboro.  is  teach- 
ing in  the  Goldsboro  public  schools. 

Dorothy  (Dee)  Oakey  of  Hertford,  N. 
C,  is  teaching  in  the  Goldsboro  public 
schools,  and  is  living  with  Harriet  Gurley. 

Judy  Taylor  telephoned  Miss  Jones  on 
September  2  3  as  she  was  on  her  way 
back  to  Florida  from  the  wedding  of 
Cynthia  McCaw,  her  old  roommate.  Judy 
will  be  a  senior  this  year  at  Woman's 
College  of  the  University  of  Florida  at 
Tallahassee,  majoring  in  English.  She 
plans  to  go  to  Brown  University  next 
year  for  her  M.A.  Cindy  will  continue 
college  this  year. 

Marilyn  Whetstone  writes:  "This  year 
I'm  at  Cedar  Crest  College  in  Allentown, 
Pa.,  and  love  it.  I'm  still  a  music  ma- 
jor— hear  from  the  Saint  Mary's  gals  all 
the  time  and  miss  them  all.  Hope  to  get 
to  Raleigh  soon  and  see  everyone." 

Margo  Martin  has  a  position  now  in 
the  personnel  department  of  New  York 
University. 

Christine  Gray  writes  that  she  spent 
the  summer  at  Roaring  Gap — "the  most 
beautiful  spot  on  earth" — and  returned 
to  Winston-Salem  to  find  at  Salem  Col- 
lege: Lizzie  Hancock,  Betsy  Evans,  Anne 
Lanier,  and  Logan  Vaught.  Amie  Wat- 
kins  is  teaching  a  grammar  grade  in  the 
Ardmore  school  in  Winston-Salem,  and 
Ben  Hancock  is  teaching  first  grade  in 
Farmville,   N.   C. 

Mary  Rose  Crisp  is  a  junior  at  Sweet 
Briar  this  year.  She  writes  that  she 
went  to  Virginia  Wilson's  wedding  in 
Elizabeth    City    in    September    and    saw 

many  Saint  Mary's  girls. 

Charlotte  Hoffmann  writes  that  Sue 
Thomas  is  engaged  to  John  Jackson  of 
Atlanta  and  plans  to  be  married  in  March 
of  1949.  She  says  that  Anne  Willing- 
ham,  '4S,  is  a  Chi  Omega  pledge  at  the 
University  of  Georgia,  and  that  Ann  Jen- 


nings, '47,  is  a  sponsor  for  the  Chi  Psi 
Fraternity  at  the  University  of  Georgia 
and  appears  in  the  Pandora  Beauty  Re- 
view. 

1948 — Baby    Reunion — 1949 

Dear  Class  of  '4S: 

When  I  discovered  that  your  class  had 
not  elected  a  permanent  secretary,  'twas 
too  late  to  get  someone  to  write  your 
class  letter  for  this  issue  of  the  BULLE- 
TIN. Would  one  of  you  like  to  volunteer 
for  the  job,  or  at  least  suggest  someone 
to  do  it? 

It's  really  lots  of  fun  keeping  up  with 
everyone,  and  I  know  that  all  of  you 
want  to  see  your  class  news  in  the 
BULLETIN  each  issue.  I  will  send  a 
class  list  and  some  double  post  cards 
for  collecting  news  to  whoever  takes  on 
the  job. 

Some  of  the  girls  of  '4S  sent  in  news, 
which  we  print  below.  I  hope  you  will 
choose  a  class  secretary  in  time  for  the 
March  issue  so  that  we  can  print  a  full 
account  of  the  "doings"  of  your  class 
then. 

Sincerely, 

Dora  Winters,  Alumnae  Secretary 

P.  S.  Start  making  plans  now  to  come 
back  for  your  baby  reunion  in  June. 


Joanne  Howell,  Corneille  Rylander, 
and  Anne  Willingham  are  all  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Georgia.  Joanne  pledged  Tri 
Delta;  Corneille  pledged  Kappa  Kappa 
Gamma;    and   Anne   pledged    Chi   Omega. 

Nancy  Hamel,  now  at  Woman's  Col- 
lege in  Greensboro,  writes  in  that  "Saint 
Mary's  meant  and  continues  to  mean  a 
great  deal  to  me." 

Evelyn  Nelson  writes  in  that  she  and 
Beverly  Bray  are  both  at  the  University 
of  West  Virginia.  And  we  hear  from 
Betsy  Ann  Evans  that  Salem  College  is 
almost  like  Saint  Mary's  this  year  with 
so  many  S.M.S.  transfers.  Betsy  is  room- 
ing with  Sarah  Walston  and  writes  that 
the  other  girls  there  are  Fran  Isbell, 
Maggie  Hudson.  Emmie  Rowland,  Jo 
Hoyt,  Lizzie  Hancock,  Logan  Vaught, 
Sarah  Lou  Davis,  Sue  Stowers,  and  Lucy 
Brewer. 

Martha  Roberts  Palmer  (Mrs.  Ray- 
mond H.)  writes  that  they  are  living  in 
Douglasville,  Ga.,  where  her  husband  is 
superintendent  of  a  textile  mill. 

Nancy  Williamson  writes  from  Boston 
that  she  is  up  there  taking  a  business 
course  and  hopes  to  hear  from  all  her  old 
classmates  in  the  BULLETIN. 

Ann  Lucas  spent  a  week-end  on  cam- 
pus this  fall.  She  is  studying  art  in 
New  York. 

Nearly  all  the  members  of  the  class 
who  are  in  near-by  colleges  have  been 
at  Saint  Mary's  since  school   opened. 


Atileitonei 


ENGAGEMENTS 

Beverly  Clay  Broun,  '43,  of  Charles- 
ton, W.  Va.,  to  James  McClinton  of  Par- 
kersburg,  W.  Va.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  December. 

Sara  Atwater  Crowder,  '42,  of  Raleigh, 
to  William  Francis  Spurlin,  Jr.,  of  Chapel 


Hill.  The  wedding  will  take  place  on 
December   21. 

Elizabeth  Price  Hines,  '46,  of  Roanoke 
Rapids,  to  Eugene  Mitchell  House  of 
Scotland  Neck. 

Sarah  Dabney  Little,  '4  6,  of  Wades- 
boro,  to  Richard  Cavanagh  McElroy,  Jr., 


of    Charlotte.       The    wedding    will    take 
place  on  January  2  2. 

WEDDINGS 

Elizabeth  Frances  Adkerson,  '47,  of 
Lynchburg,  Va.,  to  Joseph  Isley  Gantt, 
on  Sunday,  August  15,  in  York,  S.  C.    At 
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home,    3112    Rivermont    Avenue,    Lynch- 
burg, Va. 

Jane  Kestler  Bell,  '44,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Robert  Powell  Holding  of  Smithfleld,  on 
Saturday,  November  13,  at  First  Presby- 
terian Church  in  Raleigh.  Sibyl  Goerch 
Powe  (Mrs.  Edward  Knox,  III),  '45,  and 
Mary  West  Paul,  '44,  were  bridesmaids. 
After  December  1,  at  home  in  Smith- 
field. 

Julia  Tatum  Bridger,  '40.  H.S.,  of 
Bladenboro,  to  Lt.  Col.  Robert  Lewis 
Cox  of  Fort  Worth,  Texas,  on  October  23. 

Luzette  Callum,  '45,  of  Raleigh,  to 
William  Walter  Brown  of  Burlington,  in 
Raleigh,  at  Saint  Mary's  Chapel,  Satur- 
day, August  28. 

Margaret  Tucker  Caperton,  '36,  of 
Washington,  D.  C,  to  William  Bannard 
Ranken  of  Wilmington,  Delaware,  on 
June  15,  1948,  in  St.  Alban's  Episcopal 
Church,  Washington,  D.  C.  At  home, 
Seaford,  Delaware. 

Nancy  Christine  Carter,  '44,  H.S..  of 
Greensboro  to  Ralph  Wadleigh  Hoyt  of 
Greensboro  in  the  First  Presbyterian 
Church  on  Saturday  July  31.  Brides- 
maids were:  Betty  Nutt  Stafford  (Mrs. 
C.  Lowrey),  '44,  H.S.,  Cordelia  Gant, 
'44,  H.S.,  Barbara  Ray,  '44,  H.S. 

Marian  Gail  Castellow,  '43,  of  Wind- 
sor, to  Norman  Freeman  Perry  of  Coler- 
ain,  at  St.  Thomas  Episcopal  Church  in 
Windsor,  Saturday,  October,  2  3.  Helen 
Mardre,  '46,  was  a  bridesmaid. 

Mary  Isabel  Chambers,  '41,  of  Marion, 
to  Mr.  James  Walter  Blackburn.  Jr.,  of 
Bowling  Green,  Ky.,  September  4,  in 
Marion. 

Pay  Morgan  Chambers,  '44,  H.S.,  of 
Marion,  to  Marion  Thomas  Mills  of  More- 
head  City,  in  the  First  Baptist  Church  at 
Marion  on  Saturday,  November  13. 

Agatha  Heritage  Chipley,  '4  4,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Thomas  Parke  Hughes  of  Rich- 
mond, on  August  7  at  Church  of  the  Good 
Shepherd,  Raleigh.  Bridesmaids  were 
Betsey  London  Cordon,  '45,  Dora  Winters, 
'43;  Eliza  Chipley,  '48,  H.S.,  maid  of 
honor.  At  home  temporarily  in  "The 
Ginger  House"  on  Cliffside  Estate.  Seots- 
ville,  Va.  Tommy  is  getting  his  master's 
degree  in  history  at  the  University  of 
Virginia. 

Fannie  Closs  Cooper,  '44,  of  Hender- 
son, to  Sterling  Gary  Gilliam  of  Frank- 
linton,  on  November  24  in  the  First 
Methodist  Church  in  Henderson.  At 
home  temporarily  in  Chapel  Hill. 

Margaret  Elizabeth  Cuniniings,  '47,  of 
Raleigh,  to  William  Armistead  White  of 
Raleigh,  on  Saturday,  October  16. 
Bridesmaids  were  Katherine  Shannon 
Blake,  '47,  maid  of  honor;  Elizabeth 
Sprague  Oliver,  '47.  Jane  Lee  Parker, 
'46,  Adelaide  B.  Linehan,   '4S,   Bus. 

Elizabeth  Bryan  Dickens,  '45.  of  En- 
field, to  Lawrence  Hernandez,  Jr.,  of 
Tampa,  Fla.,  on  June  9,  in  the  Church  of 
the  Advent,  Enfield,  N.  C. 

Mary  Frances  Dillon,  '4  8,  of  Raleigh, 
to  William  Edward  Hennessee,  Jr.,  Salis- 
bury, on  Wednesday,  September  1,  in 
Gaither  Chapel,  Montreat,  N.  C. 

Nancy  Kathryn  Fulton,  '46,  of  Roan- 
oke, Va.,  to  Walter  James  Alston.  Jr., 
on  Friday,  August  6,  at  St.  John's  Epis- 
copal Church,  Roanoke. 

Margaret  Glenn,  '42,  of  Greensboro  to 
Allen  T.  Preyer  of  New  Rochelle,  N.  Y., 
on  Saturday,  October  2.  at  First  Presby- 
terian Church  in  Greensboro.  Brides- 
maids were:  Margaret  Stone  Berry  (Mrs. 


John),  '43,  Walker  Dillard,  ex  '43,  and 
Julia  Clark,  ex  '43.  At  home  in  Greens- 
boro. 

Nancy  Lee  Hannah,  '4S,  of  Greenville, 
N.  C,  to  Ensign  Sidney  W.  Dunn  of 
Greenville,  on  Saturday.  June  2  6,  in 
Greenville. 

Mary  Craig  Hunter,  '4  7,  of  Bothwell, 
Vienna,  Virginia,  to  Peter  Peer  Rowan 
of  Falls  Church,  Va.,  on  August  28,  in 
Episcopal  Church  of  the  Holy  Comforter, 
Vienna,  Va.  At  home,  Blacksburg,  Va. 
Bridesmaids  were  Betsy  Ann  Blundon, 
'47,  Paulett  Pifer,  '47,  and  maid  of  honor 
was  Elizabeth  Hunter,   '39. 

Betty  White  Johnson,  '44,  H.S.,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  William  McKenzie  Ragland,  of 
Raleigh,  on  December  11,  in  Raleigh. 

Sue  Kitrliin  Joyner,  '41,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Walter  Payne  Sprunt  of  Wilmington, 
on  Saturday,  June  19,  in  the  First  Bap- 
tist Church,  Raleigh.  Musette  Kitchin 
Brown,  '48,  was  maid  of  honor.  At  home 
in  Houston,  Texas. 

Cynthia  McCaw,  '47,  Bristol,  R.  I.,  to 
Richard  Simmons  Palmer,  on  Saturday, 
August  1,  at  St.  Michael's  Church,  Bris- 
tol, R.  I.  Judy  Taylor,  '46,  was  a  brides- 
maid. Cynthia  is  a  senior  at  Rhode 
Island  State  College,  and  her  husband 
is  at  Trinity  College  in  Hartford,  where 
he    is    studying    engineering. 

Priscilla  Lee  Mitchell,  '42,  H.S.,  of 
Greensboro,  to  George  Henry  Duncan  on 
Thursday,  July  22,  in  Greensboro. 

Helen  Ball  Moore,  '41,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Hastings  Wyman  Henderson  of  Columbia 
and  Aiken,  on  October  9  at  the  Church 
of  Good  Shepherd  in  Raleigh.  At  home 
in  Columbia.  Frances  Lavinda  Moore, 
'40,   was  maid  of  honor. 

Jean  Anderson  Morris,  '4  3,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Fred  Arthur  Webb,  Jr.,  of  Knightdale, 
on  Saturday,  November  6,  in  the  First 
Baptist  Church,  Raleigh.  At  home,  93  7 
St.  Mary's  St.  after  November  18. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Neff,  '38,  Charlottes- 
ville, Va.,  to  Dr.  Edwin  Pearson  Parker, 
III,  on  June  19,  in  the  University  of  Vir- 
ginia Chapel,  Charlottesville,  Va.  At 
home,  Washington,  D.  C. 

Minnie  Grace  Olive,  '37,  of  Raleigh,  to 
George  Edward  Wingo  of  East  Point, 
Ga.,  at  Saint  Mary's  Chapel,  Wednesday, 
September  15.     At  home  in  Orlando,  Fla. 

Rachel  Parker  Pace,  '48,  H.S.,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Franklin  Dewey  Cline  of  Ra- 
leigh, in  Saint  Mary's  Chapel  on  Satur- 
day, November  6.  Bridesmaids  were 
Jean  Craft  Jenkins,  '48.  H.S.,  Peggy 
Abernethy,  '46,  H.S.,  Betty  Lee  Lokey, 
'48.     At  home  in  Whiteville. 

Hannahlyn  Riddle,  45.  H.S.,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Douglas  Horton  of  Raleigh.  Fri- 
day, June  11,  at  Saint  Mary's  Chapel. 

Muriel  Craven  Robinson,  '43,  of  Rich- 
mond, to  Thomas  William  Elliot  of  Eden- 
ton  and  Raleigh,  on  Saturday,  October 
23.  At  home  in  Raleigh.  Bridesmaids 
were  Betty  Barnes,  '44,  Henrietta  Rag- 
land  Badham  (Mrs.  Richard  Paxton), 
'43,  Carolyn  West  Lacey  (Mrs.  Benjamin 
Rice,  III),  '42. 

Betty  Lou  Rowland,  '47,  of  Willow 
Springs,  to  Maynard  Olive  Edwards.  Fu- 
quay  Springs,  on  Saturday,  September 
25,  in  the  Chapel  at  Saint  Mary's. 

Winifred  Walker  Sharpe,  '45,  of  Elm 
City,  to  Lawrence  G.  Ballard,  Jr.,  of  Wil- 
son, on  Wednesday,  June  23,  at  Elm  City 
Methodist  Church.  At  home,  207  S. 
Bruton  St.,  Wilson.  Lawrence  is  associ- 
ated with  his  father  at  Ballard  and  Son. 


Elizabeth  Coleman  Shaw,  '44,  of  Crad- 
ock,  Virginia,  to  Thomas  Carleton  Hath- 
away, Jr.,  on  Tuesday,  September  7,  at 
Emmanuel  Episcopal  Church,  Cradock, 
Va.  At  home  in  Lexington,  Va.,  until 
Mr.  Hathaway  completes  his  course  at 
V.M.I. 

Esther  James  Stathacos,  '4  6,  Bus,,  of 
Raleigh,  to  George  J.  Lamprinakos  of 
Raleigh,  on  August  26  in  the  Church  of 
the  Good   Shepherd  in  Raleigh. 

Jean  Carter  Sullivan,  '45,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  Russell  Leon  Proctor,  Jr.,  of 
Rocky  Mount,  on  Saturday,  November 
13,  at  the  First  Baptist  Church  in  Rocky 
Mount.  The  couple  will  make  their  home 
in  Rocky  Mount. 

Cornelia  Lee  Thigpen,  '3  7,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  Warren  Harwood  Linde  of 
Charlotte,  in  Rocky  Mount  on  Saturday, 
October  16.  Bridesmaids  were  Mary 
Wood  Winslow,  '37,  maid  of  honor; 
Martha  Ann  Speight  Watson  (Mrs. 
George  B.),  '3  9,  matron  of  honor;  Vir- 
ginia Bower,  '37.  At  home  in  Myers 
Park,  in  Charlotte. 

Charlotte  Marguerite  Thompson,  '45, 
of  Raleigh,  to  Ben  Erwin  Perry  of  Chapel 
Hill,  in  Raleigh,  Saturday,   September  4. 

Emily  Cheshire  Townsend  (nee  Emily 
Shiell  Cheshire),  '43,  of  Raleigh,  to  John 
Covington  Dockery,  Jr.,  of  Rockingham, 
at  Saint  Mary's  Chapel,  Saturday,  July 
24. 

Eleanor  Blackwell  Tucker,  ex  '49,  of 
Raleigh,  to  David  D.  McDonald  of  Ra- 
leigh, on  Friday,  June  18,  at  the  Marion 
Baptist  Church,  Marion,  S.  C.  At  home, 
213  East  Lane  St.,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Virginia  Evelyn  Tudor,  '45,  of  Wilson, 
to  William  Bailey  Stallings  of  Kenly,  on 
Saturday,  September  11,  at  the  First 
Methodist  Church,  Wilson. 

Virginia  Wilson,  '45,  of  Elizabeth  City, 
to  Eugene  Benson  Crawford,  Jr.,  of 
Chapel  Hill,  on  October  2. 

Jane  Winston,  '46,  H.S.,  of  Raleigh,  to 
Henry  Kollock  Witherspoon,  Jr.,  of  Ra- 
leigh, at  Christ  Church,  Raleigh,  on  Oc- 
tober 2. 

BIRTHS 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Albert  G.  Borden,  Jr., 
of  Henderson,  N.  C,  a  daughter,  Emily 
Dozier,  on  March  23.  Mrs.  Borden  is  the 
former  Elizabeth  Toepleman,  '41,  of  Hen- 
derson. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  J.  Broadhurst,  Jr., 
of  Smithfleld,  a  daughter,  Mabel  Borden, 
on  October  15.  Mrs.  Broadhurst  is  the 
former  Sarah  Oliver,  '39,  of  Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Albert  G.  Carr  of  Dur- 
ham, a  daughter,  Maria  Legg,  on  August 
31.  Mrs.  Carr  is  the  former  Katherine 
Legg,  '44,  of  Henderson. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Oliver  Crawley  of  Ra- 
leigh, a  son,  Francis  Winslow,  on  Sep- 
tember 28.  Mrs.  Crawley  is  the  former 
Adelaide  Winslow,  '36,  of  Rocky  Mount. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Julian  Davenport  of 
Washington,  N.  C,  a  son,  Edmund  Hard- 
ing, on  October  29.  Mrs.  Davenport  is 
the  former  Rena  Harding,  '35,  of  Wash- 
ington. 

To  The  Rev.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Emmet 
Gribbin,  Jr.,  of  Clemson,  S.  C,  a  son, 
Joseph  Jenkins,  on  March  28.  Mrs,  Grib- 
bin is  the  former  Elsie  Lawrence,  '33,  of 
Chapel  Hill. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  E.  Hollis  of 
Cleveland,  Ohio,  a  daughter,  Slocumb 
Davis,  on  November  5.  Mrs.  Hollis  is 
the  former  Slocumb  Davis,  '35,  of  Dunn. 
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December  1948 


To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chick  Jordan  of  Vir- 
ginia Beach,  Va.,  a  son,  Goodwin  Browne, 
on  August  29.  Mrs.  Jordan  is  the  former 
Anne  Dickson,  '43,  of  Virginia  Beach. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  John  Kieck- 
hefer  of  Plymouth,  a  daughter,  Ann 
Biggs,  on  November  5.  Mrs.  Kieckhefer 
is  the  former  Nancy  Biggs,  '42,  of  Wil- 
liamston. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  E.  Langley  of 
Norfolk,  Va.,  a  son,  George  Campbell, 
on  August  13.  Mrs.  Langley  is  the  for- 
mer Mary  Elizabeth  Campbell,  '44,  of 
Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Milton  F.  Legg,  Jr., 
of  Henderson,  a  daughter,  Hayden  Kirk, 
on  August  22.  Mrs.  Legg  is  the  former 
Mary  Fox  Clarke,   '44,   of  Maysville,   Ky. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Collin  McKinne,  of 
Louisburg,  N.  C,  a  daughter.  Jane  El- 
liott, on  July  21.  Mrs.  McKinne  is  the 
former  Betty  C.  Hochenedel,  faculty, 
'41-'43,  of  Houma,  La. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Colin  MacNair,  of 
Raleigh,  a  son,  Colin  MacNair,  Jr.,  on 
July  28.  Mrs.  McNair  is  the  former  Joan 
Cameron  Mclntyre,   '3  6,   of  Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  A.  Miravalle,  of 
Raleigh,  a  daughter,  Jane  Hussman,  on 
September  9.  Mrs.  Miravalle  is  the  for- 
mer Elizabeth  Foster,  '3  5,  of  New  York. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  A.  Moore, 
of  Baltimore,  Md.,  a  son,  Fielding  Brad- 
ford, on  September  2.  Mrs.  Moore  is  the 
former  Betty  Redfern,  '36,  of  Raleigh. 


To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  A.  Norris, 
Jr.,  of  Raleigh,  a  son,  Thomas  A.,  Jr., 
on  September  22.  Mrs.  Norris  is  the 
former  Evelyn  Ann  White,  '43,  of  Ra- 
leigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Kay  Patterson 
Odell,  of  Concord,  a  son,  John  Kay  Pat- 
terson, Jr.,  on  September  11.  Mrs.  Odell 
is  the  former  Betsy  John  West,  '4  2,  of 
Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Andrew  Craig  Phil- 
lips, of  Winston-Salem,  a  son,  Andrew 
Craig,  Jr.,  on  September  8.  Mrs.  Phil- 
lips is  the  former  Mary  Martha  Cobb, 
'41  of  Chapel  Hill. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  C.  Rasberry,  of 
Kinston,  a  daughter,  Martha  Hood,  in 
July.  Mrs.  Rasberry  is  the  former  Pau- 
line Hood  Blanton,  of  Kinston. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Oliver  Seabrook  of 
Wadmalaw  Island,  S.  C,  a  daughter, 
Caroline  Irving,  in  June.  Mrs.  Seabrook 
is  the  former  Peggy  Palmer,  '30,  of  Lad- 
son,  S.  C. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harry  Faison  Shaw 
of  Davidson,  a  daughter,  Ruth  Faison, 
on  September  1.  Mrs.  Shaw  is  the  for- 
mer  Sarah   Stewart    of   Fayetteville. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  McDonald  Lee  Steph- 
ens of  New  Orleans  and  Irvington,  Va., 
a  daughter,  Ann  Lee,  on  July  16.  Mrs. 
Stephens  is  the  former  Mary  Holmes, 
'45,  of  Greensboro. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Paul  Allen  Tiller?  of 
Raleigh,   a   son,    Paul   Allen,    Jr.,    on    Oc- 


tober 5.     Mrs.  Tillery  is  the  former  Sadie 
Root,  '34,  of  Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sydnor  Montgomery 
White,  of  Raleigh,  a  son,  Sydnor  Mont- 
gomery, Jr.,  on  September  18.  Mrs. 
White  is  the  former  Ann  Geoghegan,  '42, 
of  Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Graham  Whitehead, 
of  Scotland  Neck,  a  son,  Lawther  Gra- 
ham, Jr.,  on  June  16.  Mrs.  Whitehead 
is  the  former  Mary  Betty  Suiter,  '4  2,  of 
Weldon. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edmund  C.  Wingerd, 
Jr.,  of  Chambersburg,  Pa.,  a  daughter, 
Katheryn  Fulton,  on  June  15.  Mrs.  Win- 
gerd is  the  former  Jean  Fulton,  '42,  of 
Roanoke,  Va. 


^beatkl 


Mrs.  Edward  Burleson  of  Austin, 
Texas  (nee  Adele  Steiner),  in  January, 
194S,  in  Austin. 

Mrs.  Major  M.  Morrisette  of  Norfolk, 
Va.  (nee  Helen  M.  Gaither,  of  Elizabeth 
City),  '30,  on  October  11,  1948,  at  the 
Albemarle  Hospital  in  Elizabeth  City. 
Besides  her  husband,  she  is  survived  by 
one  son,  Major  M.  Morrisette,  Jr.,  eight 
months  old. 


^frt  ^cmarram 


From  Rosalie  McNeill  Massengale  (Mrs.  Robert  N.),  '35, 
we  hear  of  the  death  of  Adele  Steiner  Burleson  (Mrs.  Ed- 
ward), of  Austin,  Texas,  in  January,  1948.  Mrs.  Massen- 
gale  could  not  supply  us  with  the  exact  years  that  Mrs. 
Steiner  attended  Saint  Mary's,  and  our  own  records — 
which  are  incomplete  prior  to  1880 — failed  to  reveal  them. 
However,  Mrs.  Massengale  did  inform  us  that  Mrs.  Burle- 
son was  attending  Saint  Mary's  at  the  time  of  Dr.  Aldert 
Smedes'  death  (April  25,  1877).  and  that  her  dearest 
friend  at  school  was  Gabrielle  deRosset,  also  a  student  at 
that  time.  Mrs.  Burleson's  husband,  Edward  Burleson, 
was  Postmaster  General  in  Wooclrow  Wilson's  cabinet. 
Mrs.  Massengale  writes  further,  "Mrs.  Burleson  was  a 
most  delightful  person — easily  the  most  interesting  old 
lady  I've  ever  known — a  credit  to  Saint  Mary's." 
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THREE  JUDGES 

Let  me  he  the  self  the  Potter  dreamed 

I'd  be; 
Let  me  have  a  faith  my  tears  demand  of 

me; 
Let  me  grow  a  love  the  world  expects  of 

me; 
Let  me  find  a  cause  that  pulls  the  most 

from  me* 

Each  of  us  is  molding  her  character 
at  Saint  Mary's,  attempting  to  make 
it  worthy  enough  for  three  judges : 
God,  herself,  her  fellow  men.  School 
years  are  formative  years.  In  them 
we  make  our  characters  what  they 
are  to  be  and — more  especially — what 
they  are  now.  To  overcome  confusing 
situations,  we  must  develop  a  clear 
conception  of  what  we  want  in  life, 
exactly  what  we  want  to  make  of  our- 
selves. 

Let  me  be  the  self  the  Potter 
dreamed  I'd  be.  God  is  the  first,  fore- 
most, and  final  judge  of  our  worth; 
and  we  must  consider  in  each  crisis 
what  God,  the  Potter,  plans  us  to  be- 
come. But  in  the  word  Potter  the  anal- 
ogy breaks  down,  for  it  is  we,  with 
God's  help,  who  mold  our  own  charac- 
ters. God  gives  us  mind  and  body, 
but  it  is  we  who  must  develop  them. 
Let  me  have  a  faith  my  tears  demand 
of  me.  What  is  each  of  us  without 
faith  in  herself?  Our  lives  at  school 
away  from  our  parents  necessitate  our 
formulating  our  own  principles  of  be- 
havior. Some  people  would  say  that 
a  girl  who  tries  to  do  all  this  is  a 
Puritan,  a  prude.  They  are  wrong. 
If  we  develop  a  faith  that  will  en- 
dure through  moral  strife,  our  de- 
cisions will  be  sound  and  our  lives 
satisfying.  Self-confidence  born  of 
such  faith  will  enable  us  to  retain  our 
ideals  while  the  crowd  follows  false 
gods.  Yet  we  must  not  despise  the 
crowd.  Let  me  grow  a  love  the  world 
expects  of  me,  a  love  which  will  be 
stronger  than  any  petty  argument,  a 
love  for  all  mankind.  We  must  rid 
ourselves  of  prejudices  if  we  are  to 
attain  the  goal  of  Christian  brother- 
hood. 

Let  me  find  a  cause  that  pulls  the 
most  from  me.  Our  causes  may  differ 
as  our  personalities  do,  but  they 
should  exercise  every  talent  we  have. 
Let  us  at  Saint  Mary's  study  hard, 
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developing  our  minds ;  let  us  mold 
our  characters  carefully  and  sound- 
ly ;  let  us  grow  within  ourselves  a 
faith  which  we  claim  with  pride  and 
a  broad  love  free  from  prejudice  and 
deceit.  Then  shall  we  be  ready  for 
whatever  cause  life  may  bring  us ; 
then  shall  we  more  nearly  approach 
the  ideals  set  forth  by  ourselves,  the 
world,  and  God. 

B.  C.  M. 


THE  TRADITION  THAT  IS  SAINT 
MARY'S 

May  the  future  unite  all  the  good  of  thy 
past 

With  the  best  that  neiv  knowledge  can 
bring. 

These  lines  from  the  "Alma  Mater" 
can  be  appropriately  applied  to  the 
traditions  of  Saint  Mary's — the  cus- 
toms that  have  grown  up  over  a 
period  of  more  than  one  hundred 
years.  Obsolete  customs  of  Saint 
Mary's  first  century  have  been  right- 
fully discarded,  and  new  ones  have 
arisen  in  their  stead.  Some  customs 
Saint  Mary's  shares  with  other 
schools ;  some  are  hers  alone.  Some 
are  integral  and  some  are  trivial;  but 
all  that  are  retained  work  for  the 
unity  and  spirit  of  Saint  Mary's. 

Among  the  traditions  that  are  eter- 
nal is  what  is  called  "being  a  typical 
Saint  Mary's  girl."  This  embodies 
certain  characteristics  which  are  sum- 
marized in  the  qualifications  for  the 
traditional  Rector's  medal,  which  was 
awarded  annually  during  the  rector- 
ship of  the  Reverend  Warren  W.  Way 
for  "courtesy,  courage,  and  co-opera- 
tion." The  award  has  lapsed,  but  its 
spirit  has  remained. 

The  greatest  of  all  Saint  Mary's 
traditions  is  Christian  education.  For 
this  purpose  Saint  Mary's  was  found- 
ed. Girls  entering  Saint  Mary's  are 
at  a  difficult  age,  unsure  of  them- 
selves. Through  chapel  services,  re- 
ligious instruction,  and  a  prevailing 
Christian  atmosphere,  they  find  them- 
selves. They  leave  Saint  Mary's  with 
mental  maturity  and  definiteness  of 
purpose.  Such  is  the  reputation  of 
Saint  Mary's. 

Such  is  the  reputation  that  she  can 
continue  to  deserve  if  she  continues 
to  discard,  to  preserve,  to  create — to 
unite  all  the  good  of  the  past  with 
the  best  that  new  knowledge  can 
bring.  Thus  may  Saint  Mary's  move 
strongly  forward  in  her  fundamental 
tradition  of  Christian  service. 


•Quoted  by  Bishop   Schuyler  Garth   in 
an  address. 


THEME 

This  issue  of  the  BULLETIN  features 
traditions.  The  cover  illustrates  Saint 
Mary's  as  it  was  a  century  ago,  and  the 
other  pictures  are  representative  of  Saint 
Mary's  School  today. 


Saint  Mary's  School 


Papa  the  Great 


By  Alice  Wilson,  '50 


The  more  I  observe  of  life  the  more  aware  I  become 
that  there  are  very  few  great  people  in  the  world.  All 
the  older  people  with  whom  I  was  thrown  as  a  child 
seemed  great  to  me.  I  used  to  marvel  at  their  abundant 
knowledge  on  every  subject.  But  as  I  grew  older  and  my 
horizons  broadened,  I  realized  that  the  knowledge  of  my 
elders  was  not  as  unlimited  as  some  of  them  pretended 
that  it  was.  However,  Papa  never  pretended.  Many 
times  he  didn't  know  the  answers — no  one  could  have 
known  them  all — but  he  always  admitted  it  when  he  was 
uninformed. 

Until  I  started  to  school  Papa  was  my  only  playmate. 
When  Grandmother  died  leaving  him  without  a  com- 
panion. Mom,  Dad,  and  I  (I  was  only  fifteen  months  old) 
moved  out  to  the  farm  to  live.  Papa  enjoyed  my  childish 
antics,  and  we  soon  became  fast  friends.  He  made  tom- 
walkers  for  me  and  laughed  when  I  tried  to  walk  on  the 
clumsy  things.  He  boosted  me  into  trees  and  taught  me 
to  climb.  In  the  evenings  before  bedtime  Papa  would 
spin  the  most  wonderful  stories  while  I  listened  with 
wide-eyed  enthusiasm.  I  never  tired  of  hearing  tales  of 
his  boyhood.  I  can  still  sit  and  listen  for  hours  to  his 
stories — of  his  boyhood,  of  his  youth,  of  our  town  when  it 
was  young. 

Papa's  life  has  not  been  easy,  for  he  is  one  of  the  many 
self-made  men  of  his  age.  He  is  the  son  of  a  hard-working 
Civil  War  veteran  who  saw  no  value  in  education.  Taken 
from  school  after  he  had  completed  the  sixth  grade.  Papa 
was  put  to  work  in  the  family  store.  When  Papa  was 
nineteen  an  old  lady  asked  him  to  go  into  the  undertaking 
business  with  her.  His  savings  bought  a  half  interest. 
This  occupation  lasted  almost  four  years ;  then  Papa  sold 
his  interest  and  invested  in  a  new  furniture  factory  which 


was  opening  in  town.  Quite  successful  in  this,  he  soon 
saved  enough  money  to  get  married  and  build  a  comfort- 
able home.    We  live  in  that  house  today. 

Papa  is  a  large  man.  Even  at  the  age  of  seventy-four 
he  carries  his  six  feet  three  inches  absolutely  erect  and 
becomes  furious  with  me  when  I  slump.  I  like  to  think 
of  Papa's  height  as  a  symbol  of  all  he  stands  for.  Written 
on  his  face  is  the  record  of  ideals  faithfully  kept.  People 
love  him  for  these  ideals.  He  has  never  been  too  busy  to 
help  a  friend  in  need.  And  all  who  know  him  are  his 
friends ;  he  has  never  known  an  enemy.  After  long,  hard 
hours  of  toil,  he  willingly  used  to  give  his  time  to  the 
interest  of  the  community.  Until  he  retired  in  favor  of 
the  recent  generation,  Papa  was  the  center  of  civic  activ- 
ity. He  served  many  years  as  Mayor,  started  our  public 
library,  backed  the  building  of  the  new  church,  and  as 
chairman  of  the  Board  of  Education  spent  numerous  hours 
trying  to  improve  educational  facilities.  He  felt  the  lack 
of  education  and  saw  the  necessity  for  better  schools  and 
teachers.  He  had  to  combat  ignorance  and  stubbornness, 
but  he  finally  triumphed.  He  spent  his  money  wisely  and  . 
invested  in  things  with  long-range  values. 

He  has  told  me  many  times  the  worth  of  an  education. 
He  says  that  knowledge  is  the  only  thing  in  the  world 
that  can't  be  taken  from  you.  How  true  these  words  are ! 
With  education  we  achieve  freedom  in  thought  and  deed. 
It  is  the  only  security  the  world  can  offer.  Papa  knows 
this — and  very  much  more.  His  own  education — his  own 
wisdom — he  has  gained  from  experience. 

The  number  of  great  people  in  this  world  is  limited, 
but  I  am  fortunate  to  be  able  to  claim  one  of  them  as  my 
grandfather. 


THE  SEARCH 

By  Mary  Anne  Rose,  '50 

It  is  dusk  on  earth. 

And  I  must  find  a  faith 

To  cling  to. 

Oh  world,  be  merciful ! 

Do  not  scorn  me  because 

I  have  no  creed. 

I  seek  not  compassion. 

I  only  seek  to  fill  my  empty  life 

With  love  that  I  have  never  known. 

It  is  dusk  on  earth — 

And  I  must  find  God. 


IMPRESSIONS 
By  Beth  Yarborough,  '50 

I  heard  a  violet  unfolding  its  petals  to  the  sky; 

Its  music  made  me  weep. 

I  saw  the  other  side  of  the  moon — 

A  vision  I  could  not  keep. 

I  felt  the  imprint  of  a  snowdrop 

And  a  thousand  other  things. 

I  knew  for  a  moment  eternity, 

And  the  grief  it  brings. 
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"We  Build  Our  School" 

By  Betty  Bowles,  '50 

We  work  together  in  Thy  sight; 
We  live  together  in  Thy  love. 

Just  off  Hillsboro  Street,  in  a  grove  of  oaks,  stand  three 
old  buildings.  North  Carolinians  know  them  to  be  Saint 
Mary's,  a  lovely  old  girls'  school  that  has  stood  through- 
out a  century  for  good  mental  and  moral  education. 
Within  them  work  many  forces  that  have  built  up  this 
reputation.  One  of  these  forces  is  tradition.  Saint  Mary's 
tradition  is  her  individuality.  Like  that  of  a  developing 
child,  the  school's  personality  has  changed  since  1842. 
Her  friends  believe  that  she  is  steadily  discarding  her 
outgrown  habits  and  acquiring  strong,  sound  maturity. 

We  of  Saint  Mary's  begin  to  meet  her  traditions  during 
the  first  days  of  the  school  term.  From  this  time  through- 
out the  whole  year,  traditions  are  ever  present.  First, 
each  old  girl  takes  a  new  one  under  her  wing  and  helps 
her  through  the  terrifying  experiences  of  school  life.  As 
"big  sisters,"  the  returning  students  have  lunch  and 
movie  parties  for  the  new  girls  on  the  first  Saturday  of 
the  year.  Then  at  the  Old  Girl-New  Girl  Party  the  fac- 
ulty are  introduced.  Thus  our  getting-acquainted  cus- 
toms prepare  the  Saint  Mary's  girl  for  her  new  life. 

As  the  school  year  progresses,  students  draw  ever  closer 
tosrether  in  their  eo-operative  projects,  such  as  Miss  Davis' 
delightful  nlays  at  Christmas  and  Commencement  and 
the  annual  Christmas  concert  of  the  Glee  Club. 

Tradition  enters  not  only  the  artistic  and  intellectual 
fields  but  also  the  field  of  good  sportsmanship.  All  year 
the  Sigma's  and  Mu's  compete  in  a  wide  variety  of  sports. 
The  culmination  of  this  friendly  rivalry  is  the  annual 
athletic  banquet  when  the  winning  team  is  awarded  the 
athletic  platme.  We  derive  from  our  competition  an  ap- 
preciation of  wholesome  recreation  that  we  never  forget. 
Equally  memorable  are  the  traditional  holiday  festivities. 
At  Halloween  the  junior  class  sponsors  the  masquerade 
and  carnival  in  the  gym,  where  mischievous  spooks  whoop 
with  laughter  as  the  dooi's  to  apple-bobbing  and  fishing 
booths  are  flung  open.  At  Christmas,  Miss  Davis  pre- 
sents her  pageant  in  the  chapel;  in  the  dining  room,  Mrs. 
Harriot  provides  a  festive  dinner,  and  we  students,  clad 
in  evening  dresses  and  dining  by  candlelight,  sing  "Silent 
Night"  and  "Jingle  Bells" ;  finally,  just  before  we  leave 
for  vacation,  the  shivering  seniors  wake  us  with  their 
early  morning  caroling.  Winter  holiday  traditions  give 
way  to  spring  ones ;  May  Day  is  heralded  by  a  bevy  of 
nymphs  and  elves  that  perform  in  the  dell  before  Her 
Majesty  the  Queen  of  May  and  her  court.  Throughout 
the  year  we  enjoy  sharing  our  fun.  Dates  are  hospitably 
welcomed  to  the  parlor  or  to  services  in  our  beloved 
chapel.  They  are  invited  to  our  three  formal  dances, 
every  one  of  which  we  deem  "the  best  dance  yet." 


But  even  Saint  Mary's  girls  cannot  be  perfect.  A  re- 
view of  the  traditions  to  which  they  cling  shows  their 
kindliness,  high-mindedness,  and  wholesomeness,  but  a 
fuller  picture  of  school  life  proves  that  a  touch  of  care- 
freeness,  even  irresponsibility  is  present.  They  lose  their 
chapel  caps.  At  times  they  rise  so  late  that  they  must 
wear  pajamas  (under  raincoats)  to  breakfast.  That  they 
are  a  little  vain  is  evident  in  their  frequent  springtime 
trips  to  the  sun  porch.  Their  faith  in  the  kicking  post 
as  a  mighty  influence  on  the  evening  mail  is  proof  of  their 
superstitious  nature. 

Although  the  Saint  Mary's  girl  is  young  at  heart,  she 
leaves  school  with  a  firm  basis  for  mental  maturity.  Con- 
sequently, she  feels  the  mixed  emotions  of  gladness  and 
reluctance  as  she  participates  in  her  last  traditional  cere- 
mony— graduation.  She  reads  the  class  history  proudly 
and  the  last  will  with  tearful  remembrance.  The  near 
heartbreak  comes  with  step-singing,  a  melodic  good-bye 
to  school  and  friends.  No  chapel  service  is  held  in  more 
reverence  than  that  at  which  the  seniors  receive  their 
diplomas.  It  remains  as  a  vivid  memory  long  after  the 
final  handkerchief  has  been  dropped. 

Religion,  however,  plays  a  significant  part  in  Saint 
Mary's  life  all  year  round.  The  daily  prayers  in  chapel 
and  dining  room,  the  Sunday  sermon  and  evening  vespers 
are  our  most  deep-rooted  traditions  and  probably  our 
most  binding  tie,  for  we  worship  as  a  group,  learning  to- 
gether the  secret  of  a  full  life — Christian  education.  Our 
religious  training  teaches  us  that,  our  greatest  source  of 
joy  and  strength  is  God ;  and,  as  one  graduate  has  writ- 
ten, "However  much  we  may  have  loved  the  rest  of  school 
life,  that  is  the  part  that  abides  with  Saint  Mary's  girls." 


Saint  Mary's  School 


Her  Guardian  Angels 

By  Blanche  Andrews,  '49 

The  day  was  bright  and  sunny  as  the  car  carrying 
Dianne  and  her  aunt  crept  cautiously  up  the  winding 
road.  They  were  on  their  way  to  a  mountain  resort  to 
spend  the  summer.  Dianne.  was  eight  years  old,  and  she 
had  lived  with  her  aunt  ever  since  her  mother  and  father 
had  been  killed  in  an  automobile  accident  on  this  same 
road  six  years  before.  The  child  and  her  aunt  had  just 
passed  the  fatal  curve  when  suddenly  the  girl  cried  out, 
"Auntie,  do  you  see  that  old  stone  house  ?  I  used  to  live 
there,  didn't  I  ?" 

"No,  Dianne,"  her  aunt  replied.  "You've  always  lived 
in  the  city." 

"But,  Auntie,"  the  child  said  earnestly,  "that  was  my 
house.  See  the  old  steps  that  lead  to  the  side  porch? 
That  leads  to  a  stairway  that  goes  up  to  a  big  blue  room 
which  has  a  big  window  seat.  And  from  the  kitchen  there 
is  a  stairway  that  leads  down  to  a  playroom  in  the  base- 
ment." 

The  woman,  looking  at  the  child  curiously,  said,  "No, 
dear,  you  must  be  mistaken.  Perhaps  you  are  thinking 
of  one  of  your  playmates'  houses." 

"No,"  the  child  replied.  "It  is  that  house.  Oh,  do  turn 
around,  and  let's  go  back  and  peek  in.  I  don't  think  amr- 
one's  home." 

"Now  really,  Dianne,"  said  her  aunt  impatiently,  "we 
must  reach  the  resort  before  dark." 

"Please,  Auntie,"  the  child  pleaded. 

"Well,  all  right."  Dianne's  aunt  pulled  off  the  road, 
turned  around,  and  headed  back  to  the  old  stone  house. 
She  pulled  up  in  the  rocky  driveway,  half  overgrown 
with  weeds. 

"Now  what?"  asked  her  aunt. 

"Come  and  I'll  show  you  that  I  did  live  here,"  the  child 
said  and  smiled  coaxingly  at  her. 

The  two  descended  from  the  car  and  walked  over  to  the 
steps  leading  to  the  side  porch.  They  walked  up  them 
and  tried  the  door.  Finding  it  unlocked,  they  entered. 
True  to  the  child's  words,  there  was  a  stairway  ascending. 

"Let's  go  back  to  the  kitchen,"  said  the  child,  "and  I'll 
show  you  the  stairway  to  the  playroom." 

"Just  a  minute,  dear.  Let  me  look  at  this  beautiful  old 
cupboard." 

The  aunt's  words,  however,  were  lost  to  the  child  who 
had  already  gone  back  to  the  kitchen.  There  the  child 
found  the  staircase  that  she  had  described.  She  began 
descending  the  old  stairs,  but  she  had  gone  down  only 
four  steps  when  she  saw  a  man  and  woman  standing  to- 
gether, arm  in  arm,  smiling  and  pointing  to  her  to  go  back. 
The  vision  faded  almost  as  quickly  as  it  had  come,  but 
the  child  stopped. 

"Dianne,  where  are  you?"  called  her  aunt. 

"Here,  Auntie,  on  the  stairway." 

Her  aunt  nicked  on  the  light  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  and 
gasped  in  horror.  Pour  steps  below  the  child  the  stair- 
way had  rotted ;  had  the  child  continued  her  descent,  she 


In  Pursuit  of  Idleness 

By  Beth  Yarborough,  '50 

In  this  age  of  packed  schedules  and  things  that  have 
to  be  done,  few  people  dare  take  time  off  for  laziness. 
Laziness — aimless  idling,  that  is — is  not  reading  a  book 
3rou've  meant  to  read  when  duty  calls,  or  even  attending 
a  movie  when  another  obligation  beckons.  It  is  a  state 
of  willful  inertia.  Lying  in  a  prone  position  is  not  in 
itself  a  particularly  interesting  pursuit,  but  it  is  not  value- 
less. It  frees  the  mind  for  recollections,  explorations, 
schemes.  My  pleasantest  memories  spring  from  day- 
dreams constructed  under  such  circumstances. 

When  I  was  a  little  child  I  lived  in  an  isolated  neigh- 
borhood. Lacking  the  companionship  of  other  children, 
I  created  my  playmates.  Later  on  I  found  that  these 
creatures  of  my  loneliness  were  infinitely  more  entertain- 
ing than  those  creatures  of  flesh  and  blood  who  played 
rough  games  that  I  found  strenuous  and  boring.  In  fancy 
I  have  dined,  conversed  (with  scintillation,  too!),  and 
traveled  with  princes,  poets,  mountain-climbers — or  any- 
one else  my  humor  desired. 

Yet  my  life  as  a  lazy  person  is  not  always  easy.  Often 
I  have  trouble  finding  ways  to  procrastinate  without  serv- 
ing any  utilitarian  purpose.  I  used  to  derive  much  pleas- 
ure from  the  complicated  scribblings  I  executed  on  tele- 
phone pads  until  some  serious-minded  friends  thought 
them  to  have  certain  of  the  forceful  aspects  of  modern 
art — a  career,  work !  I  promptly  cultivated  the  art  of 
writing  backwards  as  a  pastime.  Now  I  am  quite  adept 
at  it  and  safe  from  fears  that  my  idleness  will  be  mis- 
interpreted. 

In  defense  of  my  favorite  sport,  I  can  say  that  we 
idlers,  although  we  don't  make  the  better  mousetraps  of 
the  world,  often  inadvertently  spur  on  the  makers  by  our 
respect  for  their  labors — a  respect  more  fervent  than 
an}'  honest  laborer  can  achieve. 


would  have  fallen  through  the  hole.  The  aunt  grabbed 
Dianne's  hand  and  pulled  her  back  into  the  kitchen. 

"Dianne,  you  might  have  been  killed !  Why  didn't  you 
wait  for  me?  Never  do  that  again!"  her  aunt  said,  trem- 
bling. 

"Auntie,  I'm  sorry ;  but  a  strange  man  and  woman  stood 
on  the  stairs  and  told  me  to  go  back.  It's  funny.  I've 
never  seen  them  before,  but  they  seemed  so  very  familiar." 

"You  must  be  mistaken,  dear,"  said  her  aunt  a  little 
hastily.  "Let's  leave  this  house  at  once,  for  we  must  get 
along  our  way." 

The  two  left  the  house,  got  into  the  car,  and  drove  off 
back  along  the  way  to  the  resort.  As  the  car  rolled  on, 
strange  thoughts  entered  the  child's  mind,  but  she  asked 
no  questions.  Her  aunt  was  also  silent,  but  her  mind  was 
whirling. 

Dianne  had  been  only  two  years  old  when  her  parents 
were  killed ;  could  she  possibly  remember  that  house — 
the  house  to  which  her  parents  were  carried  after  they 
died  in  the  wreck  in  which  she  was  left  uninjured?  Could 
it  be  possible  that  it  was  Dianne's  mother  and  father  who 
had  saved  her  on  the  stairway? 
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"As  High  As  Hainan' 

By  Marjorie  Sheridan,  '50 


The  bright  sun  blazed  high  in  the  sky  that  day  iu  Poke- 
ville,  Mississippi,  just  as  it  had  for  the  past  week  and 
probably  would  for  the  week  to  come.  Down  on  the 
south  end  of  Main  Street  three  dirty  curly-headed  little 
girls  played  in  the  broiling  sun  among  boards  and  cans 
and  such  things  that  always  hold  an  unceasing  interest 
for  six-year-olds. 

All  at  once  they  stopped  their  playing  and  watched 
with  great  curiosity  the  scene  that  was  taking  place  in 
the  street  in  front  of  them.  Dolly,  the  smallest  of  the 
group,  ran  into  her  house  and  called  to  her  mother. 
"Mama,  they's  draggin'  an  old  black  nigger  through  the 
street,  and  what  f o',  mama  ?" 

"My  God,  child,  ain't  you  lived  here  long  enough  to 
know?"  She  walked  out  on  the  porch  to  watch  the 
passing  crowd.  "Well,  what  do  you  know?  Believe  it's 
old  Luke  that  used  to  work  out  at  Mr.  Baines'  place. 
Always  said  that  them  damn  niggers  shoulda  stayed  in 
Africa  or  wherever  it  is  they  come  from.  Bad  thing,  them 
trying  to  mix  with  us  white  folks." 

By  this  time  Dolly's  mother  was  talking  to  herself,  for 
Dolly  had  long  ago  run  out  of  the  door  and  up  the  dusty 
road  after  the.  swearing  white  men.  She  followed  them 
out  to  Grim's  pasture  and  realized  with  a  childlike  horror 
that  they  were  going  to  hang  old  Luke. 

"Now,  ain't  that  too  bad?"  Dolly  thought  to  herself. 
"I  'member  when  old  black  Luke  usta  tell  Emmie  and  me 
them  stories  'bout  witches  and  goblins  and  things.  I 
wonder  what  he's  done?  Musta  been  somep'n  pow'ful 
dreadful." 


About  this  time  one  of  the  white  men  saw  Dolly  and 
told  her  to  go  home. 

"This  ain't  no  place  for  you,  gal.     Git !" 

The  little  child  was  filled  with  a  cruel  curiosity  and 
scampered  away  from  the  man.  She  went  around  to 
another  part  of  the  pasture  behind  some  bushes.  There 
she  found  two  colored  children.  One,  a  little  girl,  was 
about  her  age ;  and  one,  a  boy,  was  fifteen  or  more. 

"Hullo,"  said  the  white  child.     "Ain't  that  awful?     I 
sho  am  glad  that  I  ain't,  no  nigger.     Ain't  you  skeered . 
they'll  git  you  some  day?" 

The  darkies  made  no  reply,  but  the  boy  turned  sharply 
toward  her  as  if  to  strike  her  and  then  winced.  With  a 
muffled  cry  he  darted  through  the  underbrush. 

"Better  hush  yo'  mouf,  gal.  Dat  nigger  out  dere's  his 
pa.     You  white  devils  don't  care  how  you  hurts  a  nigger." 

"Can't  help  that.  He  must  deserve  it.  Mama  says 
they's  too  damn  many  niggers  anyhow." 

"He  ain't  done  nothin'.  They  saj-s  he  stole  money  from 
old  Mr.  Barnes'  fillin'  station,  but  everybody  knows  'twas 
them  two  young  Steames  boys.  They  jest  won't  say  so 
'cause  they's  got  a  rich  pa." 

"I  don't  believe  it.  He  musta  done  somep'n!  Well,  if 
he  ain't  done  nothin'  they  oughta  hang  him  anyhow.  He's 
a  nigger,  and  all  niggers  got  hearts  jest  as  black  as  their 
skins." 

The  little  black  girl  pushed  the  curly-headed  child  into 
the  bushes  and  ran  away  through  the  fields  toward  the 
woods. 

The  next  day  the  sun  blazed  high  in  the  sky  as  it  had 
on  the  day  before  and  probably  would  on  the  morrow. 


Swamp  Bird 

By  Alice  Lide,  '51 


Deep  in  the  Pee  Dee  swamps  of  South  Carolina,  Bird 
Hucks  has  for  many  years  been  caretaker  of  my  father's 
hunting  lodge.  He  has  so  ingratiated  himself  with  my 
father  that  their  relationship  is  much  more  that  of  fellow 
sportsmen  than  that  of  employer  and  employee.  From 
his  grizzled  hair  to  his  mud-encrusted  size-thirteen  boots, 
Bird  is  representative  of  that  backwoods  region.  His 
powerful  physical  build,  roughly-chiseled  features,  and 
wryly  humorous  blue  eyes  reveal  generations  of  sturdy 
backwoods  ancestors. 

Bird  is  universally  conceded  to  be  the  wildest  tale 
spinner  in  that  neck  of  the  woods.  So  vivid  is  his  narra- 
tion that  you  find  yourself  almost  swallowing  fantastic 
yarns  of  his  "wrastle"  with  an  alligator  on  Snow's  Island 
or  of  the  singlehanded  massacre  of  a  "squad  o'  Huns"  in 
the  Argonue  Forest. 

Periodically,  when  Bird  sets  himself  to  the  business  of 
serious  drinking,  he  spends  hours  hooting  at  the  owls  or 
chasing  chipmunks.  These  binges  are  not  frequent,  nor 
do  they  last  long.    At  the  end  of  each  such  episode  Bird 


is  always  able  to  inveigle  himself  back  into  my  father's 
good  graces.  His  cowhide  countenance  will  break  into 
a  conciliatory  grin,  and  he  will  remark  with  character- 
istic irrelevancy,  "There  ain't  nothin'  wrong  with  me 
'cept  m'  feets  is  hitched  on  back'ards." 

In  spite  of  his  disdain  for  the  capacities  of  the  female 
mind,  he  once  undertook  to  initiate  me  into  the  compli- 
cated technique  of  rod-easting.  Within  several  weeks, 
after  a  few  frustrating  experiences,  he  was  proclaiming 
to  the  whole  countryside  that  I  could  "lam  it  in  your  hat 
brim  at  fifty  yards"  and  stoutly  maintaining,  "You'd 
hardly  know  it  was  a  gal." 

He  was  also  able  to  impart  to  me  a  little  of  his  inex- 
haustible woods  lore  and  many  of  his  high  ideals.  Ac- 
cording to  Bird,  there  is  much  more  to  being  a  good  fisher- 
man than  merely  catching  fish.  It  involves  things  like 
good  sportsmanship  and  respect  for  nature.  Perhaps  I 
am  most  indebted  to  him  for  the  influence  of  his  kindly 
philosophy :  "Do  what  you're  best  able  to,  and  you  ain't 
gonna  be  sorry.    You  may  even  be  happy." 


Saint  Mart's  School 


The  Muffin  Man 


By  Betty  Bowles,  '50 


The  "frat"  house  was  at  one  end  of  the  horeshoe-shaped 
court,  at  the  proper  place  to  catch  the  after-game  crowds 
that  roar  out  of  the  stadium  and  into  town.  The  shouts 
were  unusually  deafening  this  Saturday  afternoon,  for 
U.L.O.  had  beat  the  pants  off  the  Walton  squad.  The 
victory  of  the  season.  Delta  Nu's  were  noted  for  their 
roof-raising  celebrations  of  gridiron  triumphs.  Bus  was 
aware  enough  of  it  to  make  sure  that  he  and  Lib  were 
back  at  the  house  in  time  to  get  his  money's  worth  of  the 
refreshments.  They  left  the  game  early.  When  their 
party  opened  the  front  door,  it  found  the  living  room 
almost  empty. 

"Way  t'  go,  baby!  How's  that  for  synchronization?" 
Bus  was  rubbing  his  hands  in  both  satisfaction  and  an- 
ticipation. "Now,  Mike,  while  you're  getting  the  first 
round,  hide  a  dozen  or  two  for  future  reference.  It  won't 
be  much  longer — uh —   Take  your  coats,  you  queens?" 

As  he  laid  the  girls'  wraps  on  the  window  seat,  a  skinny 
boy  strangely  clad  in  a  whole  suit,  and  tie,  came  out  of 
the  fast  thickening  throng  on  the  porch  into  the  room. 
His  hair,  although  still  well  slicked  down  in  spots,  was 
mostly  standing  straight  up.  When  he  saw  the  girls  and 
Bus  on  the  sofa  by  the  fire,  his  pimpled  face  broke  into 
an  unsure  grin. 

"Hi,  all,"  he  said  as  he  wandered  by. 

The  boy  on  the  divan  grabbed  him  by  the  trousers  leg 
and  replied,  "Anvil-head — Lib  Marsh  and  Cootie  Blades, 
this  is  Jesse  Danse,  a  pledge.  Go  see  what  the  deuce 
Mike's  doing  to  our  beer  in  the  basement.  I've  yelled 
myself  dry.    Some  game,  eh?" 

"It  sure  was,  but  did — " 

"Let's  have  a  little  tune,  folks.  What'll  it  be?"  cried 
Cootie,  beginning  to  wonder  what  it  was  in  the  basement 
that  was  more  alluring  than  she.  She  was  talking  fast 
to  ease  her  position  as  a  third  party.  She  was  losing 
ground. 

Lib  exclaimed,  "Bus,  who  is  that  spook?  Not  a  Delta 
Nu  pledge  ?" 

"Yep,  'fraid  so.  Remember  Mark  Danse,  our  president 
my  first  year?  His  little  brother.  But  he's  just  green. 
I  hear  Mark  was  the  same  way  when  he  came,  but,  God, 
if  it's  true,  I  don't  see  how  he  made  the  grade.  He  didn't 
have  a  big  brother." 

The  erowd  was  pouring  in,  and  Mike  returned  with  an 
indescribable  light  in  his  eye  and  three  beers.  Jesse, 
right  behind  him,  had  two  more. 

"The  pledge  is  gonna  give  us  a  toast  and  down  one  with 
us,  hch,  hen.    Aren't  you,  old  pal?" 

"Sure,  sure,"  he  answered,  grinning  in  the  same  be- 
wildered way.  "Well,  here's  to  j'our  children ;  may  they 
have  rich  parents.    Ho,  ho,  ha,  ha,  he — " 

An  uncomfortable  silence  was  followed  by  polite  female 
coughs,  and  a  groan  expressing  overtaxed  tolerance.  At 
least  there  was  enough  beer  to  float  that  lemon  down  the 
stream. 


Mike  winked  at  Lib  and  murmured,  "Three  more  will 
make  the  joker  or  break  him.     Any  bets?" 

Cootie's  shrill  voice  squealed,  "I'll  say  he'll  be  blind  in 
fifteen  minutes." 

"Sh-h." 

Jesse  was  standing  at  a  little  distance,  in  front  of  the 
fire. 

Bus  joined  in.  "Watch  closely,  ladies  and  gents,"  he 
said. 

Standing  up,  he  walked  to  the  fireplace,  the  half  empty 
can  in  his  hand. 

"Way  t'  go!  You'll  be  a  brother  yet,  kiddo.  What! 
Not  ready  for  number  two  ?  Hurry  up,  fella ;  3rou're  hold- 
ing up  a  rooney  party." 

Jesse  stammered,  "S-  -  well,  okay.  See,  sure.  Here  she 
goes." 

He  drained  his  can  and  left  for  the  basement.  In  three 
minutes  he  was  back. 

"I  brought  two  apiece  for  us  guys  and  one  for  the 
ladies,"  said  he  with  the  air  of  a  spaniel  who  had  just 
retrieved  a  stick.  And  Lib  patted  him  on  the  shoulder 
as  he  set  the  beers  down  on  the  tea  table. 

The  house  was  full  now.  Some  one  began  a  tune  on 
the  piano,  and  the  boisterous  crowd  rallied  round  to  sing. 

"I  won't  be  your  man  at  all 
If  I  can't  be  your  salty  dog. 
Honey,  let  me  be  your  salty  dog." 

As  the  chorus  of  the  last  verse  died  away,  everyone 
turned  to  see  Bus  standing  on  the  tea  table,  holding  Jesse 
below  by  the  back  of  the  collar. 

"Hurry,  hurry !  Come  and  see  the  Great  Jesse.  He 
drinks  a  gallon  of  beer  a  minute  without  so  much  as  bat- 
ting an  eye.  If  y'  hurry,  you'll  see  the  first  performance. 
Step  right  up.    Just  a  nickel  for  the  whole  show." 

Applause  and  laughter  heightened  Jesse's  delight  at 
being  the  center  of  attraction.  He  uttered  a.  foolish 
laugh,  feeling  strange  but  excellent.  Someone  thrust 
another  beer  at  him.  He  chugged  it.  The  girls  squealed; 
the  boys  shouted.  By  a  violent  effort,  he  gathered  enough 
initiative  to  bow..  Every  ounce  of  his  blood  rushed  to 
his  head,  and  he  nearly  fell  forward.  The  crowd  screamed 
with  laughter.  Still  giddy,  but  game  to  the  end,  he 
crawled  onto  the  table.  Bus  jumped  down.  Then  in  a 
hoarse  voice,  Jesse  began  to  sing : 

"Has  anybody  seen  the  Muffin  Man, 
Does  anybody  know  his  name? 
Does  anybody  know  the  Muffin  Man 
That  lives  in  Rosie  Lane?" 

The  crowd  joined  in,  and  the  skinny  boy,  wavering 
like  a  scarecrow  in  a  strong  wind,  remembered  the  little 
game  that  always  brought  the  house  down.     He  put  his 

— Continued  on  next  page. 
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Anything- -Once 

By  Cynthia  Davis,  '50 

I  will  try  anything — once.  That's  the  way  I  looked  on 
a  proposed  deep  sea  fishing  trip.  Fishing  did  not  interest 
me,  but  it  was  something  that  1  could  do  and  then  say 
that  I  had  done.  In  fact  it  might  even  be  fun;  I  didn't 
know.  I  was  completely  ignorant  concerning  deep  sea 
fishing,  deep  sea  fish,  boats,  waves,  or  any  related  subject. 
I  was  strictly  an  amateur. 

The  night  before  the  big  event  I  went  to  a  dance  and 
got  involved  in  some  parties  afterwards,  and  I  didn't  get 
home  until  three.  When  I  walked  in  I  was  greeted  by  a 
little  note  saying  that  we  were  to  be  at  the  dock  at  five 
and  that  T  should  set  my  alarm  clock  for  four.  Rage  and 
fury  overwhelmed  me.  Why  hadn't  someone  told  me  that 
one  went  fishing  at  the  unearthly  hour  of  five  o'clock  in 
the  morning! 

What  was  the  reason  for  fishing  at  that  hour?  Cer- 
tamlv  the  fish  would  be  asleen.  Or  does  a  fish  sleep?  It 
would  be  very  difficult  for  him  to  recline  because  he  has 
fins  on  the  ton  and  the  bottom  and  gills  on  the  side.  That 
leaves  the  front  and  back  ends.  T  am  positive  that  a  fish 
would  not  want  to  sleeu  on  his  nose,  and  I  am  enually 
sure  that  he  would  consider  his  tail  just  as  undesirable 
for  that  run-nose.  Therefore,  it  is  obvious  that  a  fish  is 
unable  to  lie  down.  If  a  fish  cannot  lie  down,  he  cannot 
sleen  because  one  must  lie  down  to  sleep.  Also  a  fish 
cannot  close  its  eyes  because  it  has  no  eyelids,  and  who 
ever  heard  of  sleeping  with  open  eves?  A  fish  just  cannot 
sle»p ;  so  people  have  to  get  up  at  five  to  try  to  catch  him. 

We  were  at  the  boat  at  five  and  were  loaded  on.  The 
Captain  started  up.  and  all  was  peaceful  and  calm.  I 
was  disappointed.  T  thought  that  it  was  going  to  be  like 
a  roller  coaster.  We  were  still  in  the  sound,  but  I  didn't 
know  it.  As  soon  as  we  got  into  the  inlet,  the  boat  began 
to  rock.  I  was  overjoyed.  What  fun  this  was  going  to 
be — an  unending  ride  on  a  roller  coaster ! 

The  fascination  of  the  waves  soon  wore  off,  and  I  began 
to  look  for  a  new  diversion.  The  Captain  suggested  that 
we  fish.  I  was  very  enthusiastic  and  offered  to  bait  the 
hook  if  he  would  give  me  a  worm.  Everyone  gave  me  a 
cold  look ;  so  I  began  to  meditate  on  the  waves  and  on 
my  social  blunder.  Later  I  was  told  that  one  doesn't  use 
worms  to  bait  deep  sea  hooks — one  uses  pieces  of  metal. 
Can  you  imagine  any  creature  being  dumb  enough  to  bite 


a  piece  of  metal  ?  I  should  think  that  a  fish  would  not  be 
so  rash  as  to  bite  something  without  investigating  first, 
although  it  may  be  that  fish  resemble  people  and  are 
always  attracted  by  glitter. 

Nevertheless  the  hooks  got  baited,  and  we  began  to 
deep-sea-fish.  All  one  had  to  do  was  sit  in  a  chair  and 
hold  a  pole.  Elementary — until  one  came  in  contact  with 
that  little  piece  of  machinery  on  the  pole  known  as  a  reel. 
One  look  was  enough  to  convince  me  that  I  would  never 
conquer  its  mysteries.  I  returned  to  my  contemplation 
of  waves  and  fishing. 

Why  fish  anyway?  What  did  I  want  with  a  monstros- 
ity of  a  fish  ?  I  had  been  told  that  it  was  not  the  fish  I 
wanted  but  to  catch  it.  The  trouble  was  that  I  did  not 
want  to  catch  one.  It  took  hours  of  struggling  and  wind- 
ing on  the  reel  only  to  see  the  fish  swim  away  and  reel 
out  the  line.  Every  time  one  of  my  companions  would 
reel  in,  the  fish  would  reel  out.  An  endless  procedure  and 
a  waste  of  time  because  when,  one  did  get  the  fish  it  was 
worthless.  Most  game  fish  cannot  be  eaten.  Reeling  in 
looked  like  work  to  me,  and  I  thought  that  fishing  was 
supposed  to  be  for  pleasure.     I  did  not  comprehend. 

By  this  time  I  was  not  comprehending  much  of  any- 
thing except  waves.  This  could  account  for  my  definitely 
prejudiced  attitude  concerning  fishing.  It  seems  that  the 
waves  which  I  had  been  so  fond  of  had  got  on  my  nerves, 
or  I  should  say  stomach.  I  seemed  incapable  of  moving 
from  one  chair  near  the  rail.  The  desire  to  live  was 
quickly  taking  on  the  aspect  of  a  passing  fancy.  Why 
live — if  I  must  live  in  this  inferno  of  motion? 

I  do  not  recall  what  occurred  during  the  remainder  of 
the  trip  except  that  we  finally  returned  to  dry,  still  land. 
I  am  still  an  amateur  fisherman,  and  I  intend  to  remain 
in  that  state  indetinitelv.     I  have  been  fishing — once. 


(Continued  from  page  6) 

newly-filled  beer  glass  on  his  head.     All  fingers  pointed 
at  him. 

"Jesse  knows,  Jesse  knows, 

Jesse  knows  his  name. 

Jesse  knows  the  Muffin  Man 

That  lives— oh !" 


The  glass  had  fallen,  its  contents  drenching  several 
girls.     Jesse  fell,  too. 

Bus  cried,  "Somebody  help  me  get  this  drunk  upstairs. 
Come  on,  you  little  fool.     Can't  hold  your  damn  beer." 

Coming  down  the  stairs  a  few  minutes  later,  Bus  sighed. 
"Damn  these  babies.  Excuse  me,  Lib,  but  a  guy  that 
doesn't  know  how  to  party  just  ought  t'go  to  bed.  He'll 
get  hell  at  chapter  meeting." 


Saint  Mary's  School 


There  Ought  To  Be  a  Law 


By  Carolyn  Kizer,  '50 


That's  Shane 


By  Cynthia  Davis,  '50 


The  two  of  them  stood  there  nervous  as  kittens  in  a 
thunderstorm.  Ella  had  a  reason  to  be  nervous,  I  guess, 
but  Crip  had  been  married  before.  Us  officers  kidded  him 
about  it. 

"Whateha  scared  of,  Crip?  This  ain't  yore  first  experi- 
ence with  matrimony." 

"Maybe  that's  the  trouble,"  says  Crip,  grinning  sidewise 
at  Ella.    "Maybe  I  know  what  I'm  in  for." 

Well,  sir,  the  justice  of  the  peace  tied  the  knot  pretty 
as  you  please,  and  soon  as  he  finished,  us  witnesses 
crowded  around  Mr.  and  Miz  Crip  Hale.  Seems  like  there 
never  was  a  weddin'  with  so  many  officers  of  the  law 
present,  but  Crip  had  been  courthouse  janitor  for  fifteen 
years  and  asked  us  specially  to  come.  The  newlyweds 
wouldn't  answer  our  questions  about  where  they  were 
goin'  to  live  or  if  they  were  goin'  anywhere  on  their 
honeymoon.    They  just  got  out  as  soon  as  they  could. 

I  don't  guess  I  would  of  thought  much  more  about  it 
if  it  hadn't  been  for  all  the  cpiestions  Charlie  Hendrix 
asked  when  he  got  ready  to  write  a  piece  about  the  wed- 
din' for  the  paper.  He  was  curious  about  Crip's  first  mar- 
riage and  what  had  happened  to  his  first  wife.  I  told  him 
I  thought  she  was  dead,  but  that  didn't  satisfy  him.  You 
know  how  Charlie  always  has  to  find  out  things  for  him- 
self. "Well,  him  and  I  drove  up  to  Little  Mountain  where 
Crip's  cabin  was.  We  figgered  some  of  the  neighbors 
should  be  able  to  tell  us  something.  When  we  saw  a 
shack  that  had  four-five  kids  playin'  around  it,  we  stopped 
and  asked  for  their  maw. 

A  woman  came  to  the  door.  "We're  lookin'  fer  Crip 
Hale's  house,"  I  says.  "Wonder  if  you  could  show  us  the 
way." 

"Whateha  want  with  the  Hales?" 

"Well,"  says  Charlie,  'Tin  fixin'  to  write  a  piece  for  the 
paper  about  Crip,  and  I  jes'  wanted  to  find  out  about  his 
family  an'  all.  Do  you  know  whatever  became  of  Miz 
Hale?" 

"Yes,  stranger,  I  reckon  I  does.  Ain't,  nothin'  become  of 
her.    I'm  her." 

"Oh,  but  I'm  talkin'  'bout  Miz  Crip  Hale,  Crip's  wife." 

"I'm  her.    What's  yore  business?" 

Well,  sir,  you  could  of  knocked  me  over  with  a  feather. 
Charlie  too. 

Finally  Charlie  says,  "Miz  Hale,  did  you  know  Crip  got 
married  today?" 

"Crip  married?  Well,  ain't  that  jes'  like  a  man!  Run 
off  and  leave  me  with  nine  kids  to  raise !" 

We  didn't  know  what  to  say;  so  we  didn't  say  nothin'. 
But  she  wasn't  through. 

"There  ought  to  be  a  law  against  sech  as  that !" 


;___ 


Shane  Russell,  that  is  his  name.  Tall  and  blond  he  is, 
with  a  Greek  god  build,  but  he  has  one  peculiar  trait  that 
makes  him  an  individual.  It  is  something  that  you  cannot 
put  into  words.  In  fact,  words  are  not  exactly  in  his  line. 
How  would  you  explain  his  actions  in  this  incident? 

When  I  was  visiting  at  the  beach,  my  hosts  went  out  of 
town  for  the  day.  Shane  offered  to  entertain  me,  and  I 
was  delighted.  Who  wouldn't  be  ?  At  this  time  I  did  not 
know  about  Shane.  We  were  going  to  start  the  day  off 
right  with  a  swim.  Just  as  we  reached  the  breakers,  I 
noticed  a  huge  creature  in  the  water.  I  asked  him,  "What 
is  that  huge  blue  creature  in  the  water?" 

"Don't  know.    Must  be  a  fish." 

"Fish  or  no  fish  I  don't  like  it !  Let's  get  out  quick,  or 
it  will  eat  us  up !" 

"I  doubt  it." 

"Let's  get  out !" 

"If  it  pleases  you." 

We  got  out,  but  I  think  that  he  wanted  to  stay  in  be- 
cause the  water  was  rough  just  as  men  like  it.  He  didn't 
think  that  a  fish  was  sufficient  reason  to  get  out  of  the 
water.  I  overheard  him  mumbling  something  about  the 
ocean  being  made  for  fish  to  swim  in,  but  he  was  agree- 
able.   We  lay  down  on  the  beach  and  watched  the  waves. 

"Look  at  that  creature  now  !    I  know  it's  a  whale !" 

Shane  looked  and  said  that  it  was  unusual  to  see  such 
a  big  fish  in  the  breakers.  But  after  all  we  were  on  the 
beach  and  the  fish  was  in  the  water.     Why  worry? 

I  didn't  worry,  but  I  was  curious. 

"Are  fish  blue  ?" 

"Sometimes." 

"Are  they  white?" 

"Sometimes." 

"Do  they  lie  still?" 

"Sometimes — if  they  are  dead." 

"Then  it's  a  dead  blue  and  white  fish." 

"So  what?" 

"Let's  go  see  it." 

"You  won't  like  the  smell." 

"Let's  go  anyway.    I'll  hold  my  nose." 

"If  it  pleases  you." 

We  went.  Just  as  we  got  to  the  water  a  wave  deposited 
the  creature  at  our  feet. 

"Look!    It's  a  man,  and  he's  dead!" 

"So  what?    More  business  for  the  undertakers." 

"He's  all  blown  up  and  blue !" 

"Salt  water." 

"He  hasn't  got  any  eyes  or  toes." 

"Crabs  eat  dead  things." 

"Why  do  his  arms  and  legs  stick  straight  out?" 

"Rigor  mortis." 

"It's  horrible  !   Let's  go  home  quick  !    I  can't  stand  it !" 

"If  it  pleases  you." 

That's  Shane  for  you. 
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Bull 


By  Ann  Shuford,  '50 


Yes,  sir,  I  still  recollect  as  good  as  ever  when  that  first 
train  come  through  Arden.  When  them  railway  agents 
come  to  see  Pa  about  buyin'  a  patch  of  his  land,  Pa  at 
first  refused  'em.  He  told  them  city  fellers  that  he  didn't 
aim  to  have  no  fancy  train  runuin'  through  his  good  pas- 
ture land.  They  used  so  many  of  the  gol  derndest  words 
that  Pa  finally  give  in. 

Them  tracks  was  put  down,  and  for  a  mighty  long- 
while  we  didn't  hear  no  more  about  that  train.  Us  hard- 
workin'  folks  was  bus.y  gittin'  our  hoein'  done  so  as  we'd 
have  feed  fer  the  cattle  come  bad  weather. 

On  this  here  particular  day  all  eight  of  us — Ma,  Pa, 
and  us  six  kids — was  workin'  awful  hard  to  git  that  patch 
hoed  out  afore  dinner  so  as  we  could  go  vi'sitin'  that 
afternoon.  I  don't  recollect  when  I've  ever  been  so  hot. 
The  sweat  was  jest  rollin'  down  my  back  and  all  over 
my  face.  We  was  all  set  on  gittin'  hit  done  and  warn't 
payin'  no  mind  to  nothin'  else.  So  when  Pa  raised  up  to 
listen  nobody  noticed.     We  jest  hoed  right  on. 

Then  we  heerd  hit.  Pa  yelled,  "Run  fer  yer  life,  kids. 
Brown's  bull  is  loose  agin." 

Well,  sir,  we  didn't  wait  fer  no  second  invite.  We  run 
fer  the  barn  as  hard  as  we  could.  We  didn't  look  back, 
neither,  till  we  was  all  thar.  Pa,  he'd  stayed  back  to  see 
that  we  all  got  thar  safe  'n'  soun'.  Then  he  come  runnin'. 
All  of  us  was  out  of  breath,  so  none  of  us  said  nary  a  thing 
fer  a  long  while.  After  a  spell  Ma  managed  to  say, 
"Reckon  hit's  gone  yit?" 

Pa  mumbled,  "We  stay  hyar  till  we're  denied  shore." 

Right  then  the  commotion  begun  agin,  and  we  all  held 
our  breath. 


REPENTANCE 

By  Mary  Anne  Rose,  '50 

I  poured  out  my  heart  to  myself, 
And  as  I  did,  I  saw  myself 
As  never  before. 
I  saw  my  past  and  my  present 
And  I  wanted  to  cast  them  aside, 
To  wash  them  away  with  tears. 

I  poured  out  my  heart  to  myself, 
And  as  I  did,  I  saw  that  evil 
Overruled  all  the  goodness  in  me. 
I  knew  the  worthlessness  of  my  life, 
And  in  an  instant  sublime 
I  repented. 

I  poured  out  my  heart  to  my  God, 

And  as  I  did,  I  sought  undue  forgiveness 

And  pledged  my  future 

In  oblation  to  Him. 

Tears  bedimmed  my  eyes 

And  I  was  cleansed. 


"By  gosh,  that  hain't  no  bull  over  thar,  or  if'n  hit  is, 
hit  shore  am  on  fire."  That  brillyunt  remark  come  fruin 
my  youngest  brother,  Jake. 

Jest  then  a  big  black  thing  rounded  the  bend  followin' 
them  railroad  tracks.  At  first  I  thought  Ma  was  goin' 
to  pass  clean  out,  but  she  didn't.  The  big  black  thing 
went  right  on  by  us,  but  we  stayed  thar  fer  a  long  time 
afore  we  could  git  up  enough  courage  to  come  down. 

Hit  didn't  take  us  long  to  spread  the  news  around. 
When  night  come  the  whole  neighborhood  was  down  at 
the  new  station.  Come  time  fer  hit  to  come  back  through 
we  was  all  excited.  Finally  hit  puffed  up  and  stopped. 
Old  Ned  was  standin'  thar,  and  I  'member  him  sayin', 
"That  new-fangled  thing  shore  sounds  mighty  tired.  I 
would  be  too,  I  reckon,  if  I'd  been  on  as  long  a  trip  as  hit 
has." 

Nobody  never's  yet  forgot  that  day,  an'  I  don't  reckon 
they  ever  will. 

Well,  that's  all  thar  is  to  my  story ;  so  I  reckon  I'd  best 
git  along  home  afore  hit  gits  too  dark  to  see  the  path.  See 
you  fellers  tomorrow  if  nothin'  don't  hinder  me. 


FAITH 

By  Betsy  Carter,  '49 

Haunted  eyes  of  men  condemned, 

Bewildered  shrieks  of  those  deranged- 

Behind  bars, 

Begging 

Freedom. 

Crowded,  filthy  city  slums, 
Body-cluttered  battlefields 
Where  Death  walks 
In  grey 
Silence. 

Souls  bereft  of  confidence, 

Hearts  without  the  spark  of  faith 

Are  filled  with 

Clawing 

Fear. 

A  world  that's  full  of  Man's  distress, 

Sadness,  horror,  lack  of  strength, 

Confused  thoughts 

About 

Truth. 

But  men  who  know  there  is  a  God 
Abide  in  Faith  and  Hope  and  Love, 
Conquer  doubts 
And  find 
Peace. 


Saint  Mart's  School 


Old  Man  Newton 


By  Gkace  Norswokthy,  '50 


The  Pot  of  Gold 


By  Betty  Bowles,  '50 


As  long  as  anybody  around  here  can  remember,  Old 
Man  Newton  has  been  living  back  in  the  Big  Piney  Woods. 
He  is  almost  a  legend.  Once  a  month  he  comes  riding 
into  town  on  his  old  black  mule.  He  hardly  ever  speaks 
to  anybody;  he  just  buys  what  he  comes  for  and  goes  back 
to  his  lonely  shack. 

I  was  down  that  way  myself  last  week,  squirrel  hunt- 
ing, when  I  came  across  his  cabin.  I  had  no  idea  where 
I  was  until  I  saw  him  coming  out  of  the  swamp  on  the 
other  side  of  the  clearing.  It  scared  me  to  see  him  rising 
up  out  of  nowhere  like  that  in  the  early  dawn.  It  scared 
me  worse  to  see  that  he  had  a  gun  in  his  hand  and  was 
making  right  toward  me. 

He  is  a  big  man,  about  six  foot  three,  and  sort  of  leans 
forward  when  he  walks.     His  arms  are  so  long  that  his 
fingers  come  nearly  to  his  knees.     His  beard  and  hair  are 
long,  too,  and  all  white  and  matted.    An  old  jingle  I  had 
heard  slipped  into  my  mind : 
"My  hair  is  long. 
My  eyes  are  red. 
My  teeth  are  sharp. 

I  wants 
Nigger-meat,  nigger-meat,  nigger-meat." 

Well,  sir,  I  wanted  to  run,  but  that  didn't  seem  friendly. 
So  I  called  to  him,  "Hello,  there !" 

Old  Man  Newton  didn't  say  a  word.  He  just  kept  com- 
ing until  he  was  about  fifty  feet  from  me.  He  stopped 
and  leveled  the  shotgun  at  me.  'What's  yore  name, 
boy?" 

I  took  another  look  at  the  gun.  "I'm  Ike  Gray,  Tom 
Gray's  boy." 

He  lowered  the  gun,  and  I  began  to  breathe  again.  Old 
Man  Newton  came  up  closer  and  peered  at  me  from  under 
shaggy  eyebrows. 

"So  you're  Tom  Gray's  boy.  You  look  enough  like  him. 
Ain't  he  ever  learned  you  better  than  to  hunt  on  other 
folks's  land  that's  posted  ?"  He  beckoned  for  me  to  come 
closer.  "Hand  over  what  you  killed.  And  don't  try  to 
hide  out  on  me ;  I  see  them  squirrel  tails  hangin'  out  of 
yore  pocket." 

"I  didn't  know  anybody  lived  out  here,"  I  defended 
myself. 

"They  do,"  he  replied  and  held  out  a  knotted  hand  for 
the  squirrels.  I  gave  them  to  him  and  regretfully  watched 
him  put  them  in  his  own  pocket.  He  raised  the  gun  again. 
"Now  start  rim n in'  and  don't  stop  until  you  hit  the  road. 
And  don't  come  back  here  a-shootin'  up  my  squirrels 
neither." 

I  started  walking  off. 

Old  Man  Newton  shook  the  squirrels  after  me.  "Walk 
faster'n  that,  boy." 

I  had  reached  the  edge  of  the  clearing  and  entered  the 
heavy  swamp.  When  I  was  sure  he  couldn't  see  me,  I 
sneaked  around  to  the  other  side  of  the  clearing  and  lay 
down  in  a  clump  of  tall  grasses. 

He  was  standing  there  with  the  squirrels  still  in  his 
hand.    His  head  was  bent  down.    He  turned  it  one  way 


For  most  people  a  cold  day  illuminated  by  a  glaring 
sun  in  a  chalky  sky  does  not  bring  back  many  pleasant 
memories;  it  usually  signifies  frostbitten  feet  and  hands 
and  pink  noses.  But  for  me  it  calls  to  mind  a  delightful 
adolescent  pastime.  To  ride  my  frisk}'  mare  through  the 
lane  that  winds  between  two  ancient  oaks  below  the  barn, 
to  prance  into  the  open,  dry  field,  and  then  to  frolic  in 
the  surrounding  woodland  was  a  pleasure  that  lovers  of 
the  wide,  intriguing  countryside  can  understand.  Al- 
though I  am  an  admirer  of  scenic  beauty,  I  have  especially 
cherished  these  excursions  for  another  reason. 

Bodily  exertion  has  always  appealed  to  me,  the  volun- 
tary type  more  than  any  other — such  as  horseback  riding. 
I  like  to  be  my  own  master;  therefore  riding  is  a  twofold 
augmenter  of  my  free  spirit.  Try  to  imagine  an  exalta- 
tion greater  than  that  found  in  galloping  unchecked 
through  wide  brown  fields  and  limitless  woods.  It  is 
impossible — or  it  was  so  for  me.  Each  echo  of  a  hoof-beat 
was  the  cry  of  a  care  left  behind  to  die.  Each  gust  of 
wind  that  tangled  my  hair  and  beat  redness  into  my 
cheeks  blew  away  another  earthy  thought.  The  end  of 
the  rainbow  was  waiting  around  the  next  evergreen-lined 
bend. 

The  pot  of  gold  is  seldom  in  the  expected  place.  I  could 
never  find  it  by  a  furious,  far-reaching  search.  But  let 
me  exhaust  myself  in  those  wild  dashes,  and  then,  looking 
at  the  bleak,  winter  picturesqueness,  I  would  find  my 
treasure — in  the  loathsome  world  I  would  have  escaped. 

These  mild  battles  and  hearty  reconciliations  with  daily 
life  were  never  conscious,  so  gradual  was  the  evolution 
from  the  former  into  the  latter.  I  merely  began  my  ex- 
peditions glad  to  be  going  into  the  wilderness  and  was 
strangely  content  each  time  to  come  out  of  it.  Much  less 
did  these  occurrences  then  reveal  great  truths.  But  now, 
in  reflection,  I  derive  a  tiny  moral  from  them :  the  fire 
of  discontent  will  not  burn  when  kindled  with  joy. 


and  then  another  as  if  listening  to  make  sure  I  was  gone. 
Then  he  straightened  up  with  relief,  and  beckoned  toward 
the  cabin. 

The  cabin  door  opeired ;  and  an  old  woman,  cpiite  as  old 
as  Old  Man  Newton,  came  out,  walking  with  a  peculiar 
waddle  and  swing.  Old  Man  Newton  laid  down  the  gun 
and  squirrels.  "It's  all  right  now,  Mammy.  Nobody  to 
be  afraid  of.  Long  as  I'm  here  ain't  nobody  gonna  bother 
you." 

The  old  woman  clapped  her  pudgy  hands  and  laughed 
shrilly.  She  snatched  up  the  squirrels,  hugged  them,  and 
scuttled  off,  gibbering  all  the  while  to  herself.  Old  Man 
Newton  picked  up  the  gun  and  disappeared  into  the 
swamp  again. 

As  for  me,  I  had  seen  enough.  I  ran  like  Old  Man 
Newton  had  told  me  and  was  pretty  glad  to  see  that  high- 
road again  and  the  sun  coming  up  at  last. 
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News  of  ALUMNAE 


By  Doka  S.  Winters,  Alumnae  Secretary 


■fllumnae  l?<ztf--$une  4,  1949 


REUNION  CLASSES 
1899  *  1909  *  1919  *  1924  *  1929  *  1934  *  1939  *  1944  *  1948 


The  Alumnae  Council  is  busily  planning  to  make  Alum- 
nae Day,  1949,  a  big  occasion.  Already  we  have  lined  up 
a  most  interesting  speaker  for  our  luncheon — Dr.  Isabel 
Hester  Perry,  '11,  formerly  of  Henderson,  now  Executive 
Secretary  of  the  Sub-Committee  of  Oncology  of  the  Na- 
tional Council  of  Research  in  Washington,  D.  C. 

In  addition  to  Dr.  Perry  we  had  hoped  to  have  Dr. 
Eleanor  Thomas,  whom  many  of  you  will  remember  as 
the  Lady  Principal  at  Saint  Mary's  from  1905-19,  on  hand 
as  a  special  guest.  Miss  Thomas  is  now  head  of  the  Eng- 
lish department  at  Flora  Stone  Mather  College  in  Cleve- 
land, Ohio,  where  she  recently  made  headlines  in  the 
Cleveland  paper  in  celebration  of  her  thirty  years  at  the 
college.  As  exams  are  scheduled  at  Mather  College  at  the 
time  of  our  commencement  celebration,  Miss  Thomas  will 
not  be  able  to  join  us.  However,  we  shall  try  to  get  her 
another  time. 

We  are  hoping  that  many  of  you  will  come  for  the 
meeting  and  luncheon,  whether  or  not  this  is  your  reunion 
year.  We  would  like  to  have  all  of  the  local  chapters 
well  represented.  So  each  of  you  talk  up  a  carload  and 
drive  over  for  the  day  or  for  the  week-end.  Here  is  a 
list  of  the  week-end's  activities : 

Friday,       June  3 8:15  P.M. — Commencement  Play 

Saturday,  June  4 11:00  A.M. — Sophomore    Class    Day 

Exercises 

12 :00  Noon — Annual  Alumnae  Asso- 
ciation Meeting 

1 :00  P.M. — Alumnae  Luncheon 

4  :00  P.M.— Senior  Class  Day 
Exercises 

8:30  P.M.— Glee  Club   Concert 

Sunday,      June  5 11:00  A.M. — Baccalaureate    Sermon 

5:00  P.M.— Organ  Recital  and 
Alu  m  n  a  e  Memorial 
Service 

Monday,     June  6 10:30  A.M. — Graduating    Exercises 

At  the  Annual  Meeting,  we  shall  hear  the  results  of  the 
Dining  Room  Fund  drive  and  the  reports  of  the  chapter 
activities  during  the  year.  We  shall  also'  have  the  im- 
portant task  of  electing  a  new  president  of  the  Alumnae 


Association.     This  will  give  you  an  opportunity  to  exer- 
cise your  vote  as  an  active  member  of  the  association. 

Now  is  the  time  to  make  jrour  plans.  Reservations  at 
the  Sir  Walter  and  the  Carolina  Hotels  will  be  hard  to  get 
if  you  wait  much  longer.  If  you  have  any  difficulty  find- 
ing a  place  to  stay,  let  us  know  and  we  will  help  you. 

Approximately  200  alumnae  were  on  hand  for  the  meet- 
ing and  luncheon  last  June — a  record  attendance.  But 
we  are  hoping  for  even  more  of  you  to  come  to  Alumnae 
Day,  1949. 

Seven  Down --Three  to  Go 

"Seven  come  eleven"  is  the  usual  plea,  but,  at  the  risk 
of  breaking  our  luck,  the  Alumnae  Association  is  plead- 
ing for  only  three. ,  You  see,  we  have  $7,000  for  the  Din- 
ing Room  Fund,  and  we  need  $3,000  more  to  complete 
our  goal  of  an  even  $10,000  by  June. 

Contributions  made  directly  to  the  Dining  Room  Fund 
already  this  year  are : 

Alumnae  chapters  $    302.55 

Personal  gifts  by  alumnae 1,148.00 

Total $1,450.55 

Alumnae  chapters  that  have  contributed  through  chap- 
ter projects  are  the  Raleigh,  Wilmington  and  Asheville 
chapters.  Alumnae  who  have  given  personally  are :  Mrs. 
J.  Lawrence  Sprunt  (nee  Annie  Gray  Nash),  of  Wilming- 
ton; Mrs.  Hargrove  Bellamy  (nee  Sarah  Lyell  Smedes), 
of  Wilmington ;  Poncie  Dawson  of  Cramerton;  Mrs.  Paul 
Dickerman  II  (nee  Margaret  Gold  Swindell),  of  Walling- 
ford,  Conn.;  and  Mrs.  Robert  Hanes  (nee  Mildred  Bor- 
den), of  Winston-Salem.  Our  sincerest  thanks  go  to  the 
chapters  and  alumnae  responsible  for  these  gifts,  espe- 
cially to  Mildred  Borden  Hanes  for  her  very  generous  con- 
tribution of  $1,000  to  the  fund. 

Last  year  the  chapters  contributed  a  total  of  $1,005.38 
to  the  Dining  Room  Fund.  We  are  counting  on  the  same 
enthusiastic  support  this  year — and  we  must  have  it  in 
order  to  achieve  our  goal.  So  let  us  hear  from  all  of  the 
chapters  that  have  not  had  projects  this  year.  We  shall 
be  glad  to  help  you  plan  one. 
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Saint  Mary's  School 


@lt&v2tel  jQ.ound.-up 


GOLDSBORO 

At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  Goldsboro  Saint  Mary's 
alumnae  Mrs.  Paul  Borden  (Martha  Gold  Winstead)  was 
elected  president;  Mrs.  A.  H.  Zealy,  Jr.  (Susan  Collier), 
vice-president;  Mrs.  John  Spicer,  Jr.  (Cokie  Collier),  sec- 
retary-treasurer; and  Mrs.  J.  W.  Edmundson  (Mabel 
Humphrey),  reporter.  Twenty  alumnae  paid  their  dues 
to  the  treasurer.  It  was  decided  to  revise  the  chapter  list 
as  many  alumnae  have  moved  from  and  others  have  come 
to  live  in  Goldsboro.  This  list  will  be  sent  in  to  the 
Alumnae  Office  at  an  early  date.  Mabel  Edmonson  was 
asked  to  send  in  a  report  of  the  tea  given  at  Christmas 
time  for  the  Saint  Mary's  girls  who  were  home  for  the 
holidays  and  for  their  parents. 

Cokie  Collier  Spicer, 

Secretary-Treasurer 

*  *     # 

A  Wednesday  afternoon  tea  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Paul 
Borden  honored  five  girls,  students  at  Saint  Mail's  School 
and  Junior  College  in  Raleigh,  who  are  at  home  for  the 
holidays.  They  are  Misses  Virginia  McFarland,  Susan 
Jenkins,  Elizabeth  Kornegay,  Anna  Frank  Strosnider, 
and  Millie  Cobb.  The  honorees  were  in  the  receiving  line. 
Guests  were  greeted  at  the  door  by  Mrs.  Paul  Borden. 

Those  invited  to  call  were  mothers  of  the  honorees  and 
alumnae  of  the  college.  Approximately  forty  guests 
attended. 

In  the  dining  room,  from  a  green  taffeta  covered  table, 
Mrs.  Donnell  Cobb  poured  punch,  and  was  assisted  by 
Mrs.  Sedalia  Gold  of  Chapel  Hill  in  serving  hot  chicken 
pies,  open-face  sandwiches  and  accompaniments.  Mrs. 
Gold  is  the  guest  of  Mrs.  Borden.  The  table  appointments 
were  silver  candelabra  holding  red  candles  and  an  ar- 
rangement   of    Christmas    balls. — (Reprinted    from    the 

Goldsboro  News- Argus.) 

#  *     # 

Mrs.  John  Dortch  Lewis  (Caroline  Stenhouse)  and  Mrs. 
Tom  O'Berry  (Ellen  Lewis),  with  their  husbands,  at- 
tended the  inauguration  ceremonies  for  President  Tru- 
man in  Washington.        ,.  ,    ,  TT        ,         _, , 

Mabel  Humphrey  Edmonson, 

Reporter 

OXFORD 

The  second  meeting  of  the  Oxford  Saint  Mary's  Alum- 
nae was  held  on  February  10,  1949,  at  the  home  of  Mrs. 
C.  H.  Brewer.  A  delicious  buffet  luncheon  was  served  to 
22  of  our  32  members,  ranging  from  the  class  of  1897  to 
1940.  After  luncheon  Miss  Dora  Winters,  Alumnae  Sec- 
retary, spoke  to  us  of  the  many  wonderful  improvements 
that  have  been  completed  at  Saint  Mary's  and  of  many 
more  planned  for  the  future.  However,  the  greatest  need 
at  the  present  is  still  that  old  "bugaboo,"  the  dining  room. 
During  the  business  meeting  Mrs.  Henry  Hunt  and  Mrs. 
John  Perry  Hall  were  elected  to  head  a  Project  Com- 
mittee and  decide  how  we  should  raise  funds  for  the 
dining  room.    Eleven  dollars  was  donated  at  this  meeting 


for  the  future  project.  We  decided  to  have  one  luncheon 
meeting  a  year,  and  a  committee  of  Mrs.  Tom  Evins,  Mrs. 
J.  A.  Watkins  and  Mrs.  Charles  Hancock  was  appointed 
to  promote  and  handle  that  meeting.  The  same  officers 
were  re-elected  for  another  year : 

President — Mrs.  Joe  Baird 

Vice-President — Mrs.  Rives  Taylor 

Secretary  and  Reporter — Mrs.  George  Duffy 

Treasurer — Mrs.  J.  P.  Harris,  Jr. 
with  the   addition  of  Mrs.  Frank  Bullock  as  Assistant 
Treasurer. 

Respectfully  submitted, 

Helen  Rose  Witten  Duffy 

CHARLOTTE 

A  letter  from  Mrs.  L.  B.  Newell  (Annie  Rogers)  an- 
nounces that  the  Charlotte  Chapter  is  planning  a  meeting 
in  the  near  future.  They  are  also  planning  to  give  another 
donation  to  help  on  the  dining  room.  They  topped  our 
list  last  year  with  a  gift  of  $176.50. 

NORFOLK 

On  November  3,  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Chapter  of 
Norfolk,  Va.,  met  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Walter  Whichard 
with  seven  members  attending.  The  meeting  was  called 
to  order  by  Mrs.  C.  W.  Salley,  after  which  the  minutes 
of  the  last  meeting  were  read  by  the  secretary.  The  presi- 
dent then  read  the  letter  from  the  alumnae  secretary  and 
a  letter  from  Mary  R.  Davis  asking  for  contributions  to 
the  Dining  Room  Fund.  The  meeting  was  thrown  into 
an  open  discussion  of  ways  of  raising  money.  It  was 
decided  to  postpone  this  and  concentrate  on  increasing 
membership  in  order  that  the  chapter  would  become  a 
working  organization. 

After  tentative  plans  for  a  dinner  meeting'  in  the  spring, 
the  meeting  adjourned. 

Eloise  Broughton  Whyte, 

Secretary 

GASTON  COUNTY 

On  Friday,  January  28,  the  Gaston  County  Chapter  had 
its  second  luncheon  meeting  at  the  country  club  in  Gas- 
tonia.  The  president,  Kitty  Williamson  Robinson,  pre- 
sided. A  letter  was  read  from  Mary  Richardson  Davis, 
president  of  the  Alumnae  Association. 

Plans  for  a  bridge  benefit  were  discussed.  The  second 
week  following  Easter  was  the  tentative  date  set.  Mrs. 
C.  C.  Dawson  of  Cramerton  most  generously  offered  the 
use  of  her  home  for  the  occasion.  There  will  be  a  called 
meeting  to  appoint  committees  and  make  definite  plans. 

Annie  Speed  Mangum  Tate  was  elected  as  the  new  sec- 
retary.    The  present  secretary  is  moving  to  Atlanta. 

There  were  ten  members  present  and  one  guest,  Sarah 
Dawson  Davis  of  Henderson. 

Florence  Withers  Reinhardt, 

Secretary 
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Makch  1949 


WINSTON-SALEM 

New  officers  for  the  year  were  elected  on  February  9 
at  the  meeting  of  the  Winston-Salem  chapter  of  the  Saint 
Mary's  Alumnae  Association.  Mrs.  Wallace  Dunn,  Jr., 
was  elected  president;  Mrs.  O.  K.  LaRoque,  Jr.,  vice-presi- 
dent ;  Annette  Chance,  secretary ;  Lula  Hall  Vance,  treas- 
urer; and  Mrs.  Eugene  Vogler,  Jr.,  program  chairman. 

The  members  of  the  chapter  were  entertained  at  a 
coffee  by  Mrs.  W.  A.  Goodson  at  her  home  on  Arbor 
Road.  Miss  Dora  Winters,  alumnae  secretary,  talked  to 
the  group  on  the  changes,  improvements  and  future  plans 
on  the  campus.  She  discussed  the  coming  commencement 
and  announced  that  the  Alumnae  Day  speaker  will  be  Dr. 
Isabel  Hester  Perry,  the  executive  secretary  of  the  Sub- 
Committee  on  Oncology  of  the  National  Council  of  Re- 
search. 

Fourteen  members  were  present. 

Agues  Peschau  Willis, 

Secretary 

NEW  BERN 

The  Alumnae  Office  wrote  to  Nina  Gibbs  Jacobs  (Mrs. 
H.  M.)  and  Frances  Roberts  in  New  Bern  in  January. 
Both  are  interested  in  organizing  a  chapter  there.  Mrs. 
Jacobs  writes :  "I  have  contacted  several  alumnae  here 
who  are  interested.  ...  I  believe  all  old  Saint  Mary's  girls 
here  would  love  to  have  a  chapter — and  we  should  have 
one — if  we  can  only  get  started."  She  herself  is  unable 
to  take  an  active  part  in  organizing  the  chapter  now  be- 
cause of  illness.  Won't  some  of  you  energetic  alumnae 
down  there  help  Frances  Roberts  get  the  group  together 
this  spring? 

Alumnae  Secretary 

SCOTLAND  NECK 

A  note  from  Miss  Nannie  Lamb,  president  of  the  Scot- 
land Neck  Chapter,  announces  that  the  chapter  will  have 
its  annual  meeting  in  the  near  future.  She  sent  in  the 
following  chapter  news. 

Mrs.  J.  H.  Durham  (Nan  Smith),  '82,  is  spending  the 
winter  in  Florida  with  friends. 

Louise  Hall,  '38,  who  has  been  working  Chapel  Hill  is 
at  home  on  leave  of  absence  for  the  remainder  of  the 
school  year. 

Mrs.  G.  R.  Gammon  (Rebecca  Bryant),  '37,  has  just 
moved  into  her  new  home.  G.  R.  has  just  bought  a  new 
farm  and  built  a  new  house. 

Mrs.  Sidney  R.  Williams  (Ann  Bryant),  '38,  is  living 
in  Scotland  Neck  and  working  in  Halifax. 

CHAPEL  HILL 

Sibyl  Goerch  Powe  (Mrs.  E.  K.,  Ill)  writes  in  that  the 
Chapel  Hill  group  is  planning  a  meeting  in  April  after 
exams  and  spring  holidays  are  over  at  the  University. 

ELIZABETH  CITY 

The  Elizabeth  City  Chapter  met  on  Thursday,  February 
24,  at  the  Virginia  Dare  Hotel  for  luuch.  Edla  Walker 
Foreman  (Mrs.  John  Wood),  president  of  the  chapter, 
was  hostess  for  the  occasion.  The  luncheon  table  was 
beautifully  centered  with  an  arrangement  of  pink  camel- 
lias from  Mrs.  Foreman's  yard  flanked  by  silver  candela- 


bra holding  epergnettes   filled  with  pink   camellias   and 
candles. 

Following  the  luncheon  Miss  Dora  Winters,  alumnae 
secretary,  talked  informally  to  the  group  on  improve- 
ments at  the  school,  plans  of  the  Alumnae  Association 
for  the  future,  and  on  the  Annual  Alumnae  Association 
Meeting  and  luncheon  in  June.  New  officers  were  elected 
at  the  meeting — Virginia  Worth  Gonder  (Mrs.  Richard), 
president ;  and  Flora  Johnson  Robinson  (Mrs.  Charles  0., 
Jr.),  secretary-treasurer.  Plans  were  discussed  to  form 
an  Eastern  North  Carolina  alumnae  group  including 
alumnae  from  Elizabeth  City,  Edenton,  Hertford,  Ahos- 
kie,  and  Windsor  to  meet  annually.  All  the  alumnae 
present  were  highly  enthusiastic  on  the  subject  and  are 
hoping  that  the  other  towns  will  feel  the  same  way. 

Alumnae  Secretary 

ASHEVILLE 

Josephine  Parker  Sehaeffer,  treasurer  of  the  Asheville 
Chapter,  recently  sent  in  a  check  for  .+100.00  for  the  Din- 
ing Room  Fund.  The  money  was  raised  at  the  chapter's 
benefit  bridge  party  on  February  11.  Josephine  wrote 
the  following  account  of  the  party:  "The  party  was  very 
pleasant  and  a  happy  occasion,  and  we  are  satisfied  to 
have  raised  that  much  money  as  Asheville  seemed  to 
break  out  in  a  rash  of  benefit  parties  just  at  the  time  our 
party  was  scheduled. 

"We  held  the  party  at  the  Coca-Cola  plant  here  on 
February  11,  and  used  a  Valentine  scheme  for  decora- 
tions. Sara  Griffith  Upchurch  was  chairman  of  the  com- 
mittee with  Mildred  Pittinger  Mitchell,  Margaret  Powell 
McConnell,  Mary  Ruth  Devine  Pender,  Eleanora  Hunt 
and  myself  on  the  committee.  Sara  did  a  beautiful  job 
of  organizing,  and  everything  went  according  to  schedule 
(including  the  crises). 

"All  in  all  it  was  successful  both  financially  and  in  get- 
ting Saint  Mary's-ites  together — as  well  as  getting  Saint 
Mary's  name  in  the  public  eye,  as  the  local  papers  gave 
us  very  good  write-ups." 

RALEIGH 

The  Raleigh  Chapter  met  in  December  and  elected  Mrs. 
Paul  E.  Davis  (nee  Bessie  Poe  Law),  as  its  president  to 
replace  Agatha  Chipley  Hughes,  who  has  moved  away 
from  Raleigh.  Plans  for  a  bridge  party  in  February  were 
discussed,  and  it  was  decided  to  have  a  called  meeting  in 
January  for  appointing  committees  to  take  charge  of  the 
Party-  *     *     * 

The  Raleigh  Chapter  sponsored  a  bridge  party  under 
the  guidance  of  Mrs.  Paul  E.  Davis,  president  of  the 
chapter,  and  Mrs.  Louis  Sutton,  chairman  of  the  Ways 
and  Means  Committee,  on  February  9,  at  Saint  Mary's 
School.  The  party  was  a  grand  success,  filling  both  the 
parlor  and  the  study  hall  in  Smedes  Hall  with  tables  and 
raising  $150.00  for  the  Dining  Room  Fund. 

Alumnae  who  assisted  in  making  a  success  of  the  affair 
were  : 

On  the  prize  committee — Miss  Rebe  Sheilds,  chairman; 
Mrs.  Walter  Stearns,  Mrs.  Fred  Drake,  Miss  Louise 
Wright,  Mrs.  Sam  Ruffin,  Mrs.  Marshall  deLancey  Hay- 

(Continued  on  page  14) 
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By  Ann  Seeley  Davey,  '41 

May  Day  at  Saint  Mary's  this  spring-  should  be  flatter- 
ing to  us  "old"  girls.  The  1949  belles  are  planning  to  do 
a  repeat  performance  of  the  1939  pageant,  If  Allegro. 

It  seems  impossible  that  L' Allegro  was  presented  ten 
years  ago.  But  face  it,  girls — gather  your  little  oues 
about  your  creaking  knees  and  tell  them  how  mother  was 
a  milkmaid,  a  quip,  a  crank,  a  peasant,  a  member  of  a 
dream  court,  or,  as  in  my  sad  but  understandable  case,  a 
shape,  shriek  and  sight  unholy. 

My  sight  unholy  costume  has  black  horns  and  green 
trimmings.  My  two-year-old,  who  found  it  at  the  bottom 
of  a  trunk  during  one  of  my  house-cleanings,  thought  it 
very  funny  to  dress  up  in.  As  I  recall  it,  I  thought  the 
same  thing  in  1939,  when  the  modern  dance  class  did  its 
big  number  to  the  familiar  rhythms  of  the  "Ritual  Fire 
Dance." 

'Way  back  then,  I  was  a  sophomore ;  so  I  can  approach 
the  pageant  in  retrospect  only  with  the  same  feeling  of 
awe  that  I  felt  when  "Chink"  Taylor  and  Martha  Ann 
Speight  went  sweeping  by  as  Queen  Mirth  and  Maid-of- 
Honor  Liberty.  How  lovely  they  were !  I  can  remember 
clearly  how  beautiful  the  pageant  setting  was,  down  in 
the  glade — and  how  hard  the  Circle  worked  to  make  it  so  ! 

Even  ten  years  later  I  am  inclined  to  doubt  that  a  pret- 
tier group  of  young  ladies  eould  be  gathered  together  for 
a  May  Court  than  our  1939  Court  of  Nymphs — Honey 
Peek,  Merrie  Haynes,  Toddy  Boykin,  Ginny  Allison,  Julia 
Vinson,  Flossie  Withers,  Laura  Gordon,  Dixie  French, 
Anne  Flowe,  Frances  Moore,  Meredyth  Mclntyre,  Elsie 
Broocks,  and  Peggy  Thompson. 

Remember  Trotter  as  the  Cock,  and  Trick  Martin  as 
the  Lark  ?  Remember  those  long,  long  practices  when  the 
Maypole  dance  kept  going  haywire  just  at  the  very  end? 

It  is  very  difficult,  reading  over  the  old  program  for 
that  spring  day  in  1939,  to  refrain  from  mentioning  by 
name  every  girl  who  danced  and  frolicked  through  the 


[dnnu?  ano  trip  it  aa  gnu  go 
(in  tlip  liggt  fantaatir  tnp. 

pageant.  Possibly  all  of  us  remember  better  than  any- 
thing else  Miss  Goss  (with  apologies  to  Mrs.  Guess),  who 
virtually  dynamited  the  entire  production  into  being  over 
a  period  of  long  winter  weeks  with  an  enthusiasm  which 
not  only  never  wavered  but  which  apparently  has  lasted 
ten  years ! 

At  any  rate,  it  is  hoped  that  the  1949  students  will  have 
as  much  pleasure  from  their  bucolic  pageant  as  we  had 
and  that  in  1959  they  will  have  as  many  delightful  mem- 
ories of  their  own  May  Day  L' Allegro. 


REUNION 
May  7,  1949 
We  are  hoping  that  all  you  gals  who  were  here  for 
L' Allegro — 1939 — will  come  back  for  the  repeat  perform- 
ance on  May  Day,  1949.  Make  your  plans  now.  We'll  send 
you  a  special  invitation  later ! 


(Continued  from  page  13) 


wood,  Mrs.  Robert  Duckett,  Miss  Katherine  Rogers,  and 
Miss  Eleanor  Mason. 

On  the  refreshment  committee — Mrs.  W.  L.  Steele, 
chairman ;  Mrs.  George  Flint,  Mrs.  George  Baucom,  Mrs. 
Henry  Turner,  Mrs.  Archie  Horton,  Mrs.  Archie  Allen, 
Miss  Kildee  Tucker,  Mrs. -Will  Briggs,  Mrs.  George  Good- 
win, Miss  Elizabeth  Montgomery,  Mrs.  Joseph  1!.  Cheshire, 
Jr.,  and  Miss  Sarah  Cheshire. 

On  the  table  committee — Mrs.  S.  M.  White,  chairman ; 
Mrs.  Douglas  Kerr,  Mrs.  Ed  Carson,  Mrs.  Marshall  John- 
son, and  Mrs.  Ruffin  Bailey. 

On  the  floor  committee — Mrs.  Ernest  Cruikshank  and 
Miss  Katherine  Morris. 

On  the  reservations  committee — Miss  Elizabeth  Walker, 
chairman ;  Mrs.  James  Greenwood,  Mrs.  William  Hodges, 
Mrs.  W.  C.  Olsen,  Mrs.  R  B.  Raney,  Mrs.  Trent  Ragland, 
Mrs.  Oliver  Smith,  Mrs.  R.  E.  Barnes,  Mrs.  Lawrence 
Crabtree,  Mrs.  Betsey  London  Cordon,  Miss  Florence 
Jones,  Miss  Susan  Marshall,  Miss  Ann  Cutts,  Miss  Eliza- 


beth Silver,  Mrs.  Roy  Chipley,  Mrs.  Narnie  Rogers  Mayo, 
and  Mrs.  Peter  Williams. 

Others  who  made  donations  for  refreshments  and  prizes 
were:  Mrs.  Alfred  Williams,  Miss  Nell  Hinsdale,  Mrs. 
Paul  Smith,  Mrs.  Leo  Heartt,  Miss  Daisy  Green,  Mrs. 
Nina  G.  Thiem,  Mrs.  Bruce  Magruder,  Mrs.  Paul  Schenck, 
Mrs.  George  Lokey,  Mrs.  Daniel  Blake,  Mrs.  James  By- 
mun,  Mrs.  Jerome  Stockard,  Mrs.  A.  G.  Hampton,  Mrs. 
R.  B.  Shepard,  Mrs.  William  Procter,  Mrs.  Ben  Baker, 
Mrs.  William  Grimes,  Jr.,  and  Mrs.  Mary  Lynch. 

The  highlight  of  the  evening  came  when  a  handsome 
gentleman's  chair,  donated  by  Rich's  Furniture  Store, 
and  a  mirror,  given  by  Brooks'  Furniture  Shop,  were 
awarded  to  the  holders  of  the  lucky  numbers  that  were 
drawn  from  a  basket  by  Dr.  Stone  and  the  Rev.  Ray 
Holder,  rector  of  Christ  Church  in  Raleigh.  Approxi- 
mately 40  prizes  were  awarded  in  all  to  the  high  and  low 
score  winners  and  the  holders  of  the  lucky  numbers. 

Alumnae  Secretary 
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Sack  to  the  ftau 


KoU 


By  Sally  Digges 


<   U 


(Cj_**  ^ 


The  Black  Sheep  of  Old  who  Returned  to  the  Fold,  is 
what  we  wanted  to  call  this  personalized  sketch  of  alum- 
nae we  know  who  have  come  back  to  be  put  on  the  receiv- 
ing end  of  checks.  We  like  that  title,  but  we  can't  use  it, 
inasmuch  as  to  do  so  would  form  a  juxtaposition  of  incon- 
gruous concepts.  For  since  we  are  beginning  at  the  top 
with  Mrs.  Cruikshank,  president  from  1932  to  1946,  and 
with  Miss  Martha  Dabney  Jones,  dean  of  students  since 
1947,  we  must  abide  by  the  principle  that  presidents  and 
deans  lead  and  have  always  led  exemplary  lives,  and 
that  like  eggs  and  Caesar's  wife,  they  must  be  above  sus- 
picion. And,  really,  aside  from  the  fact  that  Miss  Jones 
admits  having  learned  to  play  poker  during  her  student 
days  one  Ash  Wednesday  behind  the  auditorium,  we  know 
nothing  that  would  qualify  either  her  or  Mrs.  Cruikshank 
for  the  Black  Sheep  Class. 

Mrs.  Cruikshank  and  her  secretary,  Miss  Elizabeth 
Tucker — an  alumna  also — had  been  here  three  years 
when  I  came  one  Monday  afternoon  in  September,  1935. 
Before  the  faculty  meeting  which  was  to  take  place  that 
night,  I  reported  in  the  office,  bewildered  and  exhausted 
from  a  trip  two-thirds  across  the  continent.  I  must  have 
been  in  a  worse  state  of  confusion  than  I  realized,  for  I 
remember  thinking  that  the  White  House  could  certainly 
do  with  a  bit  of  paint  and  a  few  repairs  and  that  I  hadn't 
quite  understood  that  I'd  be  working  under  Eleanor 
Roosevelt  in  person.  Later,  I  found  out  that  I  was  not 
the  only  person  who  saw  the  resemblance  between  Mrs. 
Cruikshank  and  Eleanor. 

Though  I  was  immediately  inspired  with  respect  and 
a  healthy  amount  of  awe  it  took  me  two  years  to  appreci- 
ate Mrs.  Cruikshank,  for  her  human  side  is  not  obvious 
from  the  first.  A  person  of  great  dignity,  almost  stif- 
fly formal  until  you  know  her  well,  she  somehow  gave  me 
a  feeling  of  shyness  and  inadequacy  in  her  presence  at 
first.  But  even  then  I  knew  that  her  interest  in  the  school 
was  real  and  profound.  She  knew  every  girl's  name  and 
connections  literally  within  a  few  hours  after  registra- 
tion, and  she  remembered  them  forever  after,  in  spite  of 
an  air  of  apparent  absent-mindedness.  Her  accurate 
memory  for  minor  details  concerning  the  personalities  of 
her  girls  was  especially  remarkable  in  that  there  was 
nothing  of  the  politician's  tactics  about  it.  She  was  very 
little  concerned  with  the  superficial  impression  she  made 
on  others. 

As  the  head  of  Saint  Mary's,  Mrs.  Cruikshank  wore  like 
iron.  A  broadly  educated  woman — she  has  her  A.B.  from 
Columbia,  and  her  A.M.  from  Duke — she  valued  scholar- 
ship rather  than  erudition  and  worked  on  the  principle 


that  if  education  does  not  produce  the  good  life  it  has 
failed.  She  upheld  Saint  Mary's  high  academic  standards 
already  established  by  Miss  Virginia  Holt.  She  never  lost 
direct  touch  with  teaching.  She  had  a  class  in  current 
events,  frequently  substituted  for  absent  teachers,  and 
did  a  great  deal  of  individual  academic  work  with  stu- 
dents in  her  own  spare  time.  Girls  who  came  in  contact 
with  her  in  this  way  say  that  she  was  an  eminently  good 
teacher. 

Among  her  contributions  to  the  school  is  Mrs.  Cruik- 
shank's  liberalization  of  social  life  at  Saint  Mary's.  Until 
she  came,  as  one  girl  afterwards  expressed  it,  a  Saint 
Mary's  girl  had  about  as  much  fun  as  a  convent  pupil 
without  the  feeling  of  security  afforded  by  convent  life. 
Perhaps  because  she  had  two  daughters  of  her  own,  Mrs. 
Cruikshank  soon  saw  that  some  of  the  old  rules  were  too 
rigid.  Under  her,  the  whole  social  atmosphere  Changed. 
Saint  Mary's  girls  were  not  allowed  to  relax  their  atten- 
tion toward  their  work,  but  every  girl  looked  forward  to 
the  class  dances  Mrs.  Cruikshank  instituted  here.  Even 
girls  then  too  immature  to  grasp  all  that  she  did  for  the 
school  as  a  whole  and  for  them  as  individuals  in  other 
respects  were  immediately  appreciative  of  the  healthier 
social  life. 

In  1937  Mrs.  Cruikshank,  by  raising  the  tuition  only 
slightly,  instituted  the  policy  of  allowing  every  girl  to 
take  one  fine  arts  course  on  her  tuition  fee.  This  liberali- 
zation gave  every  student  a  chance  at  some  self-expres- 
sion. 

In  dealing  with  her  faculty,  Mrs.  Cruikshank  was  hu- 
man, realistic,  and  sane.  Those  of  us  who  have  become 
her  staunch  personal  friends  know  that  she  had  a  high 
regard  for  her  teachers  as  individuals.  She  had  imagina- 
tion and  vision.  Though  possessed  of  some  knowledge  in 
nearly  every  field,  she  allowed  her  teachers  to  present 
material  in  their  own  way  and  never  did  she  question  a 
teacher's  evaluation  of  student's  work.  She  got  a  vast 
amount  of  work  from  her  teachers  without  their  resenting 
it,  a  quality  which  all  real  leaders  have.  An  indefatigable 
worker  herself,  she  was  in  personal  touch  with  what  every 
teacher  was  trying  to  do. 

Her  sense  of  humor  was  unique.  Once  after  Mr.  Guess 
had  read  the  minutes  of  a  faculty  meeting,  every  sen- 
tence of  which  began  with,  "Mrs.  Cruikshank  said,"  she 
remarked,  "Oh,  I'm  sorry.  Those  minutes  do  sound  so 
Hitlerish."  She  put  Lucy  Land  and  Elizabeth  See,  and 
later  George  (Frances)  Washington  and  John  (Kath- 
erine)  Hancock  to  room  together  because  she  was  inter- 
ested in  the  outcome  of  such  liaisons. 
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Her  house  was  one  of  those  places  which  give  visitors 
a  lift,  without  their  knowing  exactly  why.  People  who 
came  for  a  cup  of  coffee  after  Sunday  dinner  often  stayed 
for  the  afternoon.  You  were  free  to  talk  or  not,  just  as 
you  preferred,  to  look  over  books  or  to  play  with  Baby, 
the  orange  Persian  cat  who  spent  many  hours  sitting  on 
her  mistress'  desk  in  the  office. 

Not  only  because  both  came  from  Columbia,  Tennessee, 
at  the  same  time,  but  because  they  were  personal  friends 
with  a  kindred  sense  of  humor  and  values,  Mrs.  Cruik- 
shank  and  Miss  Tucker  were  associated  together  in  every- 
body's minds.  Even  their  birthdays  happen  to  be  on  the 
same  day — October  31. 

Since  her  retirement,  Mrs.  Cruikshank  has  been  living 
at  303  Forest  Road.  She  is  still  interested  in  Saint  Mary's 
and  in  the  world  as  a  whole  as  well  as  in  her  grandchil- 
dren. Miss  Tucker  is  now  secretary  to  Dr.  Stone  by  day 
and  a  member  of  the  Raleigh  Bridge  Association  by  night. 

Until  1947,  Saint  Mail's  had  never  had  a  dean.  Mrs. 
Cruikshank,  with  Miss  Davis'  help,  had  performed  many 
of  the  dean's  duties,  but  Miss  Martha  Dabney  Jones  of 
the  class  of  1926  was  appointed  Saint  Mary's  first  dean 
by  Dr.  Stone. 

Miss  Jones'  youth  was  well  spent.  Prom  Saint  Mary's 
she  went  to  Sweet  Briar,  then  to  Carolina,  where  she 
breezed  through  the  English  epics  and  master's  orals 
without  losing  the  calm  and  steadiness  of  purpose  which 
characterized  her  even  then.  Miss  Jones  is  actively  re- 
ligious. For  two  years  she  did  United  Thank  Offering 
work  in  Oregon,  returning  east  to  teach  at  Hannah  More 
Academy  near  Baltimore. 

In  1937  Miss  Jones  was  enrolled  for  further  graduate 
work  at  the  University  of  Virginia.  That  fall  an  English 
teacher  at  Saint  Mary's  dropped  out  because  of  illness. 
Mrs.  Cruikshank,  harried,  worried  and  appalled,  turned 
to  Mr.  C.  A.  P.  Moore,  head  of  the  English  department, 
for  a  pedagogical  band-aid  saying,  "Oh,  Mr.  Moore,  can 
you  get  me  the  right  person  right  away  ?" 

Being  a  man  of  wide  contacts,  Mr.  Moore  can  always 
supply  the  right  person  for  any  occasion.  This  emer- 
gency did  not  find  him  wanting.  The  late  Franklin  D. 
Roosevelt  was  guilty  of  plagiai-ism  when,  in  suggesting 
his  running  mate,  he  uttered  the  words  "What  about 
Harry  Truman?"  for  those  words  were  Mr.  Moore's  very 
own.  In  reply  to  Mrs.  Cruikshank's  desperate  appeal, 
Mr.  Moore  said,  "What  about  Martha  Dabney  Jones?" 

The  ensuing  years  have  shown  what  about  Martha  Dab- 
ney Jones.  She  had  scarcely  unpacked  in  West  Rock 
before  students  and  other  teachers  felt  her  influence.  She 
was  a  thorough  teacher,  interested  in  not  only  the  work 
but  in  the  life  of  every  girl.  From  the  first  she  had  the 
broad  interest  of  Saint  Mary's  as  a  whole  at  heart. 

During  the  war  she  was  granted  leave  of  absence  to 
join  the  Woman's  Army  Corps.  Her  war  record  included 
personnel  work  in  the  United  States,  England  and  France. 
The  French  government  awarded  her  the  Croix  de  Guerre 
"pour  services  exceptionnels  rendus  au  cours  des  opera- 
tions de  la  liberation  de  la  France." 

Since  she  has  been  dean  Miss  Jones  continues  to  work 
efficiently  and  selflessly  for  the  welfare  of  Saint  Mary's 
and  every  girl  in  it.    She  still  teaches  two  courses. 

From  the  dean  we  do  not  mean  to  be  descending  to 


lesser  lights,  for  Miss  Nell  Battle  Lewis,  who  taught  Eng- 
lish and  a  Bible  course  from  1934-1944,  is  in  her  own  way 
a  light  to  lighten  the  Gentiles.  While  she  was  still  teach- 
ing at  Saint  Mary's,  Time  magazine  once  referred  to  Miss 
Lewis  as  a  "peppery,  white-haired  schoolteacher."  Be- 
neath her  pepperiness,  Miss  Lewis  has  a  deep  insight  into 
humanity,  and  religion  to  her  is  a  personal  truth.  Her 
little  book,  The  Power  of  Prayer,  is  dedicated  to  a  Saint 
Mary's  girl  "and  her  generation." 

Miss  Lewis  has  the  stamp  of  a  Saint  Mary's  alumna 
along  with  the  extra  dignity  that  an  A.B.  from  Smith 
gives.  But  she  is  first  an  individual,  and  her  teaching, 
like  her  newspaper  work  about  which  Virginius  Dabney, 
editor  of  the  Richmond  Times-Dispatch,  wrote  a  glowing 
editorial,  wore  the  mark  of  her  individuality.  Even  girls 
who  found  other  courses  in  school  tedious  looked  forward 
to  Miss  Lewis'  classes. 

A  review  of  alumnae  who  have  returned  in  a  working 
capacity  is  enough  to  convince  anyone  that  Saint  Mary's 
turns  out  individuals,  not  merely  Saint  Mary's  girls. 
Alice  Alexander,  alumnae  secretary  from  1935-37,  was 
both.  Alice  came  to  Saint  Mary's  with  a  new  A.B.  from 
Smith  and  a  bottle  of  Caron's  Nuit  de  Noel  straight  from 
Paris,  having  spent  a  Tomb-of-Napoleon,  Louvre-now- 
girls,  passports-ready-please  summer  on  the  Continent. 
She  made  a  gracious  hostess  at  alumnae  meetings,  and 
during  the  depression  when  the  school  needed  pupils  she 
had  the  ability  to  sway  the  type  of  girl  that  Saint  Mary's 
has  always  wanted.  Possibly  her  good  looks  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  this  personal  magnetism  she  possessed, 
for  after  she  left  us  she  became  Harry  Conover's  most 
successful  model  for  the  year.  Look  over  some  of  those 
old  copies  of  Vogue  for  some  of  her  more  breathtaking- 
photographs.  But  Saint  Mary's  discovered  Alice  first — 
not  merely  the  photogenic  Alice,  but  the  lovely  person 
she  was  even  in  well-worn  sweaters  and  saddle  shoes. 

In  those  days  Mr.  W.  C.  Guess,  then  a  bachelor  with  a 
car,  used  to  yield  to  the  entreaties  of  Alice  and  Frances 
Vann  to  "take  them  out  smoking"  every  day  after  lunch. 
Teachers  and  staff  members  smoked  with  great  discretion 
then — only  in  Mr.  Moore's  and  Mr.  Guess'  joint  study, 
in  Mr.  Jones'  studio,  or  in  the  houses  and  cars  of  friends. 
Frances,  then  Miss  Tucker's  assistant,  soon  found  out 
how  to  work  Mr.  Guess.  She  kept  promising  to  knit  him 
a  sweater,  but  evidently  felt  that  his  engagement  an- 
nounced a  good  many  years  later  absolved  her  from 
coming  forth  with  it. 

To  that  same  period — the  mid-thirties — belongs  Louise 
Egleston,  an  alumna  of  Saint  Mary's,  Coker,  and  Caro- 
lina. Louise  taught  English  and  history  and  played  the 
organ  on  Sundays  while  Mr.  Jones  was  at  Christ  Church. 
The  music  department  then  consisted  of  only  Mr.  Jones 
and  Miss  Egleston.  When  she  resigned  to  do  more  gradu- 
ate work  at  Carolina,  Saint  Mary's  lost  what  Mrs.  Cruik- 
shank called  a  "strong  and  valuable  teacher."  For  several 
years  thereafter  she  taught  at  William  and  Mary  Exten- 
sion in  Richmond.  She  is  now  in  Hartsville,  S.  C,  trying 
to  find  time  to  write  short  stories  about  the  tourist  home 
she  and  her  mother  have  been  running  since  her  father's 
death.  Apparently  anything  can  happen  in  that  now 
rather  dilapidated  mansion  among  the  magnolias,  and 
most  things  have. 
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When  Alice  Alexander  found  fame  and  fortune  in  New 
York,  her  cousin,  Kate  Spruill  of  Rocky  Mount,  took  her 
place  as  alumnae  secretary.  Kate  was  and  still  is  lovely 
in  an  English  sort  of  way,  but  her  chief  charm  has  always 
been  her  naturalness.  Having1  been  student  body  presi- 
dent here  and  at  Hollins,  leadership  was  part  of  Kate's 
equipment.  Besides  fulfilling  her  duties  as  alumnae  sec- 
retary, which  were  not  light  in  those  tight  financial  days, 
Kate  helped  Mrs.  Brown  in  the  library  and  was  much 
interested  in  the  girls  in  school.  The  Circle,  an  all- 
student  group  for  the  welfare  of  Saint  Mary's,  was 
founded  under  Kate's  direction. 

Anna  Brooke  Allan,  or  Brookie,  as  she  is  everywhere 
except  on  her  diplomas  from  Saint  Mary's  and  Smith, 
was  Miss  Davis'  assistant  in  1937-38.  By  the  time  Brookie 
came,  everybody  on  the  pay  roll  smoked  openly,  but  be- 
cause Brookie  was  ideal  to  be  around  and  unique  as  a 
person,  her  room  was  the  spot  where  we  congregated 
every  day  after  lunch  and  spent  many  an  evening  that 
no  doubt  should  have  gone  into  self-improvement.  I 
never  see  that  room  now  without  a  nostalgia  for  the  blue 
haze  of  cigarette  smoke,  the  human  interest  anecdotes, 
the  sometimes  serious  discussions  of  almost  everything, 
and  Brookie's  character  tester.  The  character  tester  was 
a  low  hanging  light  bulb  which  everyone  who  came  into 
the  room  bumped  into.  Brookie,  like  the  executioner  in 
the  Mikado,  kept  a  little  list.  Those  who  took  the  inevit- 
able blow  from  the  light  bulb  with  good  humor  were 
special  people,  while  those  who  kicked  against  the  pricks 
were  merely  people.  To  this  day  Brookie  is  apt  to  end 
one  of  her  post  cards  (she  rarely  writes  a  letter)  with 
"Give  my  love  to  everyone  at  Saint  Mary's,  but  more  to 
some  than  to  others." 

Miss  Davis  will  probably  be  surprised  to  learn  what 
her  demure  little  assistant  did  with  the  altar  hanging  for 
the  1938  production  of  Much  Ado  About  Nothing.  Miss 
Davis  wanted  candles  and  a  white  and  gold  effect.  The 
scene  was  to  be  artistic  rather  than  realistic  and  Brookie 
had  carte  blanche  to  produce  atmosphere  as  long  as  there 
was  nothing  that  could  be  construed  by  anyone  as  sacri- 
legious. The  idea  of  the  letters  IHS  was  to  he  presented 
but  not  the  letters  themselves.  Brookie  put  WPA  in 
mirror-writing  effect  on  that  altar  cloth,  the  beauty  of 
which  was  discussed  for  several  years. 

From  Saint  Mary's,  Brookie  went  to  St.  Catherine's  as 
assistant  to  Mrs.  Brackett.  She  is  now  secretary  to  Dr. 
Patton  at  Chapel  Hill.  She  has  the  Chapel  Hill  disease — 
that  morbid  love  for  the  place — in  its  most  virulent  form, 
but  aside  from  this  deterioration,  Brookie  is  still  Brookie. 

Letty  Lassiter  of  Oxford  was  the  next  occupant  of  that 
room  on  the  second  floor  chaplain's  house,  as  it  was  called 
then.  Letty  too  had  just  left  Smith,  toto's  and  the  ivory 
towers  and  came  to  us  with  a  crush  on  Thomas  Mann. 
She  taught  a  course  in  junior  English  composition  and 
one  in  high  school  English.  A  lover  of  literature  her- 
self, she  must  have  been  a  stimulating  teacher.  Once 
after  a  severe  attack  of  bronchitis  her  uncle  invited  her 
to  go  to  Florida  on  a  luxurious  trip  to  recuperate.  She 
declined,  exclaiming,  "I  must  stick  by  the  ship  and  teach 
Hamlet.  I  will  not  leave  the  Melancholy  Dane  in  the 
hands  of  a  substitute." 


As  it  had  been  in  Brookie's  day,  Letty's  room  was  a 
Mecca  for  book  lovers  and  lovers  of  the  serious  and 
ridiculous.  Letty  threw  herself  into  whatever  she  did 
with  an  intensity  that  swept  her  friends  along  with  her. 
Probably  because  she  is  such  a  vivid  person  everything 
takes  on  an  exciting  color  if  Letty  is  there.  I  remember 
that  before  Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay  was  to  give  her  pro- 
gram at  Saint  Mary's,  Letty  read  aloud  and  quoted  every 
poem  until  we  felt  a  mystical  relationship  with  Miss 
Millay  and  the  world  as  she  saw  it.  When  the  previews 
of  "Wuthering  Heights"  appeared  she  and  I  re-read  the 
book  until  we  absorbed  the  Bronte  spirit  to  such  an  ex- 
tent that  when  the  fire-breathing  movie  did  reach  Raleigh 
it  produced  a  lasting  effect  on  both  of  us.  Even  now,  a 
gloomy  day  makes  me  mentally  shriek,  "Oh,  Heathcliff !" 

Letty  helped  in  the  library  and  did  most  of  the  school's 
publicity  while  she  was  here.  It  was  she  who  suggested 
li 'Allegro  as  the  theme  of  May  Day  in  1939,  which  so  many 
think  the  most  beautiful  May  Day  Saint  Mary's  has  ever 
had.  It  is  to  be  repeated  this  spring  when  the  class  has 
its  tenth  reunion. 

Letty  did  not  leave  people  and  places  as  she  found 
them. 

Sarah  Vann,  Frances'  sister,  came  as  alumnae  secretary 
in  1940.  Being  orderly  by  nature  and  a  graduate  of 
Katherine  Gibbs,  Sarah  was  a  highly  efficient  secretary. 
She  was  good  company,  beautifully  turned  out  and  pos- 
sessed to  a  super  degree  that  uncommon  quality  so  mis- 
named common  sense. 

That  same  year,  Rosalie  McNeill  and  Slocumb  Davis 
also  came  back  to  Saint  Mary's  pay  roll,  Slocumb  in  charge 
of  the  business  department  and  Rosalie  as  assistant  to 
Miss  Lalor  in  "teaching  the  young  and  looking  after  the 
little  treasures."  Rosalie  took  her  A.B.  at  Mt.  Holyoke 
after  leaving  Saint  Mary's,  then  taught  a  year  at  St. 
Anne's  in  Charlottesville,  Virginia,  before  coming  back 
as  a  member  of  this  faculty.  She  was  an  interesting  per- 
son, for  or  against  things,  and  the  best  of  companions. 
She  left  Saint  Mary's  to  go  to  Washington  on  one  of 
those  $1,400  Civil  Service  jobs  where  she  worked,  "shoul- 
der to  shoulder  with  the  most  defeated,  looking  people 
in  the  United  States,"  and  we  quote.  She  missed  Saint 
Mary's  as  only  I  can  know,  for  in  1942  we  had  oppor- 
tunity to  spend  many  hours  in  self-flagellation  over  our 
stupidity  in  having  left  security.  That  year  I  had  been 
granted  leave  of  absence  to  accept  a  job  as  translator 
for  the  U.  S.  Bureau  of  Censorship  in  Miami.  One  bright 
spot  in  that  war-time  welter  of  palm  trees,  sailors,  and 
chosen  people  was  Rosalie,  who  by  that  time  had  a  good 
job  with  G-2,  Army  Intelligence.  Rosalie  does  not  alto- 
gether share  my  conviction  that  nothing  good  can  come 
out  of  Miami,  for  it  was  there  that  she  met  Colonel  Robert 
Massengale,  whom  she  married.  She  now  lives  in  Austin, 
Texas. 

Slocumb  Davis,  now  Mrs.  John  E.  Hollis  of  Cleveland, 
is  among  the  highlights  of  the  old  girls  who  have  come 
back  to  Saint  Mary's  on  the  working  side  of  the  fence. 
During  those  first  two  years,  however,  Slocumb's  students 
probably  felt  that  it  was  they,  not  she,  who  were  doing 
the  work.  She  ground  Gregg  shorthand  into  their  bones 
and  made  them  read  Time  every  week  so  that  when  the 
current  affairs  tests  came  around  the  birsiness  department 
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distinguished  itself.  Slocumb  gave  her  assistants.  Betsy 
Blount  and  Ann  Christian,  now  Ann  Goodno,  much  credit 
for  making  the  business  department  a  real  part  of  the 
school.  Both  Betsy  and  Ann  were  alumnae,  inhabitants 
of  the  second  floor  chaplain's  house,  and  personalities  in 
their  own  right. 

Slocumb  had  the  most  genuine  warm  heart  that  a  sur- 
face frivolity  ever  kept  her  more  casual  friends  from 
discovering.  Christopher  Wilson  Hollowell  III  of  Eliza- 
beth City  was  her  best  beau.  She  married  him  in  April, 
1942.  Invitations  to  a  big  wedding  were  being  engraved 
and  her  wedding  dress  and  veil  were  on  the  bed  that 
week-end  when  she  went  home  to  Dunn  to  make  some 
final  plans.  That  Saturday  night  "Wilson  called  from 
Norfolk  to  say  he  was  being  shipped  out  next  day,  so 
the  big  wedding  never  came  off.  A  quick  war-time  mar- 
riage took  its  place.  Slocumb  came  back  and  taught  her 
classes  the  first  of  the  week  because  that  is  the  kind  of 
person  she  was. 

Wilson  was  killed  on  the  Wasp  in  September,  1942. 
Slocumb  stuck  by  her  job  and  kept  up  a  cheerful  front. 

In  1944,  she  married  Jack  Hollis,  a  Westerner  who 
could  take  Annapolis  and  Harvard  without  being  over- 
impressed.  On  November  5,  1948,  "baby  Slocumb"  arrived 
at  the  Hollis  household. 

Louise  Jordan  Smith  was  another  returned  alumna  who 
left  Saint  Mary's  pay  roll  as  a  war-time  bride.  She  was 
one  of  the  most  brilliant  girls  who  ever  studied  here  and 
had  a  degree  of  steadiness  and  thoroughness  not  always 
combined  with  brilliance.  She  did  good  work  on  school 
publications.  From  Saint  Mary's  she  went  to  Carolina, 
where  she  made  Phi  Beta  Kappa  in  her  junior  year.  She 
also  took  her  MA.  from  Carolina.  She  came  back  to  Saint 
Mary's  to  assist  Miss  Davis  and  to  do  some  work  of  her 
own  in  1941.  With  her  ability,  it  is  doubtful  if  Louise 
would  have  remained  in  a  small  school,  even  if  Mac  Smith 
had  not  been  so  steadj'  in  his  pursuit. 

Saint  Mary's  library  has  had  its  share  of  assistants 
from  returned  alumnae.  Mary  Pressley  Walsh  was  here 
under  Mrs.  Xash  in  1935-36.  Louis9  Partrick,  daughter 
of  Mrs.  Theodore  Partrick.  is  another  brilliant  Louise 
who  doesn't  find  work  work  at  all.  But  then,  as  she  says, 
she  was  brought  up  under  Madame  Simbolotti  and  Miss 
Morrison.  A  graduate  of  Sweet  Briar  and  Carolina  with 
an  outstanding  scholastic  record  at  both  colleges,  Louise 
was  a  valuable  assistant  to  Mrs.  Brown  because  of  her 
store  of  information,  her  thorough  knowledge  of  the 
school,  and  her  pleasing  manner.  In  spite  of  her  love  for 
profound  and  even  outre  subjects,  Louise  has  a  light 
touch  and  an  ability  to  enjoy  living,  which  she  now  does 
alone  in  one  of  those  little  Chapel  Hill  houses  next  door 
to  Brookie.  Like  Brookie,  she  has  developed  a  severe 
case  of  Chapel  Hillitis.  She  is  now  working  in  the  refer- 
ence library  at  the  University. 

Another  of  Mrs.  Brown's  assistants  was  Adelaide  Par- 
is Winslow  of  Rocky  Mount,  now  Mrs.  Oliver  Crawley, 
Saint  Mary's,  1936,  Smith,  1938.  She  actually  did  every 
bit  of  Mr.  Moore's  outside  reading  here  so  that  her  Phi 
Beta  Kappa  key  from  Smith  must  have  come  without 
too  much  effort.  She  took  the  course  in  library  science 
at  Carolina,  then  a  job  in  the  library  at  Dartmouth  Col- 
lege   before   coming   back   to   Saint   Mary's.     Adelaide's 


quiet  charm  and  sense  of  humor  and  her  readiness  to 
help  a  friend  in  a  pinch  would  have  made  her  a  place  here 
even  without  her  orderliness  and  efficiency.  Everything 
she  turns  out — and  she  is  as  clever  with  her  hands  as 
she  is  with  her  head — is  nearly  flawless.  She  has  every 
right  to  be  conceited,  but  some  of  us  who  know  her  well 
think  she  needs  that  little  extra  dash  of  self-assurance 
that  her  small  daughter  Martha  already  possesses. 

Peggy  Hopkins  of  Bel  Air,  Maryland,  who  came  as 
alumnae  secretary  the  same  year  Adelaide  did,  lived  in 
West  Rock  first ;  then  after  Adelaide  left,  Peggy  moved 
her  A.B.  from  Hollins,  her  collection,  of  Brooks  sweaters, 
and  "My  one  book,  Shore  Leave,"  into  Adelaide's  old 
room  on  the  second  floor  chaplain's  house,  where  she  was 
.  a  delightful  next-door  neighbor.  Sharp,  distinctive  good 
looks,  mature  understanding,  and  gaiety  of  spirit  all  in 
the  same  person ! 

Peggy  is  now  Mrs.  William  Downes  of  Alexandria,  Vir- 
ginia. Her  daughter,  Elizabeth  Hopkins,  arrived  on  Feb- 
ruary 15. 

Mrs.  Walter  Simpson,  who  was  Miss  Martha  Roberts 
somewhere  about  World  War  T,  knows  Saint  Mary's  in 
many  ways  better  than  any  other  returned  alumna.  Be- 
fore she  was  married  she  was  a  piano  teacher  here  and 
played  the  organ  in  the  chapel.  Then  many  years  later 
she  came  back  as  housekeeper.  When  Mr.  Stoughton  in- 
stalled the  switchboard  system  he  put  Mrs.  Simpson  in 
charge  of  it.  The  old  telephone  system  died  hard,  how- 
ever. It  took  Miss  Julia  Jordan — the  efficient,  pleasant 
person  in  the  business  office  who  wears  the  green  eye- 
shade,  and  who  is  also  an  alumna,  by  the  way,-  several 
weeks  to  stop  putting  her  head  out  to  call,  "Oh,  Ebie 
Simpson,  give  me  outside,  will  you,  please?" 

Everyone  who  knows  Mrs.  Simpson,  and  literally  hun- 
dreds do,  appreciates  her  integrity,  her  gentleness,  and 
her  loyal  friendship.  She  is  one  of  the  nicest  people  at 
Saint  Mary's. 

Miss  Katherine  Morris,  of  the  same  general  vintage  as 
Miss  Martha  Dabney  Jones,  came  back  to  Saint  Mary's 
as  head  of  the  art  department  in  1945.  She  had  been  in 
charge  of  the  State  Art  Museum.  As  an  artist  she  has 
talent  and  sensitivity ;  as  a  teacher,  patience  and  sym- 
pathy with  what  every  one  of  her  girls  wants  to  do  with 
her  art.  She  also  has  a  conscience  about  making  her 
students  work.  One  girl  said,  "Art  history  is  one  of  those 
courses  you  think  is  going  to  be  easy.  But  it  doesn't  take 
long  to  get  fooled." 

Other  alumnae  who  have  returned  since  1935  are  Janice 
Fitzgerald,  who  came  from  Sweet  Briar  as  an  assistant 
in  the  music  department,  and  Doris  Lloyd  Neely,  assistant 
librarian.  Both  were  good  in  their  work  and  pleasing 
people  to  know.  Alice  Bell  of  Pittsboro  and  Jane  Bell 
of  Raleigh — not  related,  incidentally — were  among  the 
more  recent  alumnae  secretaries.  T  did  not  know  either 
of  them  as  well  as  [  wish  I  had.  Jane  lived  away  from 
the  school  and  the  year  Alice  was  here  I  was  hardly  living 
myself.  Alice  made  a  lovely  hostess  at  alumnae  meetings 
and  from  all  accounts  did  a  good  job  while  she  was  here. 
She  is  now  Mrs.  J.  Emmett  Sebrell,  Jr.,  of  Charlotte,  and 
has  a  three-months-old  daughter. 

(Continued  on  page  19) 
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By  Bekta  Allen  Kuss,  '50 


On  December  29,  130  debutantes  were  presented  to 
North  Carolina  society  at  the  Twenty-second  Annual 
Debutante  Ball.  Out  of  that  number,  over  a  third  of  the 
debutantes  were  Saint  Mary's  girls. 

The  Ball,  instituted  in  1923  as  the  Raleigh  Pall  Festival, 
is  now  sponsored  by  the  Terpsichorean  Club  of  Raleigh. 
The  affair  originally  was  planned  for  the  week-end  of 
September  9,  10,  11,  but  because  of  the  polio  epidemic, 
the  Club  postponed  the  Ball  until  the  Christmas  holidays. 

The  Girls'  Committee,  appointed  by  the  Terpsichorean 
Club,  is  largely  responsible  for  the  selection  of  the  debu- 
tantes. On  a  committee  of  14,  it  is  interesting  to  note  that 
11  of  the  group  were  old  Saint  Mary's  girls :  Elizabeth 
Grimes,  chairman,  Hetty  Hill  McMullen,  Armeeia  Eure, 
Mary  Ann  Dixon  Hogue,  Betsey  London  Cordon,  Eliza- 
beth Silver,  Mabel  McDonald,  Emily  Cheshire  Townsend 
Dockery,  Ann  Geoghegan  White,  Betty  Johnson  Ragland, 
and  Lucile  Aycock  McKee. 

Nine  debutantes  are  selected  each  year  to  lead  the 
Debutante  Ball,  and  just  as  in  former  years,  Saint  Mary's 
girls  have  been  prominent  in  the  group.  Mary  Marshall 
Ragland,  Raleigh,  was  chosen  as  Leader  of  the  Ball  ami 
occupied  the  central  position  of  honor  in  the  traditional 
figure.  Among  the  assistant  leaders  who  formed  the  cen- 
tral circle  of  the  debutante  figure  were  Cama  Clarkson, 
Charlotte ;  Jane  Clendenin,  Raleigh ;  Elizabeth  Guion, 
New  Bern;  Berta  Allen  Russ,  Raleigh;  Elizabeth  Coke 
Shepard,  Edeiiton ;  and  Lila  Spilman,  Statesville. 

Other  Saint  Mary's  girls,  past  and  present,  who  were 
presented  as  debutantes  are  the  following : 

Raleigh — Sally  Bizzell,  Jane  Bowman,  Marguerite  Bur- 
ton, Clotilde  Crow  (now  Mrs.  Thomas  Greene  Collins), 
Elizabeth  Peirson,  Ann  Badger  Smith,  Barbara  Stoughton. 

Asheville — Frances  Clark,  Mary  Catherine  English, 
Edith  Redwood. 

Chapel  Hill — Elizabeth  Emory. 

Charlotte — Convere  Jones,  Laura  Page. 

Dunn — Caro  Davis. 

Durham — Virginia  Cobb,  Nancy  Norton,  Helen  Rober- 
son. 


Edenton — Frances  Wood. 

Elizabeth  City — Jo  Ann  Pinner. 

Farmville — Betsy  Jones. 

Fayetteville — Mary  Giles  Stewart. 

Pinehurst — Elizabeth  Carter. 

Oxford — Lucy  Brewer. 

Roxboro — Betsy  Harris. 

Statesville — Elizabeth  Bowles. 

Tarboro — Sara  Barbee,  Ruth  Clark,  Martina  Fillmore. 

Wadesboro — Rosa  Little. 

Warrenton— Edith  Gary  Ellis. 

Washingt on—  Barbara  Ramsey. 

Wilmington — Ann  Kidder  Moore. 

Wilson — Daisy  Dixon,  Margaret  Rawlings. 

Before  the  week-end  officially  began,  Raleigh  debu- 
tantes started  on  the  round  of  parties.  On  Wednesday, 
December  22,  for  the  eighteen  Raleigh  debs,  Mrs.  H.  N. 
Hutchinson  gave  a  coffee  hour  honoring  Ann  Badger 
Smith  and  Berta  Allen  Russ. 

On  Thursday,  December  23,  Mrs.  Claude  Bizzell  enter- 
tained at  a  tea  honoring  her  daughter  Sally  Bizzell.  Sally 
also  was  complimented  on  December  28  at  a  luncheon  at 
the  Reinlyn  House.  Among  the  guests  were  Marguerite 
Burton,  Clotilde  Crow,  and  Mary  Flagg  Ward. 

The  out-of-town  debutantes  arrived  in  Raleigh  on  Tues- 
day, December  28.  After  registering  with  the  Terp  office 
at  the  Sir  Walter  Hotel,  all  went  to  an  eggnog  party  given 
by  Jane  Bowman.  On  Tuesday  night  the  rehearsal  of  the 
debutante  figure  was  held  at  the  Memorial  Auditorium. 

On  Wednesday,  the  29th,  a  luncheon  was  given  b3'  the 
Terpsichorean  Club  at  the  Sir  Walter  Hotel  for  the  de- 
butantes and  their  chief  marshals. 

The  debutante  program  of  1948  was  officially  begun 
on  Wednesday  night  with  the  presentation  of  the  130 
girls  at  the  Debutante  Ball  at  the  auditorium.  A  morning 
dance  on  Thursday,  the  30th,  at  the  Sir  Walter,  and  a 
formal  dance  Thursday  evening  concluded  the  debutante 
schedule  planned  by  the  Terpsichorean  Club,  but  many 
"after-the-dance"  parties  prolonged  the  occasion  until  the 
last  deb,  tired  but  happy,  headed  back  home  with  a  won- 
derful three  days  behind  her. 


(Continued  from  page  18) 

Jane  was,  from  literally  every  -account,  one  of  the  most 
effectual  secretaries  we  have  ever  had.  She  was  an  at- 
tractive person  and  made  one  of  this  last  fall's  prettiest 
brides.  She  is  now  Mrs.  Robert  Powell  Holding,  Jr.,  of 
Smithfield. 

One  of  the  best  and  most  efficient  acts  of  Jane's  brief 
career  was  to  get  Dora  Winters  as  the  incoming  secre- 
tary. Dora  is  exactly  right  for  Saint  Mary's  in  every 
way.    She  is  a  graduate  of  Carolina,  where  she  majored 


in  French,  but  having  had  the  good  sense  to  stop  there, 
she  took  a  job  at  Garfinkel's  in  Washington  where  she 
sold,  modeled  and  bought  those  snorky  clothes  she  wears 
as  if  they  grew  on  her.  She  has  poise  and  a  charm  that 
is  demure  when  it  should  be,  but  that  can  relax  to  a 
different  type  when  the  atmosphere  is  right.  Dora  came 
in  September,  1948,  and  while  she  does  spend  her  spare 
time  knitting  argyle  socks,  she  solemnly  swears  that  her 
intentions  in  doing  so  are  strictly  dishonorable.  We 
hope  so,  anywaj\  Time  goes  .  .  .  interesting  people  go 
.  .  .  we  stay,  aud  we  want  Dora  to  stay  a  while  longer. 
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Saint  Mart's  School 


Keeping  Up  With  the  (2La55e5 


1925 — REUNION — 1950 

CLASS  SECRETARY:   Emily  Burgwyn 
Sneed     (Mrs.    Jackson    M.),    Apt.    4,    33 
West  Lock  Lane,  Richmond   21,  Va. 
Dear  Class  of  19  25: 

Even  though  it  is  a  bit  late,  I  want  to 
wish  all  of  my  classmates  much  happi- 
ness, good  health  and  prosperity  during 
the  year  1949. 

Since  the  December  class  letter,  I  have 
heard  for  the  first  time  from  Virginia 
Barker  Siceloff,  Helen  Little  Wood,  and 
Katharine  Martin  Lawther.  Now  I  am 
hoping  that  I  shall  have  news  from  Grace 
Duncan  Rose,  Katherine  Johnson  Watson, 
Julia  Staley  Poole,  and  Ellen  Melick  Rol- 
lins before  another  class  letter  is  due. 
These  classmates  can,  no  doubt,  send  in 
some  news  of  real  interest  in  time  for 
the  June  BULLETIN. 

I  am  still  anxious  to  get  snapshots  of 
yourselves,  your  children  and  your  homes 
to  be  used  in  the  BULLETIN  and  also 
in  the  class  scrapbook. 

If  you  want  to  keep  up  with  the  alum- 
nae news,  be  sure  to  send  in  your  alum- 
nae dues  ($2.00)  which  entitles  you  to 
the  -BULLETIN.  Contributions  to  the 
Dining  Room  Fund  will  be  greatly  ap- 
preciated. The  alumnae  are  anxious  to 
receive  the  money  for  this  redecorating 
project. 

I  hope  that  my  classmates  and  other 
Saint  Mary's  girls  will  enjoy  the  follow- 
ing news  items: 

Ariel  Close:  Ariel's  address  is  Quar- 
ters 608-A  Marine  Corps  Schools,  Quan- 
tico,  Virginia.  It  is  always  a  pleasure  to 
receive  a  letter  from  Ariel  and  the  fol- 
lowing is  an  excerpt  from  her  most  re- 
cent one:  "Thank  you  ever  so  much  for 
sending  me  the  clipping  of  the  picture 
and  announcement  of  Evelyn  Davis'  en- 
gagement to  Colin.  Jr.  Really,  I  feel  as 
old  as  the  hills  when  I  think  of  Mary 
Starke  Woods  having  a  son  getting  mar- 
ried. I  know  very  little  of  interest  for 
our  class  letter.  However,  I  heard  from 
Helen  Little  Wood  yesterday  and  it  was 
so  good  to  get  some  news  of  her.  She 
and  her  husband  and  daughter  have 
moved  from  Vancouver,  British  Colum- 
bia, to  Elizabeth  City.  I  have  been  won- 
dering where  Virginia  Lay  Hawkins  is 
living  now.  Do  you  ever  hear  from  her? 
I  visited  my  sister,  Hallie,  and  her  family 
in  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  at  Christmas  time. 
Her  two  children,  aged  seven  and  four, 
kept  things  lively  for  us.  I  expect  to 
come  down  to  Richmond  to  shop  one  day 
soon.  We  might  meet  for  lunch.  Best 
wishes  for  you  for  1949.  Hope  to  see  you 
real  soon.     Let  me  hear.     As  ever,  Ariel." 

Mary  Green:  "Bobbie's"  address  is  109 
First  St.,  N.E.,  Washington,  D.  C.  "Bob- 
bie" is  always  the  "old  faithful"  and  lets 
me  have  a  newsy  letter.  She  writes: 
"Emily,  dearest,  I  should  have  written 
sooner  but  my  hands  have  been  full  these 
last  weeks.  Mother  fell  and  broke  her 
left  arm.  It  has  been  very  painful,  but 
she  has  it  out  of  the  sling  now.     Truly, 


I  have  no  news  of  very  special  interest. 
However,  I  do  get  to  lectures  and  art 
exhibits  and  enjoy  concerts.  Inaugura- 
tion Day  I  had  a  grandstand  seat  for  the 
parade  just  across  from  Blair  House 
where  the  Trumans  now  live.  The  floats 
and  people  were  most  exciting  and  en- 
tertaining. I  sat  near  a  group  of  gig- 
gling school  girls — reminding  me  of 
some  of  'us'  about  twenty-four  years  ago. 
I  can  hardly  wait  for  May,  1950,  and  our 
class  reunion.  Mother  and  I  are  much 
interested  in  Mary  Starke  Woods'  son's 
wedding.  I  hope  you  will  let  me  know 
the  next  time  you  are  in  Washington. 
Am  eager  to  see  you  and  Jack.  It  has 
been  so  long  since  we  last  saw  each 
other.  Write  soon.  Always  so  glad  to 
hear  from  you.  My  love  to  all  the  girls 
of  1925.     Ever,  Bobbie." 

Catherine  Menzies  Mathewes  (Mrs. 
Catherine  M.)  resides  at  13  06  Thirteenth 
Avenue,  Hickory,  N.  C.  Receiving  a  nice 
letter  from  our  class  president  was  a 
real  treat!  "Cat"  has  written:  "Dear 
Emily,  It  certainly  is  fine  to  see  some 
news  of  our  class  in  the  BULLETIN  each 
time:  for  years  there  was  nothing.  What 
good  work  you  are  doing!  I  wish  I  had 
some  interesting  news  to  write,  but  my 
nose  is  kept  too  close  to  the  grindstone 
these  days.  I  did  take  a  few  days  off 
around  New  Year's  to  take  my  son  to 
the  Sugar  Bowl  to  see  Carolina  play. 
We  had  a  lovely,  exciting  trip,  one  neither 
of  us  will  forget,  as  it  was  our  first  trip 
to  New  Orleans.  With  all  good  wishes 
to  you  and  to  all  the  other  members  of 
our  class.  I  do  hope  we  can  have  a  good 
crowd  at  our  reunion  in  1950.  Sincerely 
yours,  'Cat.'  " 

Virginia  Barker  Siceloff  (Mrs.  T.  M.) 
is  living  at  1019  Willowbrook  Drive, 
Greensboro,  N.  C.  It  was  a  real  surprise 
to  receive  a  card  from  my  senior  year 
roommate,  "Gin"  Barker,  telling  me  that 
she  is  no  longer  Miss  Barker  but  Mrs. 
T.  M.  Siceloff.  "Gin"  says:  "Dear  Em, 
It  took  us  a  long  time  to  make  up  our 
minds  but  I  am  glad  I  waited,  aren't  you? 
Gin." 

Helen  Little  Wood  (Mrs.  Albert  E.)  is 
living  in  Elizabeth  City,  N.  C.  It  was 
indeed  a  delight  to  hear  from  "Pris" — 
the  first  news  from  her  since  the  revival 
of  our  class  letter.  She  writes:  "After 
living  in  Vancouver,  British  Columbia, 
my  husband's  home,  for  some  time,  we 
are  now  back  in  Elizabeth  City.  We  have 
one  daughter  who  will  be  four  years  old 
in  February.  Am  doing  nothing  exciting 
but  being  a  housewife.  Sorry  not  to  have 
answered  your  previous  card.  How  are 
you?     Love,  'Pris.'" 

Katherine  Morris  lives  at  A-101  Boylan 
Apartments,  Raleigh,  N.  C,  and  is  our 
class  representative  on  the  Saint  Mary's 
Campus  since  she  holds  forth  in  the  Art 
Room.  "K."  Morris  writes:  "I  am  ter- 
ribly sorry  not  to  have  written  you  any 
news  for  our  next  class  letter,  but  I  have 
been  up  to  my  ears  with  quarterly  grades, 


tests,  etc. — and,  anyway,  I  don't  think  I 
know  a  single  news  item  to  report.  I 
never  see  any  of  our  classmates.  Do 
hope  I  can  do  better  next  time.  'K.' 
Morris." 

Katharine  Martin  Lawther  (Mrs. 
Rivers)  is  now  living  at  903  Princess  St., 
Wilmington,  N.  C.  The  following  news 
is  the  first  from  Katharine  since  the  re- 
turn of  the  19  25  class  letter  to  the 
BULLETIN.  Certainly  hope  we  will  con- 
tinue to  hear  from  her.  She  has  written: 
"My  getting  a  letter  written  to  you  seems 
to  be  relegated  to  the  place  of  other  good 
intentions!  I  started  back  to  teaching 
this  fall.  Have  a  combination  (6th  and 
7th  grades),  and  by  June  I  can  qualify 
for  any  quiz  program." 

Whitney  Holt  Thomas  (Mrs.  Fred  S.) 
lives  in  Erwin,  N.  C.  I  know  all  of  our 
classmates  will  be  delighted  to  have  more 
news  from  Whitney.  She  has  written: 
"Dear  Emily,  First  let  me  thank  you  for 
your  Christmas  greeting  and  letter.  I 
did  appreciate  them.  I  haven't  written 
before  because  taking  care  of  a  baby  is 
a  full-time  job  for  me,  and  he  doesn't 
take  naps.  Frederick  is  5  Vz  months 
now.  He  weighs  16  lbs.  and  has  a  tooth 
and  another  coming  through.  He  has 
dark  hair  and  eyes  and,  of  course,  Fred 
and  I  think  he  is  one  of  the  seven  won- 
ders of  the  world.  We  moved  into  our 
new  house  just  two  weeks  before  Christ- 
mas. We  had  a  wild  scramble  getting 
the  house  in  order  for  the  holidays.  Right 
after  that  I  relaxed  and  have  been  relax- 
ing ever  since;  so  there  is  still  lots  to  be 
done.  Our  house  is  colonial  style  with 
a  large  living  room  on  one  side  and  the 
dining  room  and  kitchen  on  the  other. 
The  powder  room  is  at  the  end  of  the 
hall.  There  are  three  bedrooms  and  two 
baths  upstairs.  We  have  just  gotten  our 
yard  graded  and  the  driveway  laid  out. 
I  haven't  had  any  news  of  Kalista  Hood 
Hart  lately.  I  saw  the  December  BULLE- 
TIN, and  I  read  news  of  classmates  and 
schoolmates  I  hadn't  had  news  of  since 
we  graduated.  Celeste  Hubbard  ("Lady 
Bug")  has  a  cousin  living  here  and  she 
visits  her;  so  I  see  her  right  often.  Celeste 
works  in  Raleigh.  Hope  this  gets  there 
in  time  for  the  class  letter.  Love,  Whit- 
ney." 

Anna  Whaley  Smith  Elliott  (Mrs.  M. 
S.)  lives  at  121  North  38th  Ave.,  Omaha, 
Nebraska.  "Whaley"  answered  my  SOS 
for  class  news  with  a  most  interesting 
air  mail  letter.  The  following  news  is 
taken  from  her  letter:  "Received  your 
letter  and  as  always  enjoyed  it.  How  I 
would  love  to  go  back  to  Saint  Mary's  in 
1950  for  our  class  reunion!  Don't  think 
it  will  be  possible  unless  the  children  are 
out  of  school  and  I'm  in  North  Carolina 
at  that  time.  When  you  see  or  write 
Ariel  Close,  ask  her  to  write  me  a  note 
some  time.  I  would  love  dearly  to  hear 
from  each  of  our  class,  but,  like  myself, 
they  have  family  and  household  duties 
that  take  their  time.     No,  I  can't  realize 
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that  Mary  Starke  Woods  has  a  son  old 
enough  to  be  getting  married.  Makes  me 
feel  ancient!  At  present,  I  do  not  have 
any  very  good  snapshots  of  the  children 
so  can't  send  any  now.  Anna  takes  ballet 
and  Sidney  is  studying  violin.  They  ice 
skate  quite  a  bit.  The  report  over  the 
radio  that  one  could  ice  skate  from  Iowa 
to  Colorado  seems  certainly  true  to  me 
when  I  look  out  at  the  snow  and  ice.  I 
haven't  stuck  my  foot  out.  Too  slippery! 
We  will  go  to  Hertford,  N.  C,  some  time 
this  summer,  and  I  do  wish  you  would 
come  down  while  I'm  there.  It  makes 
me  ashamed  that  I  do  not  have  more  real 
news  for  our  class  letter.  Give  my  love 
to  each  member  of  our  class.  They  were 
all  mighty  sweet  to  me  when  I  limped 
around  with  a  crutch  most  of  my  last 
year.  A  heart  full  of  love  for  each  class- 
mate of  '25.     Lots  of  love,  Anna  Whaley." 

Emily  Burgwyn  Sneed  (Mrs.  Jackson 
M.),  Apt.  4,  33  West  Lock  Lane,  Rich- 
mond 21,  Va. 

Between  teaching  at  St.  Christopher's, 
church  activities  and  household  duties, 
my  spare  time  is  limited.  However,  I 
do  keep  up  a  correspondence  with  sev- 
eral Saint  Mary's  schoolmates  and,  occa- 
sionally, I  see  some  in  Richmond.  Re- 
cently I  received  a  long,  newsy  letter 
from  Margaret  Ellen  Lester  Register 
(class  of  '26)  who  lives  in  Savannah, 
Georgia.  She  and  her  husband  are  build- 
ing a  home  at  Tybee  Beach  near  Savan- 
nah and  expect  to  move  in  this  spring. 
She  sent  me  a  photo  of  her  attractive 
daughter,  Margaret  Ellen,  who  is  quite 
a  talented  pianist  and  who  plans  to  make 
music  her  career.  Received  an  invita- 
tion this  week  to  the  marriage  of  Colin 
Woods,  Jr.,  to  Miss  Evelyn  Davis  on  Feb- 
ruary 19.  Colin  is  the  son  of  Mary 
Starke  Woods  (Mrs.  E.  Colin),  and  if  I 
am  not  mistaken  he  is  the  first  child  of 
a  1925  class  member  to  be  married.  Had 
a  nice  note  recently  from  Virginia  Wey- 
mouth Chappelle  (Mrs.  Va.  W.)  who  is 
now  living  at  2101  New  Hampshire  Ave., 
Washington,  D.  C.  "Binks"  was  at  Saint 
Mary's  with  me  in  19  21  and  1922,  and 
we  had  lots  of  fun  in  old  West  Rock. 
Her  son,  William  Carlisle  Johnston,  Jr., 
is  to  be  married  soon.  She  has  a  charm- 
ing young  daughter,  Nancy  Chappelle. 
Nellie  Bryan  Newton  Nichols  (Mrs.  A. 
Cecil),  '2  3,  has  written  that  she  and 
Cecil  are  spending  some  time  in  Florida. 
Her  sister,  Catherine  Newton  Wiggins 
(Mrs.  Fred),  '22,  lives  in  Rocky  Mount, 
N.  C,  and  has  a  ten-year-old  daughter, 
Nelle.  Had  a  note  at  Christmas  from 
Vfrginia  Willis  Hopkins,  '23.  "Dinky" 
lives  in  Onancock,  Virginia.  I  often  see 
Pauline  Chears  Phillips  (Mrs.  Harry), 
Anne  Ruffin  Sims  Wallersteiu  (Mrs. 
Emanuel),  and  Elizabeth  Wood  McMullen 
(Mrs.  Grice),  who  live  in  Richmond. 
Pauline  and  I  belong  to  the  same  Wom- 
an's Auxiliary  guild  at  St.  Stephen's 
Episcopal  Church.  Saw  Maria  Long- 
Hunter  (Mrs.  Frank  P.),  '33,  of  Roanoke 
Rapids,  N.  C,  at  a  matinee  performance 
of  "Carrousel."  During  the  Christmas 
shopping  season  I  had  a  long  conversa- 
tion with  Ellen  Douglas  Pippen  Town- 
send   (Mrs.  Henry  L.),   '25,  of  Marshall, 


Va.  We  thoroughly  enjoyed  chatting 
about  school  days.  Ellen  Douglas  has  a 
daughter,  Anne  Townsend,  who  is  in  the 
senior  class  at  Saint  Mary's.  Margaret 
Gary  Norfleet,  '47,  of  Jackson,  N.  C,  is 
now  living  in  Richmond  and  has  a  posi- 
tion with  Miller  and  Rhoads.  My  hus- 
band and  I  plan  to  go  to  New  York  in 
March  to  spend  ten  days.  We  are  look- 
ing forward  to  seeing  some  good  shows 
and  visiting  many  friends.  While  there, 
I  hope  to  contact  some  Saint  Mary's 
schoolmates  who  live  in  or  near  the  city. 
Lots  of  love,  Emily. 

1929 — REUNION — 1949 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Elizabeth  Thom- 
as,   1915   Hanover  Ave.,   Richmond,   Va. 

June  4,  1949,  is  a  RED  letter  date  for 
all  of  us!  I  hope  each  one  of  you  is 
making  plans  to  meet  at  Saint  Mary's 
for  our  class  reunion.  The  general  alum- 
nae luncheon  will  be  held  at  noon.  We'll 
get  together  then,  and  that  night  we'll 
have  a  big  party  all  by  ourselves  and 
celebrate!  Like  that  idea?  If  any  of  you 
have  any  suggestions  to  make  for  the 
success  of  our  reunion,  please  drop  me 
or  Jac'  Drane  Nash  a  line.  We  want  to 
make  ours  the  BEST  REUNION  EVER 
HELD  AT  SAINT  MARY'S.  I  am  count- 
ing on  100  per  cent  co-operation.  Bring 
your  families — husbands,  children,  and 
all! 

We'll  go  back  to  be  greeted  by  Annette 
Tucker  Allen  (Mrs.  Archie),  2416  White 
Oak  Road,  Raleigh,  an  important  figure 
in  North  Carolina  legislative  circles.  A 
card  from  her  on  February  8th  says:  "I 
am  'busy  as  a  bee'  keeping  up  with  the 
legislature  and  all  the  social  affairs  for 
the  wives  of  the  legislators.  Am  helping 
with  the  alumnae  bridge  tournament  at 
Saint  Mary's  Wednesday  night."  Know 
Annette  will  help  us  have  a  grand  ole 
time  in  Raleigh. 

Then  Mary  Laurens  Withers  Richard- 
son (Mrs.  John  T. )  has  moved  back  to 
Raleigh  from  Charlotte  and  at  Christmas 
was  living  at  607  N.  Blount  St.  Am  glad 
she's  hack  to  be  on  hand  to  welcome  us 
to  Raleigh.  She  and  Annette  will  have 
to  round  up  all  the  Raleigh  members  of 
our  class  for  our  reunion.  In  spite  of 
card  after  card  I  have  not  had  any  re- 
sponse from  so  many  of  the  Raleigh  girls. 
Come  on,  Mary  Marshall  Briggs,  Edna 
Britt,  Ellen  Eskridge,  Louise  Farmer, 
Margaret  Runnion,  Emily  Sumner,  Meta 
Stockard  Mason,  bring  me  up  to  date  on 
yourselves.  Any  news  of  them  will  be 
greatly  appreciated.  Meta  did  write  one 
post  card,   but  I  want  more  news! 

Dorothy  Stryker  MacNeil  (Mrs.  David 
B.),  408  Heywood  Ave.,  Orange,  N.  J., 
wrote  that  she  has  a  six-year-old  son 
and  a  one-year-old  daughter.  Thanks, 
Dot,  and  do  get  busy  and  send  those 
promised  pictures  of  your  lovely  family. 

Nannie  Crowder  wrote  that  she  stays 
busy  in  the  library  at  Henderson.  She 
says,  "Don't  know  any  school  news. 
Often  think  of  the  girls  and  read  every 
copy  of  the  BULLETIN  for  news  of 
friends."  Nannie  is  the  cataloguer  at 
the  Leslie  Perry  Memorial  Library  in 
Henderson,   and  I  understand  she  super- 


Jeannette  Gilkey  Cross,  "Jr.,"  with  the 
horse  she  will  show  this  spring.  Here's 
hoping  for  a  blue  ribbon. 

vises  the  ordering  and  cataloguing  of 
books  of  the  county  library  at  Louis- 
burg,  N.  C. 

"Tea"  Thomas  wrote  from  Washing- 
ton, D.  C,  at  Christmas  that  this  fall  she 
had  been  busy  doing  a  lot  of  church 
work.  She  is  still  with  the  Department 
of  Agriculture. 

Jeannette  Gilkey  Cross  (Mrs.  Eugene) 
of  Marion,  N.  C,  sent  a  picture  of  her 
lovely  nine-year-old  daughter  in  her  rid- 
ing habit  beside  her  new  horse,  which 
she  will  show  this  spring.  She  says,  "Am 
really  planning  to  attend  the  reunion  and 
am  looking  forward  to  it  very  much." 
Her  son  hopes  to  go  to  Woodberry  in 
1950. 

Janice  Harbort  Gilmore  (Mrs.  Harold) 
of  Nichols,  S.  C,  wrote  that  she  had  a 
Christmas  card  from  Margaret  Green 
Neugent  from  127  Colonial  Drive,  Louis- 
ville, Kentucky.  Also,  that  her  daugh- 
ter, Nedra,  who  is  at  Saint  Mary's  this 
year,  kept  them  in  a  whirl  during  the 
holidays  but  that  her  visit  home  then 
was  all  the  Christmas  they  wanted. 

I  forgot  to  call  your  attention  to  the 
fact  that  Jac'  Drane  Nash  (Mrs.  Pem- 
broke) of  Tarboro  had  her  fifth  child  in 
April — another  daughter  for  Saint 
Mary's!  "Pank"  Badham  Coxe  has  five 
children,  also.  Can  anyone  in  our  class 
break  that  record?  Jac  has  sent  me  a 
picture  of  her  fine  family.  I  hope  the 
BULLETIN  has  room  to  print  it.  Any- 
way, I  introduce  Brent,  13:  Florence,  7; 
Jacquelin,  Jr.,  15;  Arabella,  10  months, 
and,  of  course,  Nancy,  who  is  at  Saint 
Mary's  this  year.  Nancy  and  Nedra's  pic- 
ture together   are   to   be   in   the   BULLE- 
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The  Pembroke  Nash  family:  Brent,  Pern, 
Florence,  Jacquelin,  Jr.,  Arabella,  and 
Jacqnelin,  Sr.;  on  the  wall — Nancy,  now 
at  Saint  Mary's. 

TIN;  so  you  can  see  what  charming 
daughters  Jac  and  Janice  have  to  greet 
us  there  in  June!  Jac  writes:  "I  ex- 
pected to  visit  Jo  Parker  Schaeffer  in 
Asheville,  N.  C,  but  the  polio  inter- 
vened. Kate  Parks  Kitchin  was  in  Tar- 
boro  to  make  a  talk  to  our  P.T.A.  two 
months  ago.  She  is  doing  splendid  work 
as  Dean  of  Girls  in  the  Rocky  Mount 
schools." 

Speaking  of  Kate  Parks  Kitchen,  I,  too, 
heard  a  Rocky  Mount  citizen  recently 
here  at  our  state  library  report  to  me 
that  Kate  Parks  is  a  brilliant  person  and 
a  grand  teacher  and  worker  in  the  Rocky 
Mount  community.  Aren't  we  proud  of 
Kate? 

Had  a  nice  card  from  Kate  Parks  her- 
self recently.  We  are  both  sorry  to  re- 
port that  Margaret  Gorham  has  been 
sick  for  quite  a  while  at  her  home  in 
Rocky  Mount.  I  hope  she  is  much  better 
now. 

"Pank"  Badham  Coxe  (Mrs.  Thomas 
C.,  Jr.).  657  Cashua  St..  Darlington,  S. 
C.  wrote:  "Have  just  been  to  Richmond 
on  a  rush  trip  to  see  my  daughter,  who 
is  in  St.  Catherine's.  Sorry  it  couldn't 
be  Saint  Mary's,  but  when  Saint  Mary's 
cut  out  the  10  th  grade  there  went 
Emmy's  chances.  She  plans  to  come 
back  to  Saint  Mary's  for  college  after 
graduation  from  St.  Catherine's.  Also 
stopped  by  Chapel  Hill  to  see  my  son. 
Tom  III,  in  action — a  freshman  at  U.N.C. 
He  is  wrestling  for  the  Tar  Heel  Babies. 
Very  exciting  for  his  fond  parents  to  see 
him  pin  his  opponent  from  Davidson  in 
the  first  round  of  match.  Will  call  you 
the  next  time  I'm  in  Richmond.  Was 
there  to  get  Emmy  to  a  doctor  for  asth- 
ma, also  to  get  her  ready  for  midwinters 
at  Woodberry  Forest! "  I  hope  to  see 
"Pank's"  daughter  out  at  St.  Catherine's 
soon.  Been  trying  all  winter  to  get  out 
there  to  see  Emmy  and  Miss  Mary 
Spruill.  who  is  teaching  there. 

And  here  is  the  prize  letter  of  all  from 
Charlotte  Hill  Hutchinson  (Mrs.  Peter 
Campbell),  c/o  The  Royal  Bank  of  Can- 
ada, San  Pedro  de  Macoris.  Dominican 
Republic,  dated  February  14,  1949.  It 
is  so  interesting  that  I  shall  only  cut  it 
here  and  there  so  that  you  may  all  share 
in  the  news.      Charlotte  writes: 


"It  seems  amazing  that  this  year  will 
be  our  20th  anniversary  at  Saint  Mary's. 
...  In  all  those  years  I  have  seen  so  few 
of  the  girls  I  knew  there.  Should  like 
to  go  back  for  the  reunion,  but  there's 
not  much  chance.  You  ask  for  news  of 
my  family  and  me,  so  I'll  try  to  give  a 
brief  resume  of  these  twenty  years.  Two 
years  after  leaving  Saint  Mary's  I  heard 
quite  by  chance  of  the  Episcopal  School, 
Cathedral,  in  Havana,  and  jokingly  said 
I'd  like  a  job  there.  To  my  surprise  I 
got  it  and  went  for  a  year.  Had  such  a 
good  time  that  I  went  back  a  second  year 
to  see  more  of  the  island.  I  decided  the 
third  year  to  teach  at  an  orange  planta- 
tion in  the  interior.  That  was  the  year 
of  the  revolution  in  Cuba  when  Machado 
was  overthrown.  I  was  visiting  at  the 
Cathedral  School  before  going  down  the 
island.  Everything  was  so  upset,  and 
Americans  were  ready  to  be  evacuated 
at  a  moment's  notice;  so  that  ended  any 
trips  into  the  interior.  I  moved  in  with 
the   Platts    (family   of   Alicia    and    Eliza- 


Daughters  of  the  class  of  '21):  Nedra  Gil- 
more  and  Nancy  Nash,  class  of  '53. 

beth)  and  taught  at  the  German  School — 
met  my  husband,  a  Scot,  who  was  (and 
is)  with  the  Royal  Bank  of  Canada — 
was  married  in  Norfolk  in  1936  and  lived 
in  Havana  'til  1946,  when  we  were  trans- 
ferred to  this  island.  Our  two  children — 
Peter,  who's  nearly  eleven,  and  Polly, 
aged  5% — were  born  in  Havana.  There 
were  several  Saint  Mary's  girls  in  Ha- 
vana: Mrs.  Joe  Jones — don't  know  her 
year  but  her  daughter  is  around  our  age; 
Alicia  Piatt,  who  married  an  American, 
Frank  Stockelberg,  in  1934  and  still  lives 
in  Havana;  Elizabeth  Piatt,  '28,  who 
married  a  Scot,  Frank  Wright,  in  '36,  and 
has  one  little  girl.  Madeline  DuBruiel 
(Mrs.  Joe  Everett),  lives  in  Camaguey, 
Cuba.  Havana  is  a  wonderful  place  and 
we  miss  it  very  much. 

"This  country  is  quite  different  from 
anything  we'd  seen  before.  We  lived  in 
the  capital.  Ciudad  Trujillo,  for  six 
months,  and   then  were  sent  here  where 


Hutch  is  manager  of  the  Royal  Bank, 
and  we  live  in  an  apartment  over  the 
bank — has  14  rooms  and  is  very  com- 
fortable and  cool.  The  climate  here  is 
warm  all  year  round — practically  no  dif- 
ference in  the  seasons,  just  a  little  hotter 
at  times.  The  town  has  about  15,0  00 
people  and  is  a  very  important  port. 
There  are  seven  sugar  estates  within  12 
miles,  all  of  whose  molasses  and  raw 
sugar  is  shipped  from  here.  The  cane 
fields  extend  for  many  miles  in  every 
direction.  These  estates  are  American, 
Italian,  and  Dominican.  Several  have 
golf  courses  and  swimming  pools,  and 
we  enjoy  going  to  them  for  exercise  and 
parties.  There  are  only  six  or  seven 
Anglo-American  families  in  Macoris,  so 
we  have  to  talk  a  lot  of  Spanish.  The 
children  speak  it  as  well  as  they  do  Eng- 
lish, and  Hutch  is  the  same  after  25 
years  in  Cuba.  Thanks  to  the  good 
foundation  I  got  from  Madam  Simbolotti 
at  Saint  Mary's,  I  get  along  all  right  too. 
For  people  who  like  a  lazy  life  with 
plenty  of  cheap  labor  (though  very  in- 
ferior servants)  the  tropics  are  fine,  but 
we'd  love  to  settle  down  in  the  U.S.A. — 
especially  in  the  South.  Hutch  is  quite 
partial  to  North  Carolina  after  having 
made  several  short  trips  there  while  on 
vacations  in  Norfolk.  He  thinks  Albe- 
marle Sound  is  perfect.  There  are  many 
drawbacks  to  being  down  here — ex- 
tremely high  prices  and  lack  of  English 
schools  being  the  most  important.  Peter 
studies  with  me,  but  it's  not  very  satis- 
factory. It  really  is  a  problem  as  he's 
so  young  to  stay  North — but  will  have 
to  before  long.  This  picture  I'm  enclos- 
ing is  all  I  have — a  passport,  one  taken 
several  months  ago.  Our  camera  is 
broken,  and  no  one  here  can  do  repair 
work  as  needed. 

"This  being  a  Catholic  country  we 
see  many  things  we'd  never  seen  before. 
On  religious  holidays  they  have  proces- 
sions through  the  streets  carrying  statues 
of  the  Virgin  Mary,  of  the  Virgin  Alta- 
gracia,  patron  Saint  of  the  island,  and 
on  Good  Friday  the  statue  of  Christ  on 
the  cross.  There  are  also  Seventh  Day 
Adventists,  Jehovah's  Witnesses,  and 
Moravians  here.  The  Episcopal  church 
has  a  lovely  new  rectory  as  well  as 
church   and   is   completing   a   new   school 


Charlotte     Hill     Hutchinson     with     son, 
Peter,  and  daughter,  Polly. 
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which  has  many  pupils— mostly  colored 
children  of  British  subjects  from  various 
Caribbean  islands  who  have  come  here 
to  work  in  cane  fields.  The  rector,  Can- 
non Beer,  and  his  wife  are  both  English 
and  have  lived  here  for  27  years. 

"If  you've  received  as  lengthy  an  epis- 
tle as  this  from  each  of  the  class  of  '29 
you'll  be  all  worn  out  from  reading 
them.  .  .  .  We'd  love  to  send  Polly  to 
Saint  Mary's — hope  we  can.  .  .  .  Haven't 
been  to  Raleigh  since  we  graduated — 
usually  look  out  of  my  berth  when  pass- 
ing through  by  train,  but  never  can  find 
the  Saint  Mary's  buildings.  The  campus 
was  so  lovely  when  it  snowed,  and  espe- 
cially when  the  dogwood  was  in  bloom — 
haven't  seen  any  in  17  years — makes 
me  homesick  to  think  of  it.  If  you  ever 
hear  of  anyone  needing  the  services  of 
a  Scottish  banker  let  me  know,  and  we'll 
come  that  way  as  fast  as  possible! 

"Love,   Charlotte. 

"P.  S.  I  forgot  to  mention  in  account 
of  this  country  the  thing  that  keeps  us 
all  tense — earthquakes.  Have  experi- 
enced many  here  and  they  are  the  worst 
things  imaginable.  You  are  lucky  to  be 
living  in  Virginia,  and  we  envy  you." 

Yes,  Virginia  is  a  grand  place!  I  was 
in  Havana  the  summer  of  the  revolution, 
and  the  Morro  Castle  brought  us  back  to 
the  States  just  before  all  the  trouble  be- 
gan there.  Sorry  I  did  not  know  Char- 
lotte was  living  in  Cuba  then.  I  found 
Havana  quite  gay  and  beautiful.  The 
rest  of  you  who  have  not  written  me, 
please  write  long  letters  about  yourselves 
soon.  I'm  still  looking  for  pictures  of 
your  families,  homes,  etc.,  for  our  scrap- 
book.  At  present  the  pictures  will  hardly 
cover  one  page.  Now  get  busy  and  send 
them  in  to  me!  June  4  is  just  around  the 
corner,  so  hurry  up !  I've  been  busy 
heading  up  a  joint  United  Nations  pro- 
gram participated  in  by  six  clubs  here — 
A.A.U.W.,  Quota,  Pilot,  B.  and  P.,  Delta 
Kappa  Gamma,  and  Altrusa.  We  had  a 
lovely  reception  February  18  for  all  the 
foreign  faculty  members  and  students  of 
colleges  and  schools  in  Richmond.  It 
turned  out  to  be  a  lovely  party — students 
from  Korea,  China,  Germany,  France, 
England,  Denmark,  Puerto  Rico,  etc., 
were  present.  This  Thursday,  February 
24,  the  exchange  teacher  from  England 
here  will  be  the  speaker  for  my  program 
at  our  club.  Maybe  Saint  Mary's  could 
entertain  the  foreign  students  in  Raleigh 
some  time,  for  I'm  sure  there  must  be 
quite  a  number  there  too.  We  are  to 
have  a  banquet  March  4  with  a  speaker 
from  U.N.  So  you  see  I  am  a  busy  per- 
son too  these  days.  I  hope  this  gets  to 
press  in  time. 

Here's  to  seeing  each  member  of  the 
class  of  1929  on  June  4,  1949,  at  Saint 
Mary's.  Till  then,  best  love  to  all  mem- 
bers of  our  class. 

1937 

CLASS      SECRETARY :      Helen      Rose 
Witten  Duffy  (Mrs.  George  P.),  303  High 
St.,  Oxford,  N.  C. 
Hello  Again: 

Today  I  have  received  twelve  cards, 
still    not    the    grand    total    I    hoped    for. 


Maybe  I  can  wear  you  all  down  by  keep- 
ing on  writing  those  cards;  let's  hope  so 
anyway.  We  had  a  wonderful  Christ- 
mas, followed  by  four  weeks  of  sheer 
torture,  tonsillitis,  until  we  took  our 
courage  in  our  hands  and  had  both  twins' 
tonsils  out.  Now  they  are  wilder  than 
ever  and  growing  by  feet  and  we're  all 
happy  again. 

Jervey  Quint ard  Wyatt-Brown  writes 
that  Hunter  is  now  a  deacon  and  hopes 
to  be  a  priest  in  a  few  more  months. 
Their  rectory  is  at  Edgewood,  Maryland, 
and  she  does  hope  some  of  the  Baltimore 
to  New  York  traffic  will  stop  off  and  see 
them.  (I'll  take  you  up  on  that  with 
pleasure,  Jervey,  in  April  when  I  drive 
to  New  York  with  the  twins,  and  we'll 
all  stop  and  say  hello. )  They  have 
Diana,  6,  Hunter  4,  and  Elizabeth,  2,  a 
family  worth  an  extra  trip  to  see,  I 
know.  Sara  Craig  Dickerson  writes  that 
she  is  completely  occupied  taking  care 
of  her  son,  2,  and  a  new  daughter,  Ann 
Gilliam,  born  October  25th.  Sara  lives 
in  Monroe.  Jessie  Skinner  Gaither  says 
Christmas  kept  her  quite  busy  and  that 
Jess  loved  it  all.  Jessie  has  been  busy 
this  fall  with  an  Arts  and  Crafts  course 
and  lots  of  church  work.  Sometime  be- 
fore  June,    Virginia    Bower    will    become 
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Mrs.  Bernard  Wray.  Bernard  travels  for 
the  Research  Institute  of  America,  and 
they  hope  to  make  New  Orleans  their 
home.  Swell  news,  Tinga,  and  I  hope 
some  of  us  will  be  on  hand  to  see  another 
lovely  June  bride  do  Saint  Mary's 
"proud."  Did  anybody  realize  that  Mary 
Taylor  Hiimant  Mosier  has  been  married 
long  enough  to  have  a  daughter  S,  a  son, 
4,  and  a  son,  2?  I  don't  see  where  the 
years  have  gone  to.  Dave  is  now  com- 
mercial manager  of  radio  station  WGTC 
in  Greenville,  and  Mary  Taylor  says  they 
are  raising  cocker  spaniels  on  the  side. 
They  have  six  adorable  puppies  for  sale 
right  now  if  any  of  you  would  like  one 
for  the  babies. 

Louise  Martin  Harney  has  been  up  to 
her  ears  in  moving  from  a  tiny  apart- 
ment to  one  large  enough  for  the  newest 
addition  to  the  family,  her  third,  and  so 
now  we  are  waiting  for  her  new  address 
and  the  baby's  name.  Elsa  Winters 
March  and  her  five-and-a-half-year-old 
daughter,  Mary,  moved  to  Raleigh  on 
February  10  th  and  will  share  an  apart- 
ment with  Dora.  I  expect  Dora  will  put 
her  to  work  on  alumnae  letters  and  I 
may  get  her  out  on  the  Raleigh  girls 
who  will  not  write  us,  and  see  if  they  are 


all  still  alive.  Janet  Lawrence  Holmes 
and  Tom  are  moving  to  Seattle,  Washing- 
ton, in  June,  where  Tom  will  teach  and 
do  research  at  the  University.  Janet  is 
madly  packing  and  sorting  and  picking 
her  three  babies  out  of  all  she  tries  to  do. 
Seems  as  though  Janet  and  I  will  be  sep- 
arated the  width  of  the  continent  without 
ever  seeing  each  other's  families.  Ann 
Whaling  Eadie  writes  from  Nashville 
that  she  and  Dan  have  a  son,  3,  a  dog,  a 
house,  and  a  printing  business.  She  is 
anxious  to  know  of  our  next  reunion, 
and  I  wish  we  could  all  get  there  for  our 
15th.  When  is  that,  Dora?  Jane  Yelver- 
ton  Wells  writes  that  for  all  these  ten 
years  she  has  been  on  the  wrong  list; 
she  graduated  with  the  '3  6  class  and  not 
'3  7;  so  we  lose  a  member.  Thanks,  Jane, 
for  straightening  us  out.  Olive  Cruick- 
sliank  Foss  says  she  so  rarely  gets  to  Ra- 
leigh that  she  doesn't  know  much  news. 
However,  we  hope  to  get  together  when 
she  does  come  down  this  way.  And  our 
newest  bride,  Connie  Thigpen  Linde,  only 
sends  in  her  new  address  in  Charlotte. 
How's  the  housekeeping  coming  along, 
Connie?  It's  a  little  more  complicated 
than  mopping  Holt  Hall,  isn't  it?  Well, 
that's  all  this  time,  and  I  shall  just  keep 
hoping  that  I'll  hear  from  more  of  you 
next   time. 

*  *      * 

The  class  of  '37  has  its  next  reunion 
in  1952,  but  if  you  get  tired  of  waiting, 
come  on  back  any  time.  We'd  love  to 
have  you! — Alumnae  Secretary. 

*  *      * 

A  letter  to  Miss  Tucker  caught  us  up 
with  some  news  of  Betsy  Leary  who  was 
here  for  one  year  in  1936-37.  She  writes: 
"I  have  been  in  social  work  for  the  past 
two  years  at  the  Department  of  Public 
Welfare  in  Baltimore.  I  came  out  to 
Flint,  Michigan,  in  August  to  visit  a 
friend  who  is  working  for  the  Michigan 
Children's  Aid  Society.  Since  there  was 
an  opening  in  this  agency,  I  applied  for 
it  and  got  the  job.  The  wonderful  part 
about  it  is  that  I  can  go  to  Graduate 
School  on  the  agency's  time.  So  far  I 
am  taking  two  courses  in  the  graduate 
school — introductory  courses  to  social 
work  and  case  work,  but  they  really  keep 
me  plenty  busy.  I  have  not  yet  been  ad- 
mitted to  the  graduate  school  but  hope 
to  get  in  in  January.  On  the  job  I  am 
investigating  foster  homes  for  temporary 
placement  of  our  babies,  and  I  find  it 
very  exciting  work." 

Effie  Flannagan  Baskerville  (Mrs.  R. 
D.T  IV)  writes  in:  "Would  you  please 
send  me  the  fall  issue  of  the  BULLETIN 
if  there  are  any  around?  Am  back  in 
the  good  ole  U.S.A.  after  two  wonderful 
years  in  Alaska,  and  will  be  located  in 
Andrews  Field  outside  of  Washington, 
D.  C,  after  Christmas.  Am  looking  for- 
ward to  reading  news  in  the  BULLETIN." 

1938 

Letitia  Knox  visited  the  school  on  the 
Sunday  after  New  Year's  and  was  most 
impressed  with  the  parlor.  She  had  not 
seen  it  since  the  alumnae  had  redecor- 
ated it. 


Saint  Mart's  School 


1939 — REUNION — 1949 

CLASS  REPRESENTATIVE:  Beppy 
Hunter,.  Box  375,  Vienna,  Va. 

Dear  Class  of  '39, 

This  is  the  year  for  our  class  reunion 
and  everyone's  hoping  for  a  large  gath- 
ering. Already  (by  maiden  name)  Vir- 
ginia Allison,  Mary  Connally  Coxe,  Helen 
Jean  Farmer,  Helen  Montgomery,  Mary 
Olsen,  Lucy  Pittenger,  Sarah  Sawyer, 
and  Lossie  Taylor  have  written  that  they 
plan  to  come,  and  I  know  that  there'll 
be  lots  of  others.  Elsewhere  in  this 
BULLETIN  you'll  find  details  of  dates 
and  arrangements.  Mary  Connally  Coxe 
Berlage  sends  a  special  message:  "Am 
looking  forward  to  the  reunion  in  June. 
Do  hope  we  all  get  there.  Think  it  will 
be  lots  of  fun  and  marvelous  opportunity 
to  see  old  friends  again.  Think  we  all 
should  abandon  responsibilities  for  those 
few  days  of  celebration." 

Mary  Connally  also  reports  that  she 
sees  Miss  Lalor  often  and  that  recently 
she  bumped  into  Elise  Martin  at  Arnold 
Constable's  in  New  York.  Elise  had  just 
arrived  from  South  Carolina,  had  a  job 
with  Civil  Service. 

Dora  Winters  sent  me  an  SOS  to  write 
the  class  letter  this  time  because  Peggy 
Hopkins  Downes  wasn't  able  to  under- 
take it.  However,  Peggy  did  supply  sev- 
eral items  of  news.  She  had  a  beautiful 
Chinese  Christmas  card  from  Tsingtao 
from  Woody  Fagaii  Davis  saying:  "Little 
Del  and  I  will  sail  for  home  before  Janu- 
ary 5th,  as  all  families  are  being  evacu- 
ated by  then.  Hate  to  leave,  but  think 
Del  can  follow  soon  after  as  his  tour  is 
nearly  up  (he's  a  lieutenant  in  the  Marine 
Corps).  I'll  land  in  San  Francisco  and 
drive  to  New  Bern."  And  a  card  from 
Sue  Newell  Clark's  mother  said:  "This 
is  Sue's  second  year  in  the  European 
Theatre.  Her  husband  is  stationed  at 
the  above  address  [Mrs.  Robert  B.  Clark, 
c/o  Capt.  R.  B.  Clark,  0-1292304,  S-5 
Section,  Fritzlar  Mil.  Sub  Post,  APO  No. 
171,  c/o  Postmaster,  New  York,  N.  Y.] 
right  on  the  Russian  border.  She  ex- 
pects to  be  over  there  until  next  fall. 
She  has  a  son  born  last  Easter  Sunday, 
March  28." 

Another  service  wife,  Lucy  Pittenger 
Smith  (Len  is  a  lieutenant  in  the  Navy), 
wrote  from  the  Naval  Air  Station  at  Pa- 
tuxent  River,  Maryland:  "We've  been 
here  since  May,  the  longest  we've  been 
anywhere;  feel  very  much  settled,  there- 
fore, and  like  it  very  much.  Terry's  2% 
now  and  very  proud  of  her  new  baby 
brother,  Len  III,  who  is  four  weeks  old 
today." 

When  I  received  the  list  of  class  ad- 
dresses I  found  that  there  are  five  of  us 
living  in  the  Washington,  D.  C.,  area. 
Three,  Peggy  Hopkins  Downes,  Virginia 
Allison  Haywood,  and  Helen  Jean  Fanner 
Compe,  live  practically  next  door  to  one 
another  in  Parkfairfax,  a  new  section  of 
Alexandria,  Virginia.  I  had  long  tele- 
phone chats  with  Helen  Jean  and  Vir- 
ginia. The  former  reports  primarily  that 
she  is  kept  quite  busy  by  her  eight- 
months-old  son,  David.  Virginia  has  two 
sons,  aged  eight  months  and  twenty-eight 


mouths.  Her  husband,  Hubert,  is  a  resi- 
dent physician  at  Episcopal  Eye,  Ear, 
and  Throat  Hospital  in  Washington,  had 
just  received. word  that  he  could  get  an 
office  in  the  Professional  Building  in  Ra- 
leigh when  he  finishes  his  work  here  in 
July.  Virginia  said  that  she  had  seen 
Aylett  Putney  Hackney  in  November, 
when  she  was  here  on  a  visit  from  her 
home  in  Lake  City,  Florida.  She  also 
reported  that  Anne  Easley  Waldon  is  liv- 
ing in  Alexandria,  where  her  husband 
is  a  teacher  at  Episcopal  High  School. 

I  see  Anne  Hooe  Rust  Patteson  occa- 
sionally, though  not  as  often  as  I  should, 
considering  that  we  live  only  seven  miles 
apart.  The  last  time  was  at  a  church 
bazaar  where  she  was  presiding  effi- 
ciently over  the  handwork  table — on 
which  a  good  number  of  the  items  were 
products  of  her  own  hands.  I  talked 
with  her  by  phone  the  other  night,  and 
she  reported  that  her  most  recent  ac- 
tivity was  a  party  for  eighteen  youngsters 
in  honor  of  her  daughter  Hart's  fifth 
birthday. 

Becky  Davis  Morris  writes  from 
Greensboro:  "Our  church  circle  (Holy 
Trinity)  is  giving  a  play,  Peter  Pan,  in 
April,  and  several  Saint  Mary's  girls  are 
in   it — Louise   Jordan   Smith,    Mary  Mid- 
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yette  Godwin,  and  Priscilla  Mitchell  Dun- 
can.     I  am  in  charge  of  scenery." 

Several  of  us  had  very  attractive  cards 
from  Ernestine  Rich  Tuton  announcing 
the  birth  of  her  second  daughter,  Melene, 
on  January  31,  1949 — weight,  7  lbs.,  5 
oz.  Ernie  also  writes  that  she  was  sorry 
to  miss  the  benefit  bridge  party  of  the 
St.  Mary's  group  in  Asheville  on  Febru- 
ary 11. 

A  card  from  Mary  Olsen  Clarkson  in 
Corsicana,  Texas,  brought  word  of  a  good 
number  of  Saint  Mary's  girls  in  the  Lone 
Star  State.  Sheppy  Quiiitard  Wyatt- 
Brown  lives  in  Beaumont,  where  her  hus- 
band is  rector  of  an  Episcopal  Church, 
and  has  three  little  girls.  She  and  Mary 
plan  to  get  together  soon.  Barbara 
Thompson  Church  and  Sue  Joyner 
Sprunt  live  in  Houston.  Mary  herself 
is  "kept  on  the  run"  by  Bill  IV,  who  is 
two  this  month. 

Also  concerning  "baby  Williams," 
Sarah  Sawyer  Allen  writes  that  her  ten- 
month-old  Will  III  keeps  her  so  busy 
that  she  had  "plum  forgotten"  that  it 
had  been  ten  years  since  we  left  Saint 
Mary's. 


Terry  Anderson  Benton's  four-year-old 
daughter  "comprises  and  takes  up  her 
entire  life,  time,  and  efforts,"  too.  Her 
name  is  Jane  Anderson  Benton,  but  they 
call  her  "Ki,"  which  is  short  for  Jcielo, 
Samoan  for  "I  don't  know." 

I  received  cards  from  Lossie  and  Teeny 
the  same  day,  each  reporting  that  she 
saw  the  other  occasionally  in  the  grocery 
store  in  Richmond.  Lossie  said  that  she 
loves  Richmond,  was  sorry  to  miss  the 
alumnae  meeting  there  this  fall  (she  was 
at  the  Carolina-Maryland  football  game 
in  Washington).  Teeny  plans  to  take 
time  off  from  her  sons,  Billy,  4  y2  years, 
and  Rodney,  17  months,  to  come  to  the 
reunion  and  sends  this  message:  "Hope 
that  you  and  everyone  in  our  class  can 
get  away  to  Raleigh  in  June  for  the  re- 
union. It  would  be  such  fun  if  everyone 
could  come."  See  you  then! 
*      *      * 

Here  is  some  late  news  that  Beppy 
sent  in.  Josephine  Poor  Brown  (Mrs. 
Thurston  C.)  writes:  "I  have  been  mar- 
ried eight  years  now.  Have  twins — a 
boy  and  a  girl — 2%  years  old.  I  have 
heard  from  Meredyth  Mclntyre,  my 
roommate.  She  is  Mrs.  Harry  Rollings — 
has  three  children  and  lives  in  Denver." 
Jo  is  now  living  on  Boston  Post  Road, 
Madison,  Conn. 

1940 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Ann  Christian 
Goodno  (Mrs.  Charles  F.),  1205  Duplin 
Road,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Dear  Belles, 

I  don't  suppose  many  of  you  have  had 
our  untimely  spring  weather,  but  I  really 
have  the  "fever"  and  haven't  as  yet  had 
a  brainstorm.  Bear  with  me,  though, 
and  we'll  view  the  news. 

I  offer  my  sincere  appreciation  for  the 
cards  that  I  received.  You  don't  know 
what  a  help  they  are! 

Mary  O'Keen'e  Bowman's  card  didn't 
make  the  deadline  of  the  last  issue  of  the 
BULLETIN.  She  said  she  had  spent  a 
wonderful  year  in  Japan  and  would  be 
heading  for  the  States  in  February.  I 
also  received  Betty  Young-Mood  Harbin's 
address  after  the  last  letter  was  written. 
At  the  time  it  was  21S  Laurel  Ave.,  Mt. 
Penn.,  Reading,  Pennsylvania,  but  you 
know  the  Marines! 

The  latest  word  from  Lucretia  Hill 
Sills  is  that  their  "tiny  tot"  resembles 
the  little  boy  in  the  Karo  Syrup  ads  and 
has  reached  the  educated  level  of  "da-da, 
ma-ma,  and  bye-bye."  Annie  Hyman 
Bimn  Hunter  reports  that  her  second 
daughter,  Nancy  Hyman,  was  born  No- 
vember 22,  1948.  Mary  Bunn  Hunter  is 
now  three  years  old.  Julia  Booker  How- 
ard is  all  settled  in  Savannah  where  Dr. 
Lee  is  in  practice  with  his  father.  She 
says  she  is  enjoying  housekeeping  alone 
for  the  first  time  "though  two  little  ones 
make  it  a  bit  confusing."  The  Howards' 
address  is  G28  E.  52nd  Street,  Savannah, 
Georgia. 

I  was  delighted  to  get  a  card  from 
Phyllis  Gatling  Sandvig  as  we  haven't 
known  her  whereabouts  in  ages.  She 
said  her  husband  is  still  in  the  Navy  and 
stationed  in  Washington.     The  Sandvigs 
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and  their  4-year-old  son  live  at  the  Mag- 
nolia Gardens  Apartment,  S31  S.  Fred- 
erick St.,  Arlington,  Virginia.  "Bunny" 
Dicks  Clark  writes  that  she  is  still  look- 
ing {or  the  answers  to  her  "small  but 
happy  problems" — two  little  boys. 

"Cacie"  Wheatly  Davidson  reports 
that  Santa  Claus  promised  her  little 
2  % -year-old  boy  a  baby  sister  for  Valen- 
tine's Day — anything  to  oblige,  she  says. 
I'm  anxiously  awaiting"  news  from 
"Cacie"  and  "Weezie"  Champion  Heine- 
man.  Had  the  nicest  note  from  "Wee- 
zie" saying  how  much  she  enjoyed  the 
BULLETIN  (plug).  She  also  sent  a 
Christmas  card  with  an  adorable  picture 
of  little  Ann  on  it.  Mary  Lib  Nash  Far- 
ris  says  there  is  another  son,  Thomas 
Joseph  (born  January  2),  in  the  Farris 
family.  I'll  say  he  and  two-year-old 
Bobby  will  keep  her  busy. 

Elizabeth  Wilson  Hawkins  informs 
me  that  her  address  now  is  339  East- 
bourne Ave.,  Long  Branch,  New  Jersey. 
Dr.  David  who  is  serving  a  two-year 
"stretch"  in  the  Army  is  stationed  at 
Ft.  Monmouth.  Their  son.  David  Jr., 
was  two  in  December.  Elizabeth  said 
they  expect  to  be  transferred  soon  and 
hope  it  will  be  farther  south.  Charlotte 
Denny  Gilliam  writes  that  they,  includ- 
ing Margaret  Page  who  is  nearly  two, 
have  been  in  Charlotte  for  two  years. 
She  said  that  Myra  Blount  Hodges  and 
Howard  stopped  overnight  with  them 
early  in  February  when  the  Hodges  were 
en  route  to  Florida. 

"Hak"  is  my  right-hand  man.  She 
filled  her  card  chockablock  with  news  of 
everyone  but  the  Leaders,  and  I  did  so 
want  to  hear  all  about  Dickie.  "Friday" 
reports  that  Sara  Bell  Thompson's  second 
child,  a  boy,  Kearns,  Jr.,  was  born  No- 
vember 4,  1948.  The  Thompsons  are 
living  in  Lexington  (Kentucky,  that  is) 
at  711  Tremont  Ave.  Erwin  Gant  Bur- 
hoe  and  family  have  moved  to  Burling- 
ton, N.  C,  but  expect  to  go  to  Burnsville, 
N.  C,  near  Asheville  soon,  where  Don 
will  enter  the  textile  business.  Further 
information  supplied  by  "Hak"  is  Laura 
Gordon  Williams'  (Mrs.  D.  E.)  address: 
Rua  Jono  Balbi  356,  Belem  Para,  Brazil. 

The  scene  changes  to  Raleigh.  Becky 
Barnhill  is  attending  Hardbarger's  Secre- 
tarial School.  She  is  deviating  from  her 
former  line  of  work — drafting  for  the 
State  Highway  Commission.  I've  tried 
several  times  to  call  Guy  Boyd,  who  is 
now  working  in  the  library  at  Hugh  Mor- 
son  High  School.  She  lives  at  215  N. 
Blount  St.  Much  to  my  surprise,  I  have 
found  that  Anne  Bratton  Allen  has  been 
here  since  early  in  December.  She  and 
the  two  little  girls  had  only  been  in  Pan- 
ama seven  weeks  when  Eldridge  received 
transfer  orders.  The  Aliens  flew  back 
to  the  States  and  Eldridge  later  went  to 
Germany,  where  he  has  been  flying  the 
Airlift  from  the  British  Zone.  Bratton 
hopes  that  he  will  be  transferred  this 
summer  or  that  they  can  go  over. 

I  really  have  been  negligent  in  con- 
tacting the  other  local  girls.  Know  they 
are  as  busy  as  I  am — in  some  cases,  more 
so!  I'm  having  a  time  trying  to  keep  a 
new   house   new    (overlooking   tracks   on 


the  floors  and  fingerprints  on  the  walls). 
Our  little  Chuckie  is  a  bouncing  boy  in 
every  sense  of  the  word!  Carrying  all 
25  pounds  is  an  effort;  so  I'm  delighted 
that  he  is  mastering  the  art  of  walking. 
The  only  trouble  is  that  he  starts  out  like 
Charlie  Justice.  In  addition  to  the  usual 
vocabulary,   he  says,   "Hey  dere." 

Again  I  want  to  thank  you  for  your  re- 
sponse to  the  cards. 

*      #      * 

Frances  Smith  Withington  (Mrs. 
David  S.,  Ill),  stopped  by  the  Alumnae 
Office  on  Thanksgiving  Day  on  her  way 
up  to  Philadelphia  for  the  Army-Navy 
game.  She  said  she  had  had  a  visit  with 
Phyllis  Gatling  Sandvig  in  Hawaii. 
Frances  is  back  in  Hawaii  now,  and  she 
hopes  any  Saint  Mary's  girls  who  may  be 
in  the  vicinity  will  drop  in  on  her — 3133 
Huelani  Place,  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 

1941 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Margaret  Swin- 
dell Dickerman  (Mrs.  Morgan  Paul.  II), 
71  Fair  St.,  Wallingford,  Conn. 

Dear  Class, 

Many  apologies  for  there  being  no  '41 
class  letter  in  the  last  BULLETIN.  Be- 
sides my  not  being  the  best  correspondent 
in  the  world,  there  was  quite  a  dearth  of 
news  from  my  fellow  alumnae.  I  did 
send  out  some  cards — a  little  late,  as 
usual — but  the  few  replies  did  not  reach 
me  in  time  for  the  deadline.  My  few 
cards  this  time  evidently  landed  in  the 
dead-letter  office (?),  but  thank  goodness 
for  Christmas  cards  to  bring  news  of 
long-lost   friends. 

Jinny  Hood  Ellis  and  Tom  are  now  set- 
tled in  Raleigh,  with  daughter  Debra 
Ann,  where  Tom  has  hung  out  his  shingle. 
Jinny  says  Debra  is  growing  like  a  weed 
and  talks  quite  a  bit  now.  The  young 
lady  is  two  plus  and  has  big  brown  eyes 
like  her  pa's. 

A  note  from  Isabelle  Montgomery  Mar- 
shall says  that  she  and  husband  Arthur 
are  still  at  the  U.  of  Va.  and  will  be  in 
Charlottesville  until  the  coming  June. 

Biz  Toepleman  Borden  says  her  daugh- 
ter Emily  Dozier  keeps  her  on  the  go, 
but  nevertheless  Biz  finds  time  to  do  a 
lot  of  good  work  for  the  Alumnae  Assn. 

I  received  a  wonderful  letter  from  Ann 
Seeley  Davey,  which  I  was  sorry  did  not 
make  the  last  issue.  She  and  Bill,  plus 
little  Amanda,  have  moved  to  Roanoke 
Rapids  where  Bill  is  City  Editor  of  the 
new  Herald.  They  also  had  the  busy  but 
exciting  task  of  painting  and  fixing  up 
their  first  house. 

[Just  to  show  how  much  can  happen 
in  a  few  months  time,  here  is  the  latest 
on  Ann  and  her  family.  They  pulled  up 
roots  again  in  February  and  are  now 
settled  in  Greenville,  S.  C,  at  203  Perry 
Rd.  Ann  writes:  "We  are  all  settled 
again  in  a  new  little  inflation-priced 
bungalow,  and  very  thrilled  with  the  'big 
city.'  Amanda  still  insists  that  even  the 
saddle  horses  on  the  park  trails  are  Ber- 
tie County  mules,  and  I  find  it  very  hard 
to  get  the  country  out  of  the  Daveys. 
There  is  still  no  place  like  Eastern  North 
Carolina.  We  like  it  here,  though." — 
Editor.] 


A  brief  line  from  Betty  Hilker  says 
she  is  still  teaching  piano  at  N.E.C.  and 
her  address  is  now  Hotel  Hemenway,  91 
Westland  Ave.,  Boston  15,  Mass. 

Mary  Taylor  Long  sent  me  a  nice  ac- 
count of  her  past  activities.  She  and 
Bob  may  be  living  in  Raleigh  now,  as 
he  was  recently  made  manager  of  the 
Furniture  Department  at  Taylor's  and 
they  were  looking  desperately  for  a  place 
to  live  in  the  city.  Mary  says  that  her 
little  girl.  Elizabeth  Taylor,  whom  they 
call  "Robin,"  is  the  picture  of  health 
and  that  they  are  quite  proud  of  her. 

The  Craig  Phillips  now  proudly  boast 
of  a  son.  Craig,  Jr..  but  dubbed  Buddy, 
who  was  born  last  September.  Mary 
Martha  Cobb  says  her  little  girl  is  now 
three  and  is  quite  possessed  with  her 
new  playmate.  Craig  is  assistant  prin- 
cipal at  Ardmore  Elementary  School  in 
Winston-Salem  plus  a  lot  of  outside 
duties  which  keep  the  Phillips  a  busy 
family. 

A  nice  card  from  the  long-lost  Nancy 
McKinley  Clarke  was  very  welcome,  as 
I  haven't  heard  of  or  from  her  in  ages. 
She  reports  that  she  and  Gerry  have 
finally  moved  into  their  own  home  'n' 
that  the  boys  were  having  a  wonderful 
time  playing  in  the  mud  and  junk  piles 
that  come  as  standard  equipment  with 
most  new  houses.  Her  address  is  now 
1299  Washington  Blvd.,  Mayfield 
Heights,   Cleveland    24,   Ohio. 

Margaret  Kitchin  Gilliam  says  they 
move  like  the  army,  but  for  the  present 
are  living  in  Fayetteville.  They  have 
an  attractive  little  house  and  like  it  very 
much. 

The  big  news  from  Janice  Fitzgerald 
Wellons  is  that  she  and  Jimmy  are 
awaiting  the  arrival  of  one  unknown 
quantity  in  May.  She  says  they  have 
just  about  finished  furnishing  their 
house,  which  was  quite  a  job  but  loads 
of  fun — says  she  is  going  to  be  the  lucky 
owner  of  a  dishwasher  combination. 
Janice  also  told  me  that  Lib  Clark  Harris 
sent  her  an  announcement  of  the  arrival 
of  a  new  daughter.  Congratulations! 
She  said  she  ran  into  Marie  AVatters  Col- 
ton  some  time  ago  in  the  Sir  Walter  in 
Raleigh.  Marie  has  two  little  girls,  who 
were  on  hand  to  see  their  daddy  sworn 
in  as  a  lawyer. 

A  surprise  note  and  Christmas  card 
sends  a  long-lost  word  from  Helen  Ford 
Taylor.  Claude  finished  at  Washington 
and  Lee  Law  School  last  June  and  is  now 
practicing  in  Martinsville.  Their  daugh- 
ter Packie  is  five  now,  and  much  to  the 
elation  of  the  Taylors,  they  are  also 
going   to  have  an  addition  in  May. 

Gale  Lamb  Severy  enclosed  a  darling 
picture  of  her  new  little  girl  with  her 
Christmas  card.  The  Severys  move 
around  so  I  can  hardly  keep  up  with 
them,  having  just  jumped  from  Louis- 
iana to  California  and  then  eventually 
to  Denver  where  she  hopes  they  will  live 
for  a  year.  Gale  says  little  Margaret  is 
a  Trojan  and  doesn't  mind  traveling  at 
all. 

That  is  about  all  of  the  news  I  could 
gather  for  this  time.      But  please  do  let 
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me    hear    from    you    folks    for    the    next 
BULLETIN. 

Our  two  little  girls  are  fine  and  we 
hope  to  get  them  down  to  Tar  Heel  coun- 
try this  summer  for  a  long  visit.  Eest 
wishes  to  all. 

CLASS  OF  1942 

CLASS    SECRETARY:    Alice    Bell    Se- 
brell    (Mrs.   J.   Emmett,   Jr.),    2527   Cres- 
cent Ave.   Ext.,    Charlotte,   N.    C. 
Dear  '42-ers: 

Finding  time  for  anything  except  look- 
ing after  young  Ann  is  most  difficult — 
and  to  think  I  innocently  thought  I'd 
have  lots  of  time  for  reading  and  writing 
while  the  baby  kept  me  at  home! 

Thanks  to  so  many  of  you  for  answer- 
ing the  cards.  Hope  the  rest  of  the  class 
will  get  on  the  ball  and  let  us  know 
what  they're  doing  too. 

Judging  by  the  snapshots  sent  by 
Peeny  and  Anne,  our  class  is  a  cinch  to 
win  the  prize  for  having  the  most  beau- 
tiful children.  If  the  pictures  aren't  in 
this  issue,  they  will  probably  be  in  the 
June  BULLETIN.  Peeny  writes  from 
Lexington  that  they  have  a  new  daugh- 
ter, born  September  3rd,  named  Gillian 
Thompson  Green,  and  that  they  have  just 
completed  a  new  house  and  hope  to  move 
in  this  month.  Her  address  is  Mrs.  B. 
F.  Green,  Jr.,  202  West  3rd  Ave. 

Anne  writes  from  Birmingham  that 
she,  Sam,  and  Gates  have  moved  and 
are  now  living  with  her  mother  (address: 
"Oakland,"  Box  162,  Route  13).  The 
Shaws  are  expecting  another  young  one 
in  May.  I  know  the  class  will  want  to 
extend  its  sympathy  to  Anne  on  the 
death  of  her  father  last  year. 

Speaking  of  our  ever-increasing  num- 
ber, Betty  Willco.x  Crawford  and  John 
are  expecting  a  companion  in  June  for 
young  Betsy,  who  is  now  16  months  old. 
Betsy  is  walking  and  talking  and  keep- 
ing her  parents  busy.  Betty  wrote  that 
Ruth  Bond  Conger  and  baby  recently 
came  by  to  see  her.  The  Crawfords'  ad- 
dress is  727  Westover  Ave.,  Norfolk. 

Lib  Adkins  Jones  has  her  hands  full 
taking  care  of  her  three  "future  hus- 
band materials."  The  youngest,  Phillip 
Hardison  Jones,  was  born  on  December 
4th.  Her  address  is  4201  Forest  Hill 
Ave.,   Richmond. 

Carolyn  Cauble  Boyer  and  Norman  are 
looking  forward  to  a  return  to  the  East 
after  April  6,  when  Norman  will  be  re- 
leased from  the  Navy  and  will  be  in 
Charlottesville,  Va.,  for  a  year's  residency 
at  the  University  Hospital.  Present  ad- 
dress is  2362  Grand  Ave.,  Long  Beach, 
Cal.  Carolyn  and  Ellis  Barnard  are  plan- 
ning a  reunion  at  Hollins  in  June,  when 
both  have  little  sisters  graduating.  And 
Carolyn  and  Betty  Walters  Smith  are 
hoping  to  get  together  in  California  be- 
fore April.  Ellis  writes  from  Chevy 
Chase,  Md.,  that  she  is  taking  a  trip  to 
Europe  this  summer  with  two  old  friends, 
and  is  going  to  tour  England,  Scotland, 
France,  and  Switzerland.  Betty  says 
that  she  was  at  home  in  Rockingham 
with  her  little  boy  for  a  month  last  fall 
and  hopes  to  visit  North  Carolina  again 
soon.  She  and  Jim  are  living  at  4727 
Glenira  Ave.,  La  Mesa,  Cal. 


Gates   Shaw,    son   of  Mrs.    Sam   R.   Shaw 
(nee  Anne  Dunn),  '42. 

Sophia  Redwood  Bass  and  children  are 
living  in  Asheville  while  Tom  is  in  the 
Mediterranean,  but  are  going  back  to 
Charleston  (147  Church  St.)  the  end  of 
February.  Sophia  is  planning  to  get  to 
Saint  Mary's  for  her  sister's  graduation. 

Mildred  Lee  Stout,  Doyle,  and  young 
Julia  Borden,  born  October  20th,  are 
moving  into  their  new  home  on  March 
10th.  Their  new  address  is  4108  E.  Ihiff 
Ave.,  Denver,  Col. 

More  news  from  California  is  that 
Polly  Lindsay  Cochran  and  Bob  are  liv- 
ing at  521  Carnation  Ave.,  Corona  del 
Mar,  Cal.  Polly  writes  that  Midge  Cleve- 
land recently  visited  them  and  was  busily 
shopping  for  trousseau  clothes.  She  is 
to  be  married  to  Lewis  P.  Walker  of  El 
Paso,  Texas,  the  latter  part  of  April. 
Polly  will  be  in  California  for  three  years, 
and  is  expecting  a  young  Cochran  soon. 


\ 


That  "Ipana"  smile!  Franklin  Bernhardt 
Green,  age  3%  years.  Proud  mother  is 
Peeny  Bernhardt  Green. 

Heard  from  Pat  Bell  recently  and  saw 
her  when  she  was  in  Charlotte  before 
Christmas.     Pat  is  living  in  her  house  in 


Tuxedo,   but   was   traveling   through   the 
"Deep    South"   during   February. 

Carolyn  West  Lacy  and  Ben  are  now 
living  in  Boones  Mill,  Va.,  14  miles  south 
of  Roanoke,  where  he  is  managing  an 
apple  orchard.  They  are  living  in  the 
first  floor  of  a  very  old  house,  and  Caro- 
lyn says  that  they  are  happily  settled. 

Mary  Bryant  Upshaw  Fulghum,  Jimmy, 
and  young  Tommy  (almost  a  year  old) 
are  living  at  25  0  5  Country  Club  Drive 
in  Raleigh. 

Bebe  Castleman  Alexander  and  Wayne 
are  living  at  211  W.  North  St.,  Albemarle, 
which  is  close  to  Charlotte,  and  we  are 
hoping  to  get  together  soon. 

The  news  from  Carol,  Dan,  and  young 
Kirk  Hamilton  is  that  they  will  be  leav- 
ing Chapel  Hill  in  June  to  return  to  Ken- 
tucky. Dan  is  finishing  his  work  on  his 
Ph.D.  Carol  said  that  she  saw  Jonny 
Norman  frequently  in  Chapel  Hill.  Their 
present  address  is  510  Hooper  Lane. 

Minkie  Clarke  Denham  and  Harry  are 
also  planning  to  move  soon — from  Louis- 
ville, where  Harry  is  completing  his  sur- 
gical residency,  to  Maysville,  where  he 
will  practice  medicine  in  partnership 
with  his  brother.  Their  present  address 
is  1801  Beech,  Louisville,  Ky. 

Also  looking  forward  to  graduation 
are  Ellen  Phlegar  Turnbull  and  Walton, 
who  are  living  at  700  Jamestown  Rd., 
Williamsburg,  Va.  When  Ellen  wrote, 
Walton  was  getting  ready  for  exams  and 
she  for  registration  for  the  new  semes- 
ter. They  were  planning  a  trip  home 
to  Norfolk   in   February. 

News  from  Kay  and  Dean  Engstrom, 
now  in  Atlanta,  is  that  they're  apart- 
ment hunting.  They  were  flooded  out 
of  the  last  apartment,  and  Kay  hopes 
that,  in  the  next  contest  of  Rain  vs.  Eng- 
stroms  the  Engstroms  will  win.  They 
spent  the  Christmas  vacation  in  Florida 
with  Kay's  family  and  had  a  wonderful 
time.  Temporary  address  is  3  5  Park 
Lane,  N.E.,  Atlanta. 

Our  class  had  at  least  one  witness  at 
the  inauguration — Olivia  Anne,  and  she 
watched  part  of  the  ball  by  television. 
O.  A.  and  her  mother  were  in  Annapolis 
and  other  parts  of  Maryland  visiting  dur- 
ing January. 

The  news  with  Emmett  and  me  is 
that  we  have  a  young  daughter,  named 
Ann  Bell  Sebrell,  born  on  January  4th, 
and  to  us  she's  the  most  adorable  babe 
in  the  world,  notch!  She  tips  the  scales 
at  9%  pounds  now,  and  is  already  cooing 
and  jabbering  about  going  to  Saint 
Mary's  with  all  the  other  young  daugh- 
ters from  the  Class  of  '42. 

Best  wishes  to  all  you  Nubs,  and  let's 
have  some  more  news  soon! 
*      *      * 

1943 

Dear  Class, 

As  you  can  see — no  news.  Yep,  Daphne 
has  gone  on  a  sit-down  strike!  No  more 
letters  till  you  start  sending  in  news. 
You  can't  much  blame  her,  because  very- 
body  knows  how  tedious  it  is  to  write  a 
letter  when  you  have  nothing  to  say.  So 
let's  do  something  about  it.  Everybody 
answer  the  post  card  that  Daphne  sends 
out  for  the  June  issue  and  send  in  snap- 
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shots,  too,  and  we'll  make  our  class  letter 
this  June  the  best  one  yet. — Love,  Dodie. 


CLASS  SECRETAY:  Jane  Peete,  War- 
renton,  N.  C. 

Dear  Class  of  '45, 

Once  more  it's  time  for  a  letter  to  the 
BULLETIN  with  news  from  you.  This 
time  our  class  is  more  scattered  than 
ever,  and  doubtless  we  shall  hear  of  some 
interesting  experiences  in  the  future. 

Jeannette  Parker  is  in  Shanghai, 
China,  where  she  is  secretary  for  the 
American  Consulate. 

Mildred  Parker  Welch  (Mrs.  James  C, 
Jr.)  is  still  in  Panama.  She  now  has  a 
little  girl,  born  December  2,  named  Julia 
Margaret.  The  Welches  expect  to  be 
there  until  next  Christmas. 

Jane  Divers  Wysor  (Mrs.  William  H., 
Jr.)  has  a  baby  girl,  Jane  Douglas,  who 
was  born  December  30.  May  Bunn  Brant- 
ley (Mrs.  W.  O.)  has  a  little  boy,  who 
is  eleven  months  old  now.  His  name  is 
William  Bunn  Brantley.  They  live  in 
College  Station,  Texas,  where  Bill  is  in 
school  at  Texas  A.  &  M. 

Stuart  Vcrdery  Kerr  (Mrs.  Douglas 
H.)  wrote  quite  a  bit  of  news  from  Ra- 
leigh. Mary  Harris  is  there  working 
for  the  Legislature.  Stuart  says  Kate 
Broadfoot  Holmes  has  a  darling  little 
boy.  She  sees  a  lot  of  Ed  and  Nancy 
Wood  Carson. 

Mary  C.  Bowers  has  very  recently  an- 
nounced her  engagement  to  Stanley 
Betts,  who  is  from  Fayetteville.  They 
will  be  married  some  time  in  the  late 
spring. 

In  a  little  less  than  two  weeks  Maria 
Gregory  and  Cabell  Tabb  of  Richmond 
will  be  married  and  off  on  a  Bermuda 
honeymoon.  I  am  to  be  in  the  wedding 
February  25. 

Cleaves  Stenhouse  wrote  that  Meta 
Leitner  is  to  be  married  in  June.  Of 
herself  Cleaves  says  that  she  is  still  in 
Goldsboro.  Emma  Britt  Davis  teaches 
in  Goldsboro  now  and  lives  in  her  home 
in  La  Grange.  Most  of  her  week-ends, 
I  think,   she  spends   in   Chapel   Hill. 

Ann  Cutts  work  in  Raleigh  as  Woman's 
Editor  of  the  Carolina  Go-Operator,  a  farm 
magazine.  She  says  she  is  crazy  about 
it. 

Flee  (Mrs.  R.  J.  Freese)  wrote  that 
Bob  will  graduate  from  State  this  June. 


They  are  looking  for  Kackie  Lane  up 
from  Alabama  this  summer.  Their  baby, 
Jake,  sounds  like  a  mighty  fine  boy:  at 
five  months  he  can  sit  up  and  has  two 
teeth. 

Caroline  Long  is  working  with  the 
Texas  Oil  Co.  in  New  York.  She  said 
she  has  seen  no  Saint  Mary's  girls  up 
there,  though  there  are  a  lot  of  Carolina 
people.  It  sounds  as  if  she's  really  crazy 
about  the  big  city. 

I  went  down  to  Atlanta  about  two 
weeks  ago  to  see  Mary  Arden  Tucker 
Sutterfield  (Mrs.  Gerald  R.)  and  had  a 
wonderful  time.  Jerry  has  a  residency 
in  surgery  in  Atlanta,  and  they  will  prob- 
ably be  there  for  two  years. 

Although  I  did  not  hear  from  as  many 
of  you  as  I  would  have  liked,  I  am  look- 
ing forward  to  news  from  all  of  you  the 
next  time.  Please  do  send  any  news 
you  know  of  others,  and  especially  of 
yourselves.  We  are  all  eager  to  hear 
from  you. 

*      *      * 

In  a  note  from  Mary  Arden  Tucker 
Sutterfield  to  Mrs.  Naylor,  we  gathered 
the  following  news:  Mary  Arden  is 
working  at  the  Agnes  Scott  library  while 
husband  Jerry  is  taking  his  residency  in 
surgery  at  the  Crawford  Long  Hospital 
in  Atlanta.  She  has  run  into  several 
S.M.S.  friends  in  Atlanta — Jane  Camp- 
bell, '46,  Jane  Hurt  Yarn  (Mrs.  Charles), 
'42,  H.S.,  and  Helena  Williams,  '44.  Jane 
Hurt's  husband  is  also  in  surgery  at  Long 
Hospital,  and  Helena  is  teaching  Physi- 
cal Education  at  Agnes  Scott. 

Lucy  Seaman  and  Spot  Baskerville. 
'46,  came  by  school  to  see  Mr.  Moore  on 
Saturday.  January  29.  TTiey  have  an 
apartment  in  Richmond  and  are  enjoy- 
ing the  novelty  of  keeping  house  and 
entertaining  friends  for  supper.  Lucy 
works  for  Dun  and  Bradstreet,  and  Spot 
is  working  for  the  Reynolds  Aluminum 
Company. 

1946 

Miss    Jones    met    Nina    DeBerry    on    a 
bus  during  the   Christmas   holidays,   and 
learned  that  Nina  is  teaching  in  the  Bur- 
lington public  schools. 
1947 

Elizabeth  Thomas,  '49,  of  Richmond, 
Va.,  sent  in  a  full  page  ad  from  the 
Richmond  Times  Dispatch  showing  numer- 
ous pictures  of  the  Fulghum  twins,  Anne 
and  Lav,  picking  out  their  trousseaux  at 


Thalhimers.  Anne  and  Lav  will  have  a 
double   wedding  ceremony  on  March   26. 

Betsy  Blundon  is  now  a  senior  at  the 
University  of  South  Carolina  where  she 
is  a  member  of  the  Tri  Delt  sorority  and 
is  on  the  program  committee  for  the 
Canterbury  Club.  She  was  a  sponsor 
for  the  University  Cotillion  last  Novem- 
ber. 

From  a  newspaper  clipping  sent  in  by 
the  Winston-Salem  chapter  reporter,  we 
learn  that  Joan  Hassler  is  continuing  to 
"wow  them"  from  behind  the  footlights. 
We  quote:  "Salem  College's  Pierrette 
Players  gave  Stage  Door  the  old  college 
try  last  night  but  managed  to  shake  loose 
only  one  player  for  a  score. 

"Making  the  score  was  Joan  Hassler, 
who  played  the  star  role  of  Terry  in 
Ferber  and  Kaufman's  three-act  comedy 
of  would-be  actresses.  Miss  Hassler  was 
convincing,  was  mobile,  was  slightly  ter- 
rific." 

Congratulations,  Joan! 

1948 

Dear  Class  of  '48, 

I  would  like  to  apologize  for  the  mis- 
take about  your  class  secretary  made  by 
the  Alumnae  Office.  I  learned  only  a 
week  ago  that  you  had  elected  a  perma- 
nent secretary — Helen  Eppes.  It  was 
then  too  late  to  get  a  class  letter  for 
this  issue  of  the  BULLETIN.  But  if  all 
of  you  will  answer  the  card  that  Helen 
sends  out  to  gather  news,  I  am  sure  that 
you  will  have  a  grand  and  newsy  letter 
in  the  June  issue. 

Alumnae   Secretary. 

P.  S.  Don't  forget  your  "baby  re- 
union" on  June  4,   1949! 


Here  is  a  bit  of  news  that  came  just 
too  late  to  make  the  December  issue. 
Fairfax  Smith  writes  from  the  University 
of  Texas:  "June  Shefelman,  who  pledged 
Kappa  Alpha  Theta.  is  at  Southern  Meth- 
odist University  and  Tiny  Hobart  is  at 
Hockaday  Junior  College  in  Dallas.  We 
three  got  together  at  my  home  in  Dallas 
and  had  a  grand  time  talking  over  the 
good  times  we  had  at  Saint  Mary's.  I 
am  staying  at  Grace  Hall  in  Austin  and 
I  pledged  Alpha  Chi  Omega.  .  .  .  Carrie 
Sue  West  who  went  to  Saint  Mary's 
(1944-46)  is  also  here  at  Texas  and  lives 
in  the  same  dormitory  I  do.  She  pledged 
Gamma   Phi    Beta." 
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Engagements 

Myrtle  White  Alston,  '47,  H.S.,  of  Hen- 
derson, to  the  Rev.  John  Chilton  Mott  of 
Henderson. 

Mary  Connell  Bowers,  '45,  of  Warren- 
ton,  to  Stanley  Betts  of  Greensboro  and 
Fayetteville.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  the  spring. 

Caroline  Compton  Camp,  '48,  H.S.,  of 
Franklin,  Va.,  to  Frank   Robertson  Mot- 


ley of  Abingdon,  Va.  The  wedding  will 
take  place  in  the  summer. 

Olive  Buckley  Camp,  '44,  H.S.,  of 
Franklin,  Va.,  to  Lawrence  McNeill  John- 
son of  Aberdeen,  Va.  The  wedding  will 
take  place  in  the  early  summer. 

Jeannette  Gillie  Dougherty,  '4  8,  of 
Coronado,  Calif.,  to  Samuel  Hager  Mar- 
shall, Jr.,  of  Roswell,  N.  M.  The  wed- 
ding will  take  place  in  the  early  summer. 

Mary  Virginia  Freeman,  '44,  of  Clarks- 


ville,  Va.,  to  John  Kimbro  West  of  San 
Antonio,  Texas,  and  McComb,  Miss.  The 
wedding  will  take  place  in  the  early 
summer. 

Anne  Katherine  Fulghum,  '47,  of  Rich- 
mond, Va.,  to  Joseph  Henry  Smith  III 
of  Richmond  and  Petersburg,  Va.  The 
couple  will  be  married  in  a  double  wed- 
ding ceremony  on  March  2  6  at  the  Second 
Presbyterian   Church  in  Richmond. 

Lavalette    Morton    Fulghum,     '47,     of 


27 


Saint  Mart's  School 


Richmond.  Va.,  to  William  Hale  Nun- 
nally  of  Petersburg,  Va.  The  couple  will 
be  married  in  a  double  wedding  cere- 
mony at  the  Second  Presbyterian  Church 
in  Richmond. 

Bettie  Wood  Gaither,  '44,  of  Elizabeth 
City,  to  Ens.  J.  Elwood  Weatherly.  Jr., 
of  Elizabeth  City.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  the  spring. 

Martha  Roberta  Huffman,  '45,  H.S.,  of 
Morganton,  to  Robert  Scott  Langley  of 
Kinston.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
on  June  11. 

Ann  Fripp  Jones,  '47,  of  Summerville, 
S.  C,  to  Ambrose  Gonzales  Hampton, 
Jr.,  of  Raleigh. 

Meta  Sloan  Leitner,  '44,  of  Aiken,  S. 
C,  to  Frederick  H.  von  Stade  of  West- 
bury,  L.  I.,  and  Aiken. 

St.  Lawrence  Fleming  Lucas,  '43,  H.S., 
of  Greensboro,  to  Robert  Claude  Little 
of  Greensboro.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  the  late  spring. 

Mary  Brooks  Popkins,  43,  of  Leesburg, 
Va.,  to  Robert  Edward  Hicks  of  Dub- 
lin. Ga. 

Elizabeth  Sprague  Silver,  47,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Godfrey  Cheshire,  Jr.,  of  Ra- 
leigh. The  wedding  will  take  place  in 
late  spring. 

Phyllis  Sherlock  Thorpe,  '44,  H.S.,  of 
Pelham  Manor,  N.  Y.,  to  John  Elvis 
Miller,  Jr.,  of  Fort  Smith,  Ark.  The 
wedding  will  take  place  in  April. 

Florence  Lyle  Tyler,  '45,  of  Dunn,  to 
William  Fearn  Franks  of  Silver  Grove. 
Ky.  The  wedding  will  take  place  in 
April  and  the  couple  will  make  their 
home   in   Richmond,   Va. 

Patricia  Exuni  Weaver,  '44,  of  Ashe- 
ville,  to  John  Richard  Jordan,  Jr..  of 
Winton  and  Raleigh.  The  wedding  will 
take  place  in  June. 


Weddings 


Margaret  Elizabeth  Abernethy,  '46,  of 
Raleigh,  to  James  Hunter  Truitt  of 
Greensboro,  on  Saturday,  February  26, 
at  the  Hayes-Barton  Methodist  Church 
in  Raleigh. 

Elizabeth  Virdin  Barnes,  '44,  of  Char- 
lottesville, Va.,  to  Peter  Mitchell  Scott, 
Jr.,  on  Saturday.  November  20,  at  Christ 
Episcopal  Church  in  Charlottesville.  At 
home.  1016  Winchester  Ave.,  Ashland, 
Kentucky. 

Mary  Ann  Crook,  '42,  of  Baltimore, 
Md.,  to  Harry  Kramer,  Jr.,  of  Elizabeth 
City,  on  June  26,  at  St.  David's  Episco- 
pal Church  in  Baltimore.  Marie  Hodges, 
'42.  was  a  bridesmaid.  They  are  making 
their  home  in  Elizabeth  City. 

Clotilde  Edmoe  Crow,  '48,  Bus.,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Dr.  Thomas  Greene  Collins  of 
Raleigh,  on  February  19,  at  the  First 
Presbyterian  Church  in  Raleigh.  Eliza 
Chipley,  '48,  H.S.,  and  Josephine  Cusick, 
'47,  H.S.,  of  Raleigh,  were  bridesmaids. 
The  couple  will  make  their  home  in 
Raleigh. 

Sara  Atwater  Crowder,  '4  2.  of  Raleigh, 
to  William  Francis  Spurling  of  Chapel 
Hill,  at  the  First  Baptist  Church  in  Ra- 
leigh on  December  21. 

Marion  Holmes  Dixon,  '43,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Cyrus  Dunlop  Hogue,  Jr.,  of  Wilming- 
ton,  on   Saturday,    February    19,    at   the 

28 


Church  of  the  Good  Shepherd  in  Raleigh. 
Sarah  Dawson  Davis  (Mrs.  John),  '43, 
of  Henderson  was  a  bridesmaid.  At  home 
temporarily,  Wrightsville  Beach. 

Maria  Brown  Gregory,  '45,  of  Rich- 
mond, Va.,  to  Cabell  Mayo  Tabb  of  Rich- 
mond, on  Friday,  February  25,  at  Saint 
Stephen's  Episcopal  Church  in  Richmond. 
Jane  Peete,  '45,  of  Warrenton,  was  a 
bridesmaid.  The  couple  will  make  their 
home  in  Richmond  where  Cabell  is  a 
general  insurance  agent. 

Edith  Frizell  Hamilton,  '4  6,  of  Ft. 
Meade,  Md.,  to  Lieut.  Roy  L.  Liles  of 
Bryan,  Texas,  on  February  19  at  the 
Post  Chapel  at  Ft.  Meade.  The  couple 
will  leave  for  Germany  in  early  April 
where  Lieut.  Liles  has  been  assigned  to 
duty. 

Sarah  Dabney  Little,  '46,  of  Wades- 
boro,  to  Richard  Cavanagh  McElroy,  Jr., 
of  Wilson,  on  Saturday,  January  22,  at 
Calvary  Episcopal  Church  in  Wadesboro. 
The  groom  is  associated  with  Merrill, 
Lynch,  Pierce,  Fenner  and  Beome  of 
Charlotte. 

Rosa  Moore  Macaulay,  '4  2,  of  Waynes- 
boro and  Augusta,  Ga.,  to  Stephens  Eu- 
gene Maxwell  of  Atlanta,  Ga.,  and  New 
York  City,  on  March  16,  at  "Bellevue" 
in  Waynesboro.  The  couple  will  reside 
in  New  York  City  where  "Steve"  is  asso- 
ciated  with   the   Mercantile    Stores,    Inc. 

Page  Meredith  Marshall,  '41,  of  Bed- 
ford, Va..  to  Henry  Frederick  Seaman 
of  Phoenix,  Ariz.,  on  December  20.  at 
Saint  John's  Episcopal  Church  in  Bed- 
ford. The  couple  will  live  in  Alexan- 
dria, Va.,  where  the  bridegroom  is  a  stu- 
dent at  the  Virginia  Theological  Semi- 
nary. 

Nellie  Bryan  Newton,  '23,  of  Enfield, 
to  Alexander  Cecil  Nichols  of  Enfield, 
on  May  27,  1948,  at  the  Calvary  Episco- 
pal Church  in  Tarboro.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Nichols  are  making  their  home  in  En- 
field. 

Margaret  Wells  Shackelford  (nee  Mar- 
garet. Wells),  '37.  of  Salem,  Va.,  to  Wil- 
liam Frederick  Genheimer,  Jr.,  of  Salem, 
on  February  5,  at  the  Salem  Presby- 
terian Church.  The  couple  will  live  at 
518   Allison   Ave.,   S.W.,   Salem,   Va. 

Floye  Lawrence  Smith,  '45,  of  Raleigh, 
to  Lieut.  John  Ellis  Steinke,  U.S.A..  on 
Saturday,  February  19,  at  the  Church 
of  the  Good   Shepherd   in  Raleigh. 

Caroline  Blair  Snyder,  '47,  H.S..  of 
Fort  Myers,  Fla..  to  Henry  Robert  Schu- 
ler,  Jr.,  on  Wednesday,  November  24,  in 
Fort  Myers,  Fla. 

Catharine  Margaret  Thomas,  '48,  Bus., 
of  Wilson,  to  Henry  West  Abbitt,  Jr.,  of 
Wilson,  on  Tuesday,  December  28,  at  St. 
Timothy's  Episcopal  Church  in  Wilson. 
At  home   temporarily   in   Lexington,    Ky. 

Lena  Barber  White  (nee  Lena  Bar- 
ber), '12,  Bus.,  of  Clinton,  to  Langdon 
Chevis  Kerr  of  Clinton  on  Friday,  De- 
cember 24.  at  the  home  of  the  bride  in 
Clinton.  The  couple  will  make  their 
home  in  Clinton  where  the  groom  works 
for  the  United  States  Post  Office  Depart- 
ment and  is  a  member  of  the  vestry  of 
St.  Paul's  Episcopal  Church. 

Lucille  Chandler  White,    '42,    of   Hen- 


derson, to  Walter  Clarence  Browning  on 
Saturday,  January   15,  in  Henderson. 

Jean  Garland  Wilson,  '46,  of  Hope- 
well, Va.,  to  James  T.  Micklen  of  Hope- 
well, in  the  summer  of  1948. 


Births 


To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alexander  Stronach 
Badger  of  Raleigh,  a  daughter,  Juliet 
Harris,  on  February  10.  Mrs.  Badger 
is  the  former  Katherine  Harris,  '35,  of 
Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  L.  Beerman, 
Jr.,  of  Greensboro,  a  son,  William  L., 
Ill,  in  July.  Mrs.  Beerman  is  the  former 
Libba  Thome,  '4  2,  H.S.,  of  Columbia, 
S.  C. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Oliver  M.  Creekmore, 
Jr.,  ot  Portsmouth,  Va.,  a  daughter,  Anne 
Grant,  on  May  7,  1948.  Mrs.  Creekmore 
is  the  former  Grant  Jones,  '38,  of  Wil- 
mington. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Wallace 
Downes  of  Alexandria,  Va.,  a  daughter, 
Elizabeth  Hopkins,  on  February  15.  Mrs. 
Downes  is  the  former  Peggy  Hopkins, 
'39,  of  Bel  Air,  Md. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Arthur  Farris 
of  Wilson,  a  son,  on  January  2.  Mrs. 
Farris  is  the  former  Mary  Elizabeth 
Nash,  '40,  of  Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  E.  Paul  Flynn  of 
Arlington,  Va.,  a  daughter,  Margaret 
Elizabeth,  on  July  26.  Mrs.  Flynn  is 
the  former  Dolores  Mullett,  '42,  of  Fort 
Bragg,  N.  C. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Benjamin  Franklin 
Green,  Jr.,  of  Lexington,  a  daughter,  Gil- 
lian Thompson,  on  September  3.  Mrs. 
Green  is  the  former  Pauline  Bernhardt, 
'42,  of  Lexington. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Paul  Jones  of 
Richmond,  a  son,  Phillip  Hardison,  on 
December  4.  Mrs.  Jones  is  the  former 
Lib  .\<1  kins.  '4  2,  of  Richmond. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nathan  Wilson  Land 
of  Hamlet,  a  daughter,  Eleanor  Ran- 
dolph, on  February  1.  Mrs.  Land  is  the 
former  Eleanor  Thomas,  '45,  of  Char- 
lotte. 

To  Dr.  and  Mrs.  William  Anthony 
Peters  of  Durham,  a  son,  William  An- 
thony, III,  on  January  23.  Mrs.  Peters 
is  the  former  Mary  Louise  Thompson, 
'43,  of  Goldsboro. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Emmett  Sebrell, 
Jr.,  of  Charlotte,  a  daughter,  Ann  Bell, 
on  January  4.  Mrs.  Sebrell  is  the  for- 
mer Allie  Bell,  '42,  of  Pittsboro, 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kearns  Reid  Thomp- 
son, Jr.,  of  Lexington,  Ky.,  a  son,  Kearns 
Reid,  III,  on  November  3.  Mrs.  Thomp- 
son is  the  former  Sara  Elizabeth  Bell, 
'40,  of  Dillon,  S.  C. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  H.  Wysor, 
Jr.,  of  Pulaski,  Va.,  a  daughter,  Jane 
Douglas,  on  December  30.  Mrs.  Wysor 
is  the  former  Jane  Divers, '45,  of  Pulaski. 

IN  MEMORIAM 

Mrs.  Albert  W.  Latta  of  Rydal,  Pa. 
(nee  Helen  Lyell  Smedes),  '01,  died  on 
January  6.  1949,  in  Rydal,  Pa.  Mrs. 
Latta,  daughter  of  the  Rev.  Bennett 
Smedes  and  granddaughter  of  the  Rev. 
Aldert  Smedes,  was  born  on  Saint  Mary's 
campus. 
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A  BETTER  NEST 

Why  is  Commencement  considered  so  important?  That. 
is  a  question  that  especially  needs  an  answer  at  Saint 
Mary's,  for  here  Commencement  is  not  only  a  memorable 
day  for  seniors,  but  also  a  reminder  to  undergraduates 
that  with  each  outgoing  class  the  place  at  the  helm  is  left 
empty.  At  this  time  more  than  at  any  other  our  thoughts 
turn  toward  the  possibility  of  our  living  up  to  the  record 
of  the  passing  year's  leaders,  the  seniors.  Simultaneously 
with  their  departure,  we  step  into  a  place  of  frightening 
responsibility. 

Can  we  fill  it-?  No,  but  we  can  stretch  toward  perfect 
leadership  in  moral,  intellectual  and  religious  fields.  Al- 
though Saint  Mary's  is  more  than  a  century  old,  it  has 
not  yet  developed  in  full*  We  can  all  carry  its  develop- 
ment farther  by  nourishing  the  community  spirit  by  which 
it  endeavors  to  cultivate  our  mental  faculties,  our  moral 
sensitivity,  and  our  best  living  habits.  The  girls  that  we 
see  graduating  now  have  carried  us  up  another  step  in 
our  climb.  They  have  left  us  with  a  shorter  ladder  of 
success.  Our  task  is  to  plant  our  feet  firmly  on  the  rung 
attained  in  1948-1949  and  to  stretch  from  there  until  our 
fingers  can  grasp  a  higher  rung.  We  may  totter — we 
may  even  fall — but  we  will  not  give  up.  When  our  gradu- 
ation clay  comes,  may  we  leave  Saint  Mary's  with  the 
satisfaction  of  having  given  it  a  more  brilliant  future. 
That  is  the  meaning  of  Commencement. 

M.E.B. 
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Altumiae  Editor 
Faculty  Adviser 


.  .  Patricia  Ambrose 
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A  LARGER  WORLD 

Why  is  Commencement  considered  so  important?  A 
new  watch  on  a  wrist,  tearful  partings  from  schoolmates, 
a  flurry  of  relatives,  girls  garbed  in  caps  and  gowns — 
surely  there  is  more  to  Commencement  than  this. 

To  some  people  Commencement  means  shutting  a  door 
on  the  past  and  turning  to  the  future.  There  can  be  no 
doubt  that  Commencement  is  a  threshold  in  life,  but  it 
does  not  mean  closing  out  what  has  gone  before  and 
starting  all  over  again.  It  is  but  a  pause  in  the  course 
of  life,  a  period  for  slowing  clown  so  that  one  may  look 
into  himself  and,  after  looking,  move  ahead  with  assur- 
ance. 

Several  pathways  lead  from  this  threshold  to  as  many 
goals.  Some  are  easy  to  follow ;  others  prove  increasingly 
difficult  with  every  step.  The  path  that  one  chooses  de- 
pends upon  numerous  factors,  but  the  important  point  is 
determination  to  reach  the  goal.  It  is  Commencement, 
and  we  are  leaving  a  sheltered  way  of  life — branching 
out  to  meet  the  world.  Theoretically  we  are  mature.  It 
is  up  to  us  to  prove  to  society  that  we  are,  and  we  cannot 
do  so  by  shutting  ourselves  off  from  the  past.  We  must 
take  an  inventory  of  what  we  have  gained  in  our  last 
years  at  Saint  Mary's,  determine  what  will  help  us  in  the 
future,  and  profit  from  our  experiences  here. 


The  BULLETIN  is  issued  five  times  ;i  year  by  the  students  of 
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( book  of  views  I . 
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We  owe  it  not  only  to  ourselves  but  to  Saint  Mary's  to 
achieve  our  goals.  Saint  Mary's  strives  to  equip  us  for 
the  years  ahead  academically  and  socially.  She  has  con- 
fidence in  us.  It  is  our  duty  to  fulfill  this  confidence.  We 
cannot  do  so  by  plunging  blindly  into  life.  We  must  first 
take  stock  of  ourselves  and  our  goals.  That  is  the  oppor- 
tunity and  the  meaning  of  Commencement. 


Saint  Maky's  School 


@ommen  cam  en  t 


FRIDAY 


Operation  Graduation  started  Friday  morning  with  a 
sneak  preview  of  Monday's  exercises,  but  it  was  not  until 
that  night  that  the  actual  commencement  activities  began 
with  the  outdoor  presentation  of  the  traditional  Shake- 
spearean play.  This  year  the  Dramatic  Club,  under  the 
direction  of  Miss  Florence  C.  Davis,  selected  the  Bard's 
As  You  Like  It.  Playing  the  leads  were  Marguerite  Burton 
as  Rosalind,  Elizabeth  Dorris  as  Celia,  Ann  Shuford 
as  Orlando,  and  Betty  Ann  Williamson  as  Touchstone. 
These  principals  were  ably  supported  by  other  members  of 
the  Dramatic  Club.  As  always,  the  entire  production  was 
excellent. 

SATURDAY 

Saturday's  activities  began  with  the  Sophomore  Class 
Day  exercises  held  at  eleven  in  the  school  auditorium. 
The  program  was  opened  by  Cynthia  Perkins,  sophomore 
class  president,  who  extended  greetings  to  the  audience 
on  the  part  of  the  "best  sophomore  class  of  S.M.S."  After 
the  reading  of  the  class  prayer  by  Tonia  Rowe,  the  class 
sang  the  Alma  Mater.  Betty  Ann  Williamson  called  the 
class  roll.  Then  Cynthia  Perkins  announced  that,  as  the 
sophomore  class  gift,  money  would  be  presented  to  the 
athletic  department  to  be  used  for  new  equipment.  The 
class  poem  was  read  by  Martha  Woolery,  the  class  history 
by  Carol  Mahon  and  Pat  Cohoon,  the  prophecy  by  Char- 
lotte Wallin  and  Pat  George,  and  the  Last  Will  and  Testa- 
ment by  Alice  Lide  and  Lyn  Jennings.  The  sophomore 
superlatives  were  announced  by  Susannah  Dell.  Dr. 
Stone  presented  the  scholastic  award  to  Pat  Cohoon.  Fol- 
lowing the  class  song,  the  Rev.  I.  Harding  Hughes  said 
the  benediction. 

The  annual  meeting  of  the  Alumnae  Association  was 
held  in  the  parlor  at  noon.  Immediately  afterwards,  the 
alumnae  adjourned  to  the  dining  hall  for  the  alumnae 
luncheon ;  Dr.  Isabella  Hester  Perry  was  speaker  for  the 
occasion. 

Senior  Class  Day  exercises  in  the  auditorium  began  at 
four  o'clock.  After  Ruth  Sikes,  president  of  the  senior 
class,  had  welcomed  the  visitors,  Mary  Giles  Stewart  led 
the  senior  class  prayer. 

SENIOR  CLASS  PRAYER 

0  God  our  Father,  Thou  Searcher  of  men's  hearts,  help 
us  to  draw  near  to  Thee  in  sincerity  and  truth.  May  our 
religion  be  filled  with  gladness  and  may  our  worship  of 
Thee  be  natural. 

Strengthen  and  increase  our  admiration  for  honest  deal- 
ing and  clean  thinking,  and  suffer  not  our  hatred  of  hy- 
pocrisy and  pretense  ever  to  diminish.  Encourage  us  in 
our  endeavor  to  live  above  the  common  level  of  life.  Make 
us  to  choose  the  harder  right  instead  of  the  easier  wrong, 
and  never  to  be  content  with  a  half-truth  when  the  whole 
can  be  won.  Endow  us  with  courage  that  is  born  of  loy- 
alty to  all  that  is  noble  and  worthy,  that  scorns  to  com- 
promise with  vice  and  injustice  and  knows  no  fear  when 
truth  and  right  are  in  jeopard}-.    Guard  us  against  flip- 


pancy and  irreverence  in  the  sacred  things  of  life.  Grant 
us  new  ties  of  friendship  and  new  opportunities  of  service. 
Kindle  our  hearts  in  fellowship  with  those  of  a  cheerful 
countenance,  and  soften  our  hearts  with  sympathy  for 
those  who  sorrow  and  suffer.  May  we  find  genuine  pleas- 
ure in  clean  and  wholesome  mirth  and  feel  inherent  dis- 
gust for  all  coarse-minded  humor.  Help  us  in  our  work 
and  in  our  play  to  keep  ourselves  physically  strong,  men- 
tally awake,  and  morally  straight  that  we  may  the  better 
maintain  the  honor  of  Saint  Mary's  untarnished  and  un- 
sullied and  acquit  ourselves  like  women  in  our  effort  to 
realize  the  ideals  of  our  school  in  doing  our  duty  to  Thee 
and  to  our  country.  All  of  which  we  ask  in  the  name  of 
the  great  Friend  and  Master  of  all,  Jesus  Christ.  Amen. 
Following  "Hail,  Saint  Mary's,"  Ellen  Rixey  called  the 
senior  class  roll,  and  Elizabeth  Guion  and  Mary  McNaugh- 
ton  read  the  class  history.  Ruth  Sikes  presented  to  the 
school  on  behalf  of  the  senior  class  an  illuminated  globe 
for  the  library  and  floodlights  for  the  auditorium.  Then 
Nelle  Clark  and  Phyllis  Costner  read  the  prophecy.  Patri- 
cia Ambrose  read  the  class  poem. 

SENIOR  CLASS  POEM 

By  Patricia  Ambrose,  '49 

Sunlight  on  white  columns, 
Reverent  silence  in  the  chapel, 
Twilight  enclosing  ageless  walls, 
The  laughter-tinged  voices. 
These  shall  we  leave. 

1 
Memories  of  Saint  Mary's 
Dreams  of  her  pride  and  her  glory 
And  the  intangible  spirit 
That  she  has  shared  with  us. 
These  shall  we  take. 

After  this,  the  Last  Will  and  Testament  was  read  by 
Barbara  Miller  and  Ann  Moore;  the  senior  superlatives, 
by  Marguerite  Burton. 

Frances  Drane,  president  of  the  Student  Government 
Association  for  1948-49,  inaugurated  Barbara  Wooten  as 
president,  for  1949-50. 

Mr.  C.  A.  P.  Moore,  head  of  the  English  Department, 
presented  the  publications  awards.  These  went  to  the 
publications  officers  for  next  year :  Elizabeth  Bowles,  edi- 
tor of  the  BULLETIN;  Berta  Allen  Russ,  editor  of  the 
BELLES ;  Lucille  Best  and  Eliza  Chipley,  editor  and  busi- 
ness manager,  respectively,  of  the  STAGE  COACH ;  and 
to  the  following  staff  members :  Catherine  Campbell,  Bar- 
bara Miller,  Barbara  Wooten,  Aurelia  Fulton,  and  Mar- 
jorie  Sheridan.  Margaret  Williams  announced  the  dedi- 
cation of  the  1948-49  STAGE  COACH  to  Miss  Florence 
C.  Davis. 

After  the  singing  of  the  "Alma  Mater"  by  the  senior 
class,  the  Rev.  Mr.  I.  Harding  Hughes  closed  the  program 
with  a  benediction. 

The  day's  activities  closed  with  a  recital  by  the  Glee 
Club  in  the  school  auditorium. 
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Sunday 


Bishop  Henry  and  Mr.  Hughes 

Sunday's  jampacked  schedule  began  with  a  Corporate 
Communion  for  the  senior  class  at  eight  o'clock  in  the 
Chapel. 

At  eleven  the  Baccalaureate  Service  was  held  and  for 
the  first  time  the  seniors  and  sophomores  appeared  in 
their  caps  and  gowns.  The  sermon  was  delivered  by  the 
Ht.  Rev.  M.  George  Henry,  Bishop  of  the  Diocese  of  West- 
ern North  Carolina. 

BACCALAUREATE  SERMON 
In  the  28th  verse  of  the  second  chapter  of  the  Book  of 
the  Prophet  Joel,  we  have  the  prophet  stating  the  promise 
that  God  "will  pour  out  His  Spirit  upon  all  flesh ;  and 
your  sons  and  daughters  shall  prophesy,  your  old  men 
shall  dream  dreams,  your  young  men  shall  see  visions." 
God  has  been  pouring  out  his  spirit  upon  each  succeed- 
ing generation  and  the  sons  and  daughters  of  each  gener- 
ation have  received  this  Spirit,  or  they  have  failed  to 
understand  the  prompting  of  the  spirit.  But  whether 
they  have  received  or  rejected  God's  Spirit  they  have  all 
prophesied.     They  have  all  seen  visions,  but  some  have 


seen  visions  that  are  given  by  man  himself  and  are  not 
those  of  the  Spirit  of  God. 

You  today  are  a  new  group  beginning  a  new  life.  You 
have  come  to  the  time  of  your  commencement.  You  today 
have  in  your  own  hearts  and  minds  the  prophecy  of  what 
the  future  brings.  You  have  in  your  inner  person  the 
vision  of  what  you  want  your  own  life  to  become  and 
what  you  expect  of  the  world  in  which  you  live. 

It  wasn't  so  long  ago  that  T  myself  graduated  for  the 
first  time.  I  came  to  my  first  commencement  in  1927.  I 
was  in  the  place  in  which  you  now  find  yourself,  but  it 
was  in  an  entirely  different  world.  The  group  in  which 
I  graduated  had  great  hopes  for  a  new  world.  We  prophe- 
sied great  things.  We  had  visions  of  our  own  accom- 
plishments. But  as  I  thought  about  talking  to  you  this 
morning,  I  became  convinced  that  God  has  made  His 
Spirit  much  more  strongly  felt  in  your  generation.  Where 
we  prophesied  falsehood,  you  prophesy  truth.  Where  we 
held  man-made  visions  of  ourselves  and  our  world,  you 
see  the  vision  that  God  has  given  you.  Your  prophecy 
and  vision  are  based  upon  truth.  Ours  were  upon  false- 
hoods. 

Think  back  if  you  will  to  the  year  1927  when  I  came 
to  my  first  commencement.  Look  at  our  prophecy.  It 
went  something  like  this  (remember  that  this  was  two 
years  before  the  great  depression).  We  prophesied  that 
there  would  be  great  and  continued  prosperity  for  the 
whole  world.  There  was  to  be  no  more  war.  War  was  a 
thing  of  the  past,  and  man  had  at  last  realized  that  war 
was  not  for  civilized  man.  Man,  we  prophesied,  had  come 
to  such  great  knowledge  about  the  natural  world  that 
through  science  all  of  man's  physical  problems  would  be 
solved  quickly.  Through  psychology  all  of  man's  personal 
problems  would  be  solved.  By  his  economic  knowledge 
he  would  work  out  all  of  the  problems  of  need  in  the 
world.  Give  man  sufficient  instruction  in  the  better  way 
to  do  things,  and  all  would  follow  that  instruction.  In 
fact  we  had  confidence  that,  just  by  the  nature  of  things, 
all  would  solve  itself.  We  went  around  saying,  "Day  by 
day  in  every  way  we  are  getting  better  and  better,"  and 
we  believed  it. 

Do  you  see  why  I  said  that  we  prophesied  falsehoods? 
Within  two  years  of  the  time  I  graduated,  the  world 
entered  into  a  most  distressing  depression.  In  eleven 
years,  the  whole  world  was  thrown  into  a  war  more  ter- 
rible and  more  widespread  than  the  world  had  ever  seen. 
Man's  knowledge  and  schemes  have  done  some  things 
well,  but  they  have  not  solved  his  problems.  Science  has 
gone  far  since  those  days,  but  it  has  also  presented  us 
with  an  atomic  bomb.  Psychology  has  led  us  into  under- 
standing much  about  man,  but  it  does  not  help  us  in  still 
having  one  out  of  ten  who  will  suffer  from  mental  illness 
and  distress.  In  some  cases  it  is  this  very  psychology, 
which  we  thought  would  free  us,  that  has  brought  on 
mental  illness.  It  drove  out  of  our  conscious  minds  a 
feeling  of  the  sin  of  certain  acts  but  never  removed  that 
deep-seated  moral  written  into  the  very  fabric  of  man  in 
his  unconscious  mind.  The  ensuing  conflict  brought  on 
mental  illness.     Man's  schemes  for  living  together  may 
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have  helped  in  some  of  our  social  experiments  but  they 
have  in  some  cases  destroyed  his  self-dependence  in  this 
world,  and  so  we  have  developed  a  "dole-group"  who  feel 
that  the  world  owes  them  a  living.  It  developed  such 
schemes  as  the  Nazi  scheme,  and  now  a  Communist  scheme 
which,  while  giving  security  to  a  certain  group,  destroys 
other  groups  to  achieve  its  ends.  The  peace  that  we 
prophesied  was  no  peace.  We  cried  peace,  peace,  when 
there  was  no  peace,  and  in  our  simplicity  sat  unprepared 
and  so  brought  on  a  war.  We  thought,  man  was  now 
civilized  and  had  left  behind  all  barbarism,  and  then  we 
had  to  face  the  realitj'  of  the  most  civilized  nation  in  the 
world  conducting  mass  murders  of  six  million  Jews.  We 
thought  in  our  simplicity  that  such  things  as  racial  preju- 
dices were  born  of  ignorance  and  that  with  sufficient 
knowledge  they  would  be  removed.  But  again  we  looked 
to  educated  nations,  and  there  the  prejudice  was  as  deep- 
seated  and  resulted  in  the  stinking  and  foul  concentration 
camps.  We  in  our  prophecy  had  little  place  for  religion. 
It  was  a  good  thing  for  those  who  wanted  it,  but  it  was 
not  necessary.  After  all,  we  thought,  if  you  just  do  the 
best  you  know  then  all  is  well.  Yes  we  prophesied,  but  it 
was  all  false.  It  was  based  on  two  fallacies.  The  first 
fallacy  was  that  God  had  made  man  good  and  that  he  had 
remained  good.  The  second  was  that  God  was  not  needed 
in  a  healthy  life.  He  was  just  for  the  elders  who  had  to 
face  dying.  These  fallacies  made  false  our  prophecy, 
and  likewise  they  made  false  our  visions. 

We  had  visions  even  as  you  have ;  but  based  upon  these 
fallacies,  they  were  all  false.  We  all  had  a  vision  of  being 
successful.  Success  was  measured  by  how  much  money 
you  made ;  for  after  you  made  your  money  you  could  take 
your  ease  and  enjoy  all  of  the  richness  that  this  world 
had  to  offer. 

Your  vision  of  your  personal  success  is  on  an  entirely 
different  basis.  You  know  whereas  we  didn't,  that  success 
consists  not  in  what  you  get,  but  in  what  you  give.  You 
know  that  the  man  today  who  is  successful  is  the  one  who 
contributes  to  the  advance  of  the  world  on  its  many  levels. 
The  man  who  refused  to  benefit  by  the  discovery  of  in- 
sulin is  the  successful  man  rather  than  the  one  who  found 
something  to  benefit  man  and  then  held  a  monopoly  so 
that  he  might  make  money  out  of  his  knowledge.  The 
successful  doctor  is  not  the  one  who  makes  money,  but 
the  one  who  serves  humanity.  The  successful  teacher 
is  not  the  one  who  makes  the  most  money,  but  the  one 
who  most  complete!}'  inspires  his  or  her  students  with  a 
joy  of  knowledge  and  an  eagerness  to  receive  more.  The 
successful  mother  is  not  the  one  who  so  trains  the  child 
that  the  child  must  be  forever  paying  back  to  the  parent, 
but  is  the  one  who  so  gives  of  herself  that  in  time  the 
child  is  able  completely  independently  to  live  in  its  own 
world.  In  marriage  success  is  not  in  what  you  get,  but 
in  what  you  give  to  make  your  home  a  haven  of  bless- 
ing and  peace.  Your  life  vision  is  not  one  of  getting,  but 
of  giving.  It  comes  back  to  the  thought  expressed  in  St. 
Paul's  final  instruction  to  the  Church  at  Ephesus,  a  sort 
of  baccalaureate  sermon :  "Remember  the  words  of  our 
Lord  Jesus,  how  he  said  it  is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to 
receive."  It  has  nothing  to  do  with  money  in  its  original 
context,  but  has  to  do  with  a  way  of  life.  You  know 
success  for  what  it  is.    We  didn't.    Your  vision  of  yourself 


as  you  will  be  ten  years  from  now,  twenty  years  from 
now,  fifty  years  from  now,  is  based  not  on  what  you  can 
get,  but  on  what  you  can  give.  Thus  the  motive  behind 
your  vision  is  selfless  rather  than  selfish. 

But.  you  have  another  advantage  over  us  in  your  -vision. 
You  know  that  I  myself  and  you  yourself  are  not  perfect 
enough  to  achieve  such  a  vision.  Furthermore,  you  can- 
not set  out  on  a  policy  based  upon  perfection  without  de- 
stroying the  very  thing  you  expected  to  reach.  Let  me 
give  you  some  illustrations  of  what  I  mean.  We  were 
ardent  pacifists  when  we  started  out,  and  that  was  the 
way  we  were  to  stop  war.  Now  we  can  see  that  the  very 
unpreparedness  of  our  strategy  to  get  rid  of  war  brought 
on  a  war.  We  thought  that  if  we  just  solved  the  financial 
worries  of  people  then  all  would  be  well.  The  resulting 
W.P.A.,  instead  of  solving  man's  problems,  so  destroyed 
his  self-dependency  that  we  destroyed  man  rather  than 
helped  him.  You  saw  this  past  fall  Henry  Wallace  with 
the  best  of  intentions  try  to  show  how  we  should  handle 
our  race  relationships,  and  by  trying  to  accomplish  this 
he  brought  about  more  tension  between  our  races  than 
we  had  had  for  a  long  time.  Just  to  tell  a  person  to  be 
good  means  little  in  a  world  that  is  not  good.  You  know 
that.  We  didn't.  We  thought  if  you  told  people  to  be 
good  they  would  be.  Now  we  know  again  what  is  meant 
by  the  power  of  .sin.  You  have  a  vision  based  on  taking 
into  consideration  the  sin  of  the  world.  You  are  realists ; 
for  God,  through  the  teaching  of  history  in  a  depression 
and  a  war,  has  taught  you  that  this  world  is  in  need  of 
some  outside  force  to  set  it  straight. 

Yes,  you  have  come  to  understand  the  truth  of  the  need 
of  mankind  for  God.  Just  to  tell  a  person  to  obey  God's 
will  in  a  time  of  war  is  to  tell  him  to  do  the  impossible 
"Don't  kill"  would  lead  you  to  be  a  pacifist.  "Don't  allow 
evil  to  replace  good  in  your  society"  would  lead  you  to 
fight  against  a  society  that  is  based  upon  racial  privilege. 
You  can't  do  right.  You  do  wrong  and  know  that  you 
do  wrong.  Therefore  you  know  your  need  of  God's  for- 
giveness. 

You  come  to  understand  the  joy  of  the  Christian  re- 
ligion in  a  way  that  we  couldn't.  You  can  see  the  joy  of 
the  message  given  in  the  story  of  the  good  shepherd  who 
went  out  to  find  the  sheep  that  got  lost  through  its  own 
ignorance.  You  see  the  good  news  of  the  story  of  the 
woman  seeking  diligently  to  find  the  coin  that  was  lost 
through  no  fault  of  its  own.  Circumstances  like  those  in 
which  you  live  may  make  us  become  lost  from  the  will  of 
God,  but  God  seeks  diligently  until  he  finds  us,  and  re- 
joices in  his  find.  Even  in  the  story  of  the  Prodigal  Son, 
who  deliberately  went  away  from  God,  we  can  rejoice 
that  while  he  was  yet  a  long  way  off  God,  as  represented 
by  the  father,  came  and  fell  on  his  neck  and  rejoiced  that 
he  had  found  his  son. 

In  other  words,  God  has  poured  out  His  Spirit  on  you 
young  ladies  graduating,  and  you  have  received  it  in  a 
way  that  my  group  graduating  twenty-two  years  ago  was 
not  able  to  receive  it.  You  are  not  Pollyanna  idealists 
who  think  all  is  well  with  the  world,  that  man  is  good, 
and  that  by  his  own  strength  all  can  be  worked  out.  No, 
you  see  a  world  in  which  God  is  working  his  purpose  out. 
You  are  not  deceived  by  the  evident  evil  into  thinking 
that  there  is  no  hope ;  but  you  have  hope  in  God,  not  man. 
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You  don't  lose  sight  of  the  crucifixion  of  God  by  man's 
sin,  but  on  the  other  hand  you  are  firm  in  your  faith  of 
God's  victory.  Do  you  recall  the  words  of  the  Lambeth 
conference  this  past  summer.  They  went  like  this.  "This 
is  God's  world.  No  matter  what  man  does,  God  is  not 
defeated." 

And  now  look  at  your  prophecy  and  vision — it  is  the 
message  of  God.  You  of  all  generations  upon  whom  God 
has  poured  His  Spirit  have  received  his  true  prophecy 
and  have  seen  his  true  vision.  You  are  not  blind  to  evil ; 
you  have  seen  it.  You  have  seen  man's  inability  to  meet 
and  answer  his  problems.  But  you  have  received  the 
Gospel  that  God  has  won  the  victory.  It  is  ours.  His 
Kingdom  will  be  established.  It  is  God  and  not  we  our- 
selves who  has  redeemed  us.  Our  living  a  life  of  giving 
of  ourselves  that  others  may  have  a  more  abundant  life 
is  our  thanksgiving  to  him  for  all  that  he  has  done  for  us. 
God  has  poured  out  upon  flesh  His  Spirit.  You  have  re- 
ceived it.  You  prophesy  and  see  visions  in  truth  through 
the  light  that  He  has  given  you  in  your  lifetime  in  this 
troubled  world. 

I  envy  you  starting  your  life  with  this  advantage  over 
earlier  groups.  May  God  bless  you  as  you  run  the  race 
that  is  set  before  you. 


ALUMNAE  MEMORIAL  SERVICE 

The  annual  alumnae  memorial  service,  with  organ  re- 
cital by  Martha  Jean  Bryce,  was  held  at  five  o'clock. 
Immediately  after  the  vesper  service  the  student  body 
assembled  on  the  front  steps  of  Smedes  Hall  to  sing  their 
farewells  to  each  other. 

MONDAY 

Operation  Graduation  reached  its  culmination  on  Mon- 
day morning.  The  first  part  of  the  graduation  exercises 
took  place  in  the  school  auditorium.  After  the  salutatory 
delivered  by  Isabel  Carter,  the  Honorable  John  J.  Parker, 
Judge,  U.  S.  Circuit  Court,  made  the  commencement 
address. 

AMERICA'S  LEADERSHIP  IN  THE  WORLD 
COMMUNITY 

Synopsis  of  Commencement  Address 

I  deem  it  a  privilege  and  an  honor  to  be  asked  to  speak 
on  this  commencement  occasion.  This  college  has  played 
a  great  and  important  part  in  the  life  of  our  Southland ; 
and  it  is  indeed  a  pleasure  to  speak  to  the  members  of  her 
graduating  class  and  to  their  friends  and  the  friends  of 
the  institution  who  are  met  here  this  morning  to  wish 
them  well.  I  congratulate  them  upon  their  graduation 
and  I  congratulate  the  college  on  the  splendid  work  that 
it  is  doing  for  our  country. 

There  is  always  the  temptation  on  an  occasion  of  this 
sort  either  to  speak  on  some  educational  subject  and 
attempt  to  give  advice  to  the  teachers,  who  know  a  great 
deal  more  about  their  subject  than  I  do,  or  else  to  offer 
to  the  graduates  a  lot  of  that  high-sounding  advice  which 
is  always  more  blessed  to  give  than  to  receive.  I  shall 
not  yield  to  the  temptation;  but  shall  speak,  with  your 
permission,  on  the  world  situation  which  presents  a  chal- 
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lenge  not  merely  to  the  college  graduate  but  to  the  leader- 
ship of  the  entire  country.  It  seems  to  me  entirely  ap- 
propriate to  speak  on  such  a  subject ;  for  leadership  in 
our  democracy  is  the  primary  concern  of  higher  educa- 
tion. Democracy  can  nowhere  long  endure  without  ade- 
quate leadership ;  and  the  first  duty  of  our  colleges  and 
universities  is  to  train  men  and  women  for  that  leader- 
ship. This  is  always  important,  but  it  is  particularly  so 
today ;  for  what  the  world  will  be  for  a  thousand  years 
perhaps  depends  upon  America's  response  to  the  chal- 
lenge of  world  leadership.  I  shall  speak,  if  I  may,  on 
"America's  Leadership  in  the  World  Community,"  or 
"The  Situation  in  Which  We  Find  Ourselves  and  What 
We  Ought  to  Do  About  It." 

In  considering  our  relationship  with  the  world  at  large 
we  must  remember  three  things:  (1)  Civilization  in 
Europe  was  very  nearly  destroyed  by  the  last  World  War. 
Not  only  have  the  cities  of  a  large  part  of  the  continent 
been  left  in  ruins,  but  the  fabric  of  the  industrial  and 
commercial  life  has  been  destroyed.  (2)  We  are  in  the 
midst  of  a  world  revolution.  All  over  the  world  those 
who  have  been  underprivileged  are  coming  forward  and 
demanding  a  larger  share  in  government,  a  higher  stand- 
ard of  living  and  recognition  of  their  worth  and  impor- 
tance as  individuals.  (3)  There  has  just  occurred  a 
greater  shift  in  national  power  than  has  taken  place  at 
any  time  since  the  fall  of  the  Roman  Empire.  The  na- 
tions who  were  dominant  in  Europe  at  the  opening  of  the 
century  have  given  place  to  two  nations  not  very  power- 
ful at  that  time,  the  United  States  and  Russia,  two  nations 
with  widely  differing  ideals  and  ideologies  who  have  come 
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out  of  the  war  as  beyond  comparison  the  two  most  power- 
ful nations  in  the  world.  The  situation  is  a  challenge  to 
the  leadership  of  America  ;  and  the  most  important  thing 
to  which  we  can  direct  our  attention  is  how  we  are  to 
conduct  ourselves  in  the  situation  which  confronts  us. 

Our  first  duty  in  the  premises  is  to  make  ourselves 
strong — strong  enough  to  defend  ourselves  against  any 
attack  that  may  be  made  upon  us,  so  strong  that  no  other 
nation  will  dare  to  attack  us.  We  must  make  ourselves 
strong  not  only  physically  but  also  intellectually  and 
spiritually.  We  must  understand  the  problems  involved 
in  world  polities  and  support  a  strong  and  definite  for- 
eign policy.  We  must  have  faith  in  our  way  of  life  and 
be  prepared  to  defend  it  against  those  who  would  under- 
mine it  in  the  hearts  of  the  people  as  well  as  against  those 
who  would  destroy  it  in  the  lands  of  our  friends  and 
allies.  We  must  remember  that  peace  will  be  preserved 
not  by  appeasement  or  cowardly  surrender,  but  by  manly 
determination  and  readiness  to  maintain  the  right.  To 
be  prepared  for  war  has  always  been  the  surest  guaranty 
of  peace. 

Our  next  duty  is  to  help  the  nations  of  Western  Europe 
who  need  our  help  so  badly.  It  is  not  merely  a  matter 
of  feeding  the  hungry  through  a  period  of  emergency. 
We  must  help  those  nations  who  have  been  so  nearly  de- 
stroyed get  on  their  feet.  They  are  our  friends.  They 
need  our  help.  Not  to  help  them  is  to  turn,  them  over  to 
Russia.  No  rich  man  can  remain  a  leader  of  his  com- 
munity if  he  turns  a  deaf  ear  to  his  neighbors  in  their 
necessity.  To  help  Europe  adequately  will  require  only 
a  small  part  of  our  great  national  income.  It  will  be  the 
best  investment  we  have  ever  made. 

While  making  ourselves  strong  and  helping  our  friends 
in  Europe  get  on  their  feet  we  must  support  the  United 
Nations  in  the  establishment  of  a  world  order  based  on 
law.  Those  who  discount  the  work  done  by  the  United 
Nations  because  it  has  not  at  once  established  order  out 
of  the  most  chaotic  condition  that  has  ever  existed  in  the 
world  have  been  expecting  the  impossible.  I  shudder  to 
think  what  the  condition  of  affairs  might  now  be  if  it  were 
not  for  what  the  United  Nations  has  been  able  to  accom- 
plish. It  has  at  least  maintained  a  forum  in  which  the 
conscience  of  mankind  can  find  expression  and  in  which 
the  problems  which  confront  humanity  can  be  aired  and 
discussed.  It  has  set  up  an  international  court  for  the 
juridical  settlement  of  justiciable  controversies.  And 
it  has  provided  a  Security  Council  in  which  the  nations 
of  the  world  have  given  serious  consideration  to  preserv- 
ing the  peace.  There  has  been  much  controversy  and 
bickering;  but  somehow  or  other  we  have  managed  to 
get  through  four  years  without  a  renewal  of  the  world 
conflict.  Let  us  strengthen  the  international  organiza- 
tion and  not  abandon  or  destroy  it.  Rome  wasn't  built 
in  a  day,  and  our  own  national  government  was  nearly  a 
century  in  coming  to  full  strength  and  power.  The  build- 
ing of  a  world  organization  for  the  support  of  a  world 
order  based  on  law  will  take  time ;  but  it  is  the  noblest 
task  to  which  the  statesmanship  of  this  country  can  ad- 
dress itself. 

There  are  two  ancient  maxims  which  we  should  re- 
member in  this  crisis  of  our  history.  One  is:  "Let  him 
that  thiuketh  he  standeth  beware  lest  he  fall."    The  other 


is :  "To  whom  much  is  given,  of  him  much  is  also  re- 
quired." God  has  never  blessed  any  other  nation  as  He 
has  blessed  this  nation.  Out  of  the  horrors  of  the  great- 
est war  of  history,  we  have  been  permitted  to  emerge 
with  our  strength  unimpaired  and  with  wealth  such  as 
no  other  nation  has  ever  possessed.  But  we  hold  this 
wealth  and  power  as  a  sacred  trust  for  the  benefit  of 
mankind.  Whether  we  like  it  or  not,  there  is  tendered 
us  the  leadership  of  western  civilization.  If  through 
selfishness,  or  cowardice  or  lack  of  vision  we  decline  that 
leadership,  it  will  pass  to  Soviet  Russia  and  we  shall  find 
ourselves  not  only  losing  our  place  of  primacy  among 
the  nations  but  unable  to  preserve  even  our  own  liberties. 
If,  however,  we  accept  the  responsibility  which  is  ours, 
if  Ave  maintain  our  own  institutions  and  associate  our- 
selves with  the  free  nations  of  Western  Europe,  if  out  of 
our  abundance  we  help  our  friends  and  neighbors  get  on 
their  feet  and  use  our  power  to  protect  small  states  and 
helpless  minorities  against  oppression  and  wrong,  we  shall 
go  from  strength  to  strength  and  shall,  I  verily  believe, 
ultimately  succeed  in  establishing  a  world  order  based 
not  upon  force  and  self-interest,  but  upon  reason  and 
righteousness,  which  will  give  to  the  world  a  just  and 
lasting  peace.  The  dream  of  the  founding  fathers  of  this 
country  is  today  the  dream  of  all  mankind.  Under  the 
leadership  of  America  that  dream  can  be  made  a  reality. 


The  valedictory,  following  Judge  Parker's  address,  was 
delivered  by  Joyce  Richert.  Or.  Stone  then  announced 
the  scholastic  honors.  The  Niles  Medal,  awarded  for  the 
highest  scholastic  average  for  the  year  in  the  college  de- 
partment (exclusive  of  last  year's  winner),  was  presented 
to  Isabel  Carter.  The  Cooper  Medal,  the  corresponding 
high  school  award,  was  presented  to  Martha  Woolery. 
The  annual  Raleigh  High  School  Scholarship  was  awarded 
to  Virginia  Gilliam  of  the  Needham  Broughton  High 
School.  The  list  of  gifts  to  Saint  Mary's  was  read  by 
Or.  Stone.  After  this,  the  Rt.  Rev.  Edwin  A.  Penick 
announced  the  resignation  of  the  school  dietitian,  Mrs. 
Nannie  H.  Marriott,  and  expressed  on  behalf  of  the 
Board  of  Trustees  appreciation  for  her  many  years  of 
loyal  service. 

MINUTE 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Executive  Committee  of  the  Board 
of  Trustees  of  Saint  Mary's  School,  held  in  Raleigh  on 
May  31,  1949,  the  President  reported  that  at  the  end  of 
this  academic  year  Mrs.  Nannie  H.  Marriott  would  termi- 
nate her  connection  with  the  School  as  Dietitian  after 
thirty-two  years  of  service.  Recognition  of  this  long  and 
efficient  term  of  devoted  labor  was  recorded  in  the  form 
of  a  Minute  that  was  unanimously  approved  and  ordered 
to  be  read  at  the  Commencement  Exercises. 

Mrs.  Marriott  came  to  Saint  Mary's  School  during  the 
rectorship  of  Or.  George  W.  Lay  in  1017.  Her  duties  at 
first  were  twofold,  that  of  Housekeeper  and  Dietitian. 
In  recent  years,  with  an  enlarged  student  body  and  in- 
creased responsibilities,  she  has  served  as  Dietitian  only. 
Her  term  of  office  extended  through  many  trying  and 
critical  periods  at  Saint  Mary's,  including  the  disruptions  | 
incident  to  two  world  wars  and  the  great  economic  de- ; 
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pression.  She  will  be  remembered  by  the  family  of  Saint 
Mary's  for  her  complete  dependability,  her  behind-the- 
scenes  devotion  to  duty,  her  quiet,  unobserved  efficiency 
in  one  of  the  most,  vital  departments  of  school  life. 

This  Minute  records  the  grateful  appreciation  of  the 
Trustees,  the  Staff,  Faculty  and  student  body  of  Saint 
Mary's  School  for  the  unselfish  offices  of  this  "good  and 
faithful  servant." 


Dawson,  chief  marshal,  the  one  hundred  and  seventh  ses- 
sion of  Saint  Mary's  School  was  declared  officially  over. 


The  presentation  of  high  school  diplomas  and  depart- 
mental certificates  climaxed  this  first  part  of  the  day's 
exercises. 

The  procession  formed  by  the  sophomores,  the  seniors, 
and  the  faculty,  marched  to  the  chapel  for  the  second  half 
of  the  day's  program.  There  the  seniors  received  their 
diplomas  from  Bishop  Peniek. 

BISHOP   PENICK'S   FAREWELL   TO   THE    SENIORS 

Once  more  it  becomes  my  privilege  to  attempt  the  im- 
possible, that  is,  to  compress  into  a  few,  swift  sentences 
the  meaning  of  that  particular  gift  of  Saint  Mary's  of 
which  your  diploma  is  the  outward  symbol  and  sign. 

In  1853,  John  Ruskin  wrote:  "Education  is  leading 
human  souls  to  what  is  best."  What  shall  we  regard  as 
the  best  thing  to  which  your  education  at  Saint  Mary's 
has  led  yon"?  Perhaps  an  illustration  will  help  us  to 
decide. 

On  Broadway,  a  few  years  ago,  a  play  entitled  "Merrily 
We  Roll  Along"  enjoyed  a  popular  run.  I  did  not  see 
the  play  myself,  but  I  have  read  about  its  unusual  plot 
and  structure.  The  central  figure  is  a  distinguished 
author,  Richard  Miles.  When  the  curtain  rises,  he  is  at 
the  zenith  of  his  profession  as  a  playwright.  He  has  won 
renown  and  fame.  But  in  achieving  success,  his  standards 
had  slumped.  Even  his  morals  had  deteriorated.  He 
had  become  that  bleak  thing  known  as  a  worldling.  In- 
stead of  following  his  career  in  the  usual  order  of  time, 
watching  his  character  changing  as  he  grows  older,  the 
play  is  in  reverse,  and  moves  with  him  backward  through 
the  years  as  he  becomes  younger  and  younger.  In  the  last 
aet,  Richard  Miles  is  once  more  at  college.  It  is  com- 
mencement day,  and  he  is  the  valedictorian.  As  the  cur- 
tain falls  he  says :  "This  have  I  learned :  to  value  ideals 
above  all  else.  Let.  them  be  our  heritage,  our  guiding- 
force."  The  tragedy  of  the  play,  because  it  is  a  tragedy, 
consists  in  the  fact  that  this  youthful  idealism  was  per- 
fectly sincere. 

Saint  Mary's  says  to  the  class  of  '49,  and  to  all  of  her 
daughters  as  she  tells  them  "good-bye" :  Guard  well  that 
best  thing  that  I  have  committed  to  you  as  a  trust.  It  is 
Christian  idealism.  You  have  it  now  with  a  wonderful 
and  glowing  fullness.  Let  it  not  diminish  like  one  who 
merrily  rolls  along  with  a  secular  .world  until  it  ends  in 
tragedy.  Rather  let  it  grow  from  more  to  more,  with  a 
keen  mind  braced  with  truth,  with  a  conscience  edged 
with  right,  and  with  a  personality  adorned  with  the 
never-fading  beauty  of  Christian  character. 


After  the  exercises  in  the  Chapel,  the  entire  student 
body  formed  the  traditional  semicircle  in  front  of  Smedes 
Hall.    With  the  dropping  of  the  handkerchief  by  Suzanne 


DEFINITION 

By  Elizabeth   Carter,   '49 

What  is  love? 

It  is  an  insect 

Buzzing 

Flying 

Creeping 

Into  vour  heart. 


It  is  a  mouse 

Stealing 

Nibbling 

Eating 

Within  your  heart. 

How  does  love  come? 
Through  darkness 
It  slips 
With  a  sly 
Sweet  rush. 

As  a  summer  storm 
It  sweeps 
With  a  roar 
Of  crashing 
Thunder. 

How  long  does  it  last? 
As  long  as  mountains 
Stand 

Weathering- 
Snow  and 
Burning  sun. 

As  long  as  seas 

Roll 

On  sands 

With  inescapable 

Rhythm. 


THE  SPLENDID  ESSENCE 

By  Patricia  Ambrose,  '49 

I  stand  above  the  mortal  world, 

Knowing  that  there  is  none  to  conquer  me. 

My  place  is  my  own. 

Beyond  the  hungry  probes  of  men 

I  am  secure. 

Earthlings  can  never  fathom  me; 

Their  science  cannot  reach  me. 

I  am  the  splendid  essence — 

I  am  Life. 


Saint  Mary's  School 
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Not  the  Blues 


By  Patricia  xVmbrose,  '40 

As  I  stumble  down  the  sinister  bypaths  of  New  York's 
Chinatown  all  that  I  can  think  about  is  the  release  from 
life  that  awaits  me  at  the  opium  den.  Soon  I  shall  no 
longer  be  smothered  with  thoughts  of  my  frustrated  life, 
a  life  of  failure  in  every  respect.  Only  a  few  minutes 
more,  and  I  shall  be  free  from  the  brutal  noises  that  rush 
at  me  from  all  sides,  free  from  the  responsibility  of  trying 
to  keep  pace  with  the  rest  of  so-called  humanity  in  this 
chaotic  world. 

Finally  I  reach  the  den.  In  response  to  my  rapping  on 
the  door,  a  silent  Chinese  admits  me.  He  knows  me  well, 
but  no  sign  of  recognition  registers  on  his  impassive  fea- 
tures. He  leads  me  to  a  filthy  bunk  well  in  the  back  of 
the  room.  Then  he  disappears.  He  comes  back  a  few 
minutes  later  carrying  a  small  tray  upon  which  are  a  tiny 
opium  pipe  and  a  pellet  of  opium.  Eagerly  I  fix  some  of 
the  sticky,  brown  gum  in  the  pipe,  light  it,  and  inhale 
deeply  and  slowly. 

Most  people  seem  to  think  that  opium  is  comparable  to 
knockout  drops  or  that  it  is  a  magic  carpet  whose  desti- 
nation is  Shangri-la  or  some  other  normally  unattainable 
place.  Ft  is  not.  Opium  neither  puts  one  to  sleep  nor  gives 
him  fantastic  dreams  of  exotic  lands.  Opium  affects  the 
senses  by  enhancing  the  imagination.  One  does  not  lose 
sight  of  reality ;  the  view  is  only  dimmed  by  rosy  clouds. 
One  may  eat,  sleep,  talk,  read,  or  listen  to  music.  Or  best  of 
all  one  may  muse  upon  his  deepest  ambitions  and  desires. 
Nothing  unpleasant  enters  his  thoughts ;  all  physical  and 
mental  pain  is  lost. 

So  it  is  with  me.  As  I  draw  in  that  first  sweet  puff,  I 
feel  all  my  cares  melt  away.  I  lie  on  the  bunk  unaware  of 
the  squalor  around  me.  Somewhere  in  the  room  there  is 
a  tinkle  of  a  bell.  Waves  of  subdued  conversation  rise 
and  fall  softly  around  me.  I  feel  nothing.  All  is  peace- 
ful. Contentedly  I  inhale  another  draught.  My  mind 
escapes  my  body,  the  room.  1  imagine  that  I  am  all  that 
I  am  not — wealthy,  successful,  admired,  happy.  Pleasant 
visions  form  before  me.  I  am  not  a  part  of  them ;  it  is 
much  better  to  lie  here  watching  them,  knowing  that  they 
are  mine  and  cannot  be  marred.  But  I  have  not  com- 
pletely escaped ;  it  is  impossible  to  do  so.  1  can  still  hear 
the  faint  chimes  of  the  little  bell  and  the  murmurs  that 
have  no  meaning.  It  does  not  matter;  nothing  can  dis- 
turb me. 

I  inhale  again.  My  lovely  visions  begin  to  be  distorted. 
The  cumulative  effects  of  opium  begin  to  take  their  toll. 
The  walls  of  the  room  seem  to  be  pulsing ;  tremors  rack 
my  body.  The  voices  are  jagged  now.  The  little  bell  is 
growing  louder,  chiming  madly,  insistently.  My  lovely 
visions  are  totally  disarranged.  Strange,  nightmarish 
shapes  pass  before  my  eyes.  Each  carries  a  bell,  a  bell 
that  rings  discordantly,  deafeningly.  These  are  the  bells 
of  the  dead.  The  living  dead.  Louder,  louder — wildly 
jangling.  I  see  a  million  white  poppies  trying  to  muffle 
the  sound,  failing.  Now  they  are  spilling  on  me,  burying 
me  in  their  sickeningly  sweet  fumes.  And  always  the 
bells.    Blackness. 


By  Alice  Lide,  '51 
To  live  in  South  Carolina  for  any  length  of  time  and 
successfully  to  evade  or  ignore  its  peculiar  brand  of  folk 
music  is  virtually  impossible.  The  city  dweller  can  have 
his  bebop,  his  jazz,  and  his  tender  love  lyrics.  Not  so  the 
farmer.  He  likes  his  music  as  he  likes  his  food,  his  work, 
and  his  fellow  man  :  simple,  down-to-earth,  and  straight- 
forward. Whether  it  deal  with  mayhem,  religion,  mar- 
riage, or  divorce,  none  of  your  prettily  veiled  sentiments 
for  him.  Only  his  love  songs  are  allowed  to  approach 
sentimentality.  The  general  idea  seems  to  be,  "If  you 
want  to  say  something,  you  may  as  well  out  with  it  and 
say  it  so  as  a  person  can  understand."  The  staggering 
avalanche  of  earthy  ditties  that  have  reached  the  market 
testifies  to  the  fact  that  plenty  of  people  are  ready  to  do 
just  that. 

The  folksy  quality  of  the  music  enables  it  to  express 
simple  emotions  with  undeniable  sincerity.  Whether  the 
subject  be  the  dust  on  the  family  Bible  or  the  wanderings 
of  a  returned  veteran  in  quest  of  a  home  (chronicled  at 
great  length  in  "No  Vacancy"),  the  folk  song  wastes  no 
time  on  subtleties  or  shades  of  meaning.  Its  charm  lies 
in  its  lack  of  sophistication. 

Since  the  recent  innovation  of  divorce  laws  in  South 
Carolina,  there  has  been  a  veritable  rash  of  outspoken 
commentaries.  Here,  too,  a  markedly  direct  approach  is 
noticeable.  Most  run  along  the  general  lines  of  "One  Has 
My  Heart,  the  Other  Has  My  Name." 

The  humble  troubadour  with  his  guitar  over  his  shoul- 
der is  assured  of  a  welcome  in  any  gathering.  Some  of 
my  most  vivid  memories  are  of  one  such  wandering  min- 
strel named  Claude,  who  for  a  time  wandered  into  the 
tavern  at  Myrtle  Beach  every  evening  punctually  at 
eleven,  settled  himself  over  his  guitar,  and  sang  his  plain- 
tive songs  for  as  long  as  anyone  would  listen.  He  ob- 
viously took  great  pride  in  his  music.  Even  his  sadly 
expressive  face  reflected  the  tone  of  his  ballads.  Not  one 
to  sit  in  a  corner  and  dwell  on  his  sadness  alone,  he  pre- 
ferred to  shuffle  over  to  a  table  and  let  someone  cry  with 
him.  When  he  stopped  coming  in,  we  were  disappointed 
not  to  have  satisfied  our  curiosity  about  his  origin  or  his 
aim.    We  assume  that  he  had  neither. 

The  sophisticate  may  sneer,  but  the  backwoods  South 
Carolinian  will  go  right  on  enjoying  his  folk  music.  As 
long  as  there  is  a  dog,  a  mother,  or  an  unhappy  lover  left 
in  the  world,  the  homespun  balladist  will  not  lack  for 
material. 

I  am  awake  now.  It  must  be  morning,  for  I  am  alone 
in  the  den.  My  stomach  is  queasy  and  my  head  is  pound- 
ing.   I  am  horribly  thirsty. 

I  get  up  and  stagger  out  of  the  cursed  place.  And  as 
I  leave,  all  my  torments  come  back  in  hordes.  I  shall  be 
like  this  until  tonight.  Tonight  1  will  escape  again,  to- 
night and  all  the  nights  to  come.  I  am  caught.  Opium 
has  taken  full  possession  of  me.  I  cannot  get  away  from 
it;  I  do  not  want  to.  I  am  powerless,  lost.  There  will 
come  a  night  without  a  morning.  I  shall  remain  with  my 
visions  forever.    Then  1  shall  be  happy. 
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The  Odyssey  of  Samuel  Q.  Petrie 

Some  people  have  their  Harveys,  but  Mr.  Petrie  has  his 
Shakespeare. 

By  Patricia  Ambrose,  '49 


Samuel  Q.  Petrie  sat  amidst  the  jumbled  splendor  of 
his  apothecary  shop  and  meditated  upon  the  status  of  the 
world.  More  specifically,  he  meditated  upon  his  status 
in  the  world.  Unfortunately  for  Mr.  Gallup — the  atomic 
bomb,  the  U.N.,  and  the  Kinsey  report  had  no  place  in  his 
thoughts.  Mr.  Petrie  was  concerned  with  the  far  more 
pressing-  problem  of  survival.  You  see,  Mr.  Petrie  was 
slowly  worrying  himself  to  death.  He  felt  that  he  was 
definitely  the  epitome  of  low-brow  society.  He  had  no 
culture.  He  was  a  man  of  no  affairs.  Mr.  Petrie's  ances- 
tors had  not  been  like  this.  Every  last  one  of  them  had 
been  aristocratic.  All  the  females  had  belonged  to  the 
Gold  Star  Mothers  of  America  and  the  P.T.A.,  and  all  the 
males  had  swaggered  through  life  in  Elks,  Kiwanis,  Civ- 
itans,  Lions,  and  Rotary  Club  parades.  But  not  Mr.  Petrie. 
All  that  he  had  managed  to  do  was  to  attain  the  status  of 
a  third-class  apothecary  in  the  United  Apothecaries  of 
the  United  States.  Mr.  Petrie  felt  that  this  was  not  good. 
Something  had  to  be  done  immediately.  He  no  longer 
dared  to  go  outside  his  shop  because  he  had  no  red  Com- 
munity Chest  feather  to  wave  jauntily  in  his  hat.  He  had 
no  customers  in  his  shop  because  the  door  did  not  boast 
a  Red  Cross  sticker.  What  he  needed  was  to  assert  himself 
in  public  affairs,  to  make  himself  known,  admired,  re- 
spected, accepted  into  the  local  gentry.  What  he  needed 
was  a  good  stiff  drink.  Having  reached  this  conclusion, 
Mr.  Petrie  took  immediate  action.  Unable  to  purchase 
supplies  at  the  local  A.B.C.  store,  Mr.  Petrie  compounded 
a  highly  complex  liqueur  of  moly,  haemona,  dry  mustard, 
and  uranium.  The  result  was  not  a  beverage  that  Bacchus 
would  have  chugged  happily,  but  the  effect  was  startling. 
Mr.  Petrie's  esophagus  shuddered  convulsively,  his  stom- 
ach emitted  a  roar  similar  to  that  of  M.G.M.'s  lion,  and  the 
circulation  of  his  blood  was  reversed. 

"Ah,"  thought  Mr.  Petrie  sadly,  "my  endocrine  balance 
is  disturbed.  Hie,  haec,  hoc."  This  momentous  thought 
process  was  catastrophically  interrupted.  There  came  a 
knock,  knock,  knocking  on  the  front  door.  At  first  Mr. 
Petrie  thought  that  the  noise  was  his  bones  rattling 
around.  It  was  fully  five  minutes  before  he  realized  that 
he  had  a  customer,  the  first  in  thirty-nine  years. 

"Great  shades  of  Shakespeare,"  said  Mr.  Petrie  as  he 
opened  the  door.  "Great,  great  shady  shades  of  great 
Shakespeare !"  At  this,  a  trumpet  trilled  three  times,  and 
sixty-four  silver  dollars  and  a  box  of  Wheaties  fell  at  his 
feet. 

"What — where — why — when — how — who — oh,  mon  Dieul" 
strangled  Mr.  Petrie. 

The  customer  definitely  deserved  this  greeting.  He  was 
peculiarly  attired  in  doublet  and  hose.  Under  one  arm 
he  carried  a  folio,  under  the  other  a  quartet,  who  were 
softly  rendering  "Hey  nony,  nony,  and  a  hot  cha  cha." 
The  stranger  introduced  himself  gravely,  "I'm  William 
Shakespeare,  Esq.  The  folks  call  me  Willie,  but  you  may 
call  me  Bill." 


By  this  time  Mr.  Petrie  had  completely  recovered  his 
composure.  His  astonishment  was  replaced  by  pride:  for 
it  was  not  often  that  a  man  of  letters  came  to  town,  and 
this  was  the  very  first  who  had  condescended  to  visit  Mr. 
Petrie's  apothecary  shop.  It  did  not  take  him  long  to 
realize  that  his  unexpected  visitor  furnished  the  oppor- 
tunity of  a  lifetime  to  establish  Mr.  Petrie  on  the  top  rung 
of  the  local  social  ladder.  In  the  excitement  of  this  real- 
ization, Mr.  Petrie  said  good-bye  to  the  King's  English  and 
lapsed  into  the  ancient  language  of  Ur. 

"Mr.  Shakespeare,  ur — that  is,  Bill,  ur,  would  you — ur 
— that  is,  ur,  would  it  be  possible — ur — I  mean,  would  you 
— ur — kinda  accept  me  as  your — ur — protege?" 

"You  can  skip  the  rest  of  it  because  I  know  exactly 
what  you  mean,  Malvolio.  Yes,  I  will  gladly  help  you. 
It  might  prove  interesting  to  see  how  this  plot  works  out!" 
Mr.  Shakespeare's  tone  was  grave,  but  there  was  a  definite 
twinkle  in  his  eye. 

II 

The  next  morning  Mr.  Petrie  barely  gave  his  guest  time 
to  gargle  properly  before  dragging  him  out  onto  Main 
Street.  Taking  her  cue  for  pathetic  fallacies  from  Thrall 
and  Hibbard,  Dame  Nature  did  the  best  she  could  to  rustle 
up  a  few  urban  conventions — the  telephone  poles  swayed 
beautifully,  the  smog  appeared  in  force,  and  the  fire 
hydrants  gushed  appropriately. 

Taking  his  stand  on  a  street  corner,  Mr.  Petrie.  waited 
to  be  noticed  by  prominent  citizens.  Presently  our  hero 
(as  Mr.  Petrie  regarded  himself)  spied  a  bundle  of  girdles 
and  goo  advancing  down  the  sidewalk.  He  recognized  Mrs. 
Maxwell  Sevigny,  president  of  the  local  Garden  Club,  in 
the  forefront.  Mr.  Petrie  licked  his  chops  in  anticipation, 
and  taking  a  firm  grip  on  Mr.  Shakespeare's  elbow  ad- 
vanced to  meet  the  formidable  phalanx  formed  by  Mrs. 
Sevigny's  fervent  flock  of  fellow-beautifiers.    Having  ob- 
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tained  a  strategic  position,  Mr.  Petrie  let  out  the  wolf 
whistle  of  wolf  whistles. 

That  embodiment  of  outraged  female  virtue,  tiger-eyed 
Mrs.  Sevigny,  immediately  marshalled  her  troops  and  bore 
down  on  the  defenseless  males  with  purse  raised  on  high 
and  screams  of  indignation.  The  bewildered  Mr.  Petrie 
vainly  tried  to  take  stock  of  the  situation.  That  whistle 
had  been  a  propos,  hadn't  it?  Of  course  Emily  Post  made 
no  mention  of  such  a  thing,  but  surely  times  were  chang- 
ing. The  informal  attitude  was  coming  into  its  own. 
Why,  then,  this  avalanche? 

Luckily  for  Messrs.  Petrie  and  Shakespeare  the  police 
arrived  to  take  the  situation  in  hand  and  the  pair  to  that 
place  vulgarly  known  as  the  jug.  Mr.  Petrie  was  formally 
introduced  to  the  presiding  member  of  the  police  court 
and  was  asked  to  explain  himself.  To  say  the  least,  Mr. 
Petrie  was  indignant.  He  earnestly  explained  the  circum- 
stances and  demanded  on  Mr.  Shakespeare's  behalf  an 
apology.  For  the  second  time  that  day  Mr.  Petrie  was 
astounded  by  somebody's  behavior.  The  police  sergeant 
and  his  cohorts  laughed  their  heads  off. 

Five  minutes  later  the  pair  were  lodged  in  a  cell.  Mr. 
Petrie  had  been  charged  with  standing  on  the  street 
(vagrancy),  communicating  with  Mrs.  Sevigny  (assault), 
and  being  in  the  company  of  Mr.  Shakespeare  (psychosis). 

For  the  first  time  that  day  (Remember  the  gargling?) 
Mr.  Shakespeare  spoke.  "Malvolio,  there  is  something  I 
forgot  to  tell  you.  You  see,  no  one  can  see  me  except  you. 
I'm  invisible." 

Ill 

Mrs.  Sevigny  may  not  have  been  enthusiastic  over  Mr. 
Petrie,  but  the  State  Hospital  authorities  were.     Every- 


one said  that  it  was  the  most  interesting  case  in  years. 
Imagine  imagining  that  Shakespeare  was  a  bosom  buddy! 
It  just  went  to  show  what  a  great  influence  show  business 
had  on  the  public.  There  was  no  telling  how  many  of 
these  "Harveys"  would  pop  up  now  to  enrich  asylums. 
Consequently  it  was  quite  a  blow  when  Mr.  Petrie  changed 
horses  in  the  middle  of  the  stream,  denied  any  knowledge 
of  Mr.  Shakespeare's  reincarnation,  and  explained  that 
he  had  merely  had  a  Lost  Weekend.  It  was  equally  morti- 
fying when  a  series  of  intelligence  tests  proved  Mr.  Petrie 
quite  sane.     Eventually  Mr.  Petrie  was  discharged. 

EPILOOUE 
Excerpt  from  the  Washington  Post  Mortem: 
"The  Folger  Library  Commission  announced  today  the 
appointment  of  Mr.  Samuel  Q.  Petrie  as  director  of  the 
world-famous  Shakespearean  libray.  Mr.  Petrie  is  recog- 
nized as  being  the  foremost  expert  on  the  Bard  in  the 
world  today.  .  ." 

Excerpts  from  the  Washington  Tatter : 

". .  .  Mr.  Harry  S.  Truman  was  allowed  a  personal  inter- 
view today  with  the  new  Folger  Library  director,  Mr. 
Samuel  Q.  Petrie.  .  .  Mr.  Samuel  Q.  Petrie  was  honored  by 
a  reception  at  the  British  Embassy.  .  .  Oxford  University 
has  conferred  the  degrees  of  B.A.,  M.A.,  Ph.D.,  and 
B.P.O.E.  upon  Mr.  Samuel  Q.  Petrie.  .  .  Mr.  Samuel  Q. 
Petrie  was  selected  as  the  Man  of  the  Year  by  Time  mag- 
azine. .  ." 

Excerpt  from  Mr.  Shakespeare's  thoughts : 
"Well,  well,  well,  Malvolio  has  finally  succeeded.    Won- 
der what  would  happen  if  I  deserted  him  now — the  in- 
sufferable little  high-brow  bore !" 


CAN  A  VOICE  SIT? 

By  Beth  Yarborough,  '50 

Am  I  really  here  ?  Am  I  sitting  in  this  chair  preparing 
my  homework  for  tomorrow's  classes?  I  do  not  feel  that 
I  am.  I  can  reach  down  and  touch  my  hands  and  know 
them  for  my  own.  They  are  familiar,  but  I  know  some- 
how that  they  belong  to  another  girl.  My  soul  is  no 
longer  a  part  of  the  body  that  I  know  to  be  my  own.  My 
real  self  is  a  being  apart  from  the  face  that  is  reflected 
in  tire  mirror.  Even  my  voice  is  strange — familiar,  yet 
unfamiliar — as  I  say  my  name,  grasping  for  reality — 
Beth     Yarborough — Beth     Yarborough — Beth     Yarborough. 

As  I  call  myself,  the  girl  that  sits  writing  before  a  mir- 
ror, there  is  a  laughing  thought-voice  haunting  me.  I 
know  that  it  sits  somewhere,  also  writing,  in  another 
chair,  before  another  mirror.  Can  a  voice  sit?  Of  course 
not.  (t  is  no  voice;  it  is  a  girl.  It  is  I  in  another  age. 
The  chair  in  which  I  sit  is  straight  and  hard.  My  desk 
is  brown  and  plain.  The  room  is  small  and  bare.  1  am 
alone,  more  alone  than  I  have  ever  been.  From  the  win- 
dow over  my  desk  I  can  see  the  ocean,  grim  and  black. 
The  waves  are  churning  and  swerving  as  they  meet  the 
sand.  Their  roar  becomes  louder  and  louder.  The  sound 
is  frightening  because  I  know  that  it  is  my  voice — my 


sobs.  Tears  have  blurred  my  vision.  I  must  look  at  the 
sea  again  and  find  it  peaceful  and  clean.  I  lift  my  eyes 
to  the  window,  but  it  is  gone.  I  see  a  mirror,  a  girl's 
reflection.  The  girl  is  1.  Am  I  really  here?  Why  are 
there  tears  on  my  cheeks?  It  is  twenty  minutes  later 
than  I  thought,  and  I  must  finish  my  lesson. 


MY  CHILDREN 

By  Beth  Yarborough,  '50 
T  shall  dress  my  husband's  children 
in  starched  cotton  and  comb  their 
curls.     The  boys  will  go  to  dancing 
school  and  have  a  piece  to  say,  and 
they  shall  play  football,  baseball, 
and  cops  and  robbers. 

Put  the  children  of  my  heart  will 
dance  barefoot  in  meadows  by 
moonlight,  swim  naked  in  woodland 
streams,  laugh  with  the  wind, 
swing  on  stars,  and  sing  to 
me  in  my  dreams. 
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Hook,  Line,  and  Sinker 

Bij  Alice  Lide,   '51 

Sunlight  splattered  on  the  glassy  black  surface  of  the 
lake,  quiet  except  for  the  plop  of  a  bass  or  an  occasional 
flurry  of  wind.  The  silence  of  the  surrounding  swamps 
was  broken  only  by  the  bark  of  a  squirrel  or  the  hoot  of 
an  owl.  Giant  cypress  trees,  like  saturnine,  gray-bearded 
gentlemen,  closed  in  as  if  to  scrutinize  the  peaceful  depths. 

It  was  now  well  toward  noon.  We  had  been  fishing 
since  daybreak,  and  I  was  hungry.  The  hard  wooden  seat 
was  becoming  steadily  more  uncomfortable.  Sprawled 
in  the  back  of  the  boat,  balancing  a  dripping  paddle,  and 
clad  in  mud-spattered  dungarees  and  knee  boots,  I  looked 
down  my  sunburned  nose  and  directed  a  murderous  stare 
at  my  companion's  back.  It  was  a  very  nice  back,  the 
sort  of  back  that  should  and  did  appeal  to  the  opposite 
sex  and  would  have  looked  quite  well  in  civilized  clothes — 
if  Sam  ever  wore  civilized  clothes,  which  he  didn't.  My 
resentment  rose.  Sam  was  persistence  incarnate.  If  he 
did  not  catch  fish  in  the  first  six  hours,  he  fished  for 
another  six  hours.  If  in  the  interval  his  companion  felt 
the  pangs  of  hunger,  let  her  eat  worms ! 

I  slumped  further  down  in  my  seat  and  allowed  my 
growing  feelings  of  persecution  a  free  rein.  For  two 
months  now  we  had  been  playing  a  peculiar  sort  of  game 
in  which  I  was  never  quite  certain  which  was  closer  to 
Sam's  heart,  fish  or  I,  and  what  can  one  do  against  a  rival 
who  merely  has  to  dangle  from  a  hook  and  look  glassy- 
eyed  to  excite  admiration? 

Sam,  the  cause  of  my  resentment,  chose  this  moment 
to  turn  around,  barely  giving  me  time  to  arrange  my  face 
in  a  semblance  of  sweetness  and  light.  Pitching  me  a 
cigarette,  he  asked  casually,  "Tired?" 

"No,"  I  said  grimly,  "but  I  could  do  with  that  piece  of 
bacon  rind  you're  using  for  bait." 

"Okay,"  he  laughed,  "take  it  around  the  pilings  once 
more,  and  we'll  feed  you  for  your  trouble.  A  few  more 
ti-ips  and  you'll  learn  to  enjoy  being  a  built-in  motor," 

"No  doubt,"  I  hissed,  swinging  the  boat  around  and 
heading  for  the  deep  hollows  among  the  timbers  of  the 
rotting  bridge. 

Sam  pushed  the  glinting  hair  off  his  forehead  and 
swung  into  action.  His  shoulders  moved  under  the  blue 
denim  shirt,  and  the  reel  sang  as  the  red  and  white  striped 
plug  sailed  over  the  water  and  dropped  with  a  satisfied 
plop  into  a  quiet  cove.  I  had  to  admit  that  he  gave  the 
poor  fish  every  possible  chance  to  get  themselves  hooked. 

Hooked,  I  thought.  That's  exactly  what  I  am — in  both 
gills.  Here  I  sit,  fifty  miles  from  civilization,  playing 
second  fiddle  to  a  fish.  This,  I  admonished  myself  sternly, 
cannot  go  on.  There  is  a  limit  to  how  much  humiliation 
a  woman  can  stand. 

My  reverie  was  broken  by  a  sudden  tense  jerk  of  Sam's 
long  frame.  I  saw  the  line  grow  taut.  From  the  looks  of 
things,  he  had  a  fish  on  his  line — quite  a  big  one. 

The  fish  felt  the  bite  of  the  hook  and  leaped  completely 
out  of  the  water,  his  tail  just  clearing  the  surface.  Sun- 
light glinted  on  the  silvery  scales  and  the  great  gaping 
jaws.     1  caught  my  breath.     It  was  the  kind  of  fish  a 


fisherman  encounters  only  once,  and  then  only  if  he's 
lucky. 

Sam's  face  was  set  and  stern  as  he  played  his  fish,  and 
his  blazing  blue  eyes  squinted  into  the  water  as  if  to  see 
the  monster  on  the  other  end  of  the  line.  He  was  doing 
a  masterful  job,  giving  the  fish  enough  line  to  wear  him- 
self out,  but  never  allowing  a  moment's  slack.  It  is  very 
important  that  the  paddler  keep  his  head  at  the  crucial 
moment.  I  was  fighting  desperately  against  a  sudden 
gust  of  wind  to  maneuver  Sam's  end  of  the  boat  away 
from  the  bridge. 

It  may  be  noted  that  in  his  twenty-three  years,  two  of 
which  had  been  spent  overseas  with  the  Army,  Sam  had 
achieved  quite  an  amazing  command  of  the  more  profane 
branches  of  the  English  language.  He  displayed  all  his 
wares  now  in  admonitions  to  get  the  hell  out  of  the  pilings. 
I  must  confess  to  feeling  a  certain  admiration  until  the 
meaning  of  his  words  sank  in. 

"You  beast!"  I  screamed.  "You  can't  talk  to  me  that 
way !"  My  voice  was  halfway  between  a  strangle  and  a 
sob  as  I  prepared  to  fetch  him  a  blow  with  the  paddle. 

He  twisted  around  to  look  at  me,  and  his  strong,  tanned 
face  wore  an  expression  to  guileless  surprise. 

"Sit  down !    Not  you,  for  God's  sake.    The  fish !" 

The  explanation  came  too  late.  Teetering  precariously, 
I  finally  succumbed  to  the  inevitable  and  splashed  over 
the  side.  As  I  came  up  spluttering,  I  could  see  Sam's  face. 
It  mirrored  an  intense  struggle  as  he  glanced  from  his 
cohort,  floundering  in  the  waters  of  the  lake,  to  the  rod 
in  his  hand. 

Who  won,  you  ask — the  lad}'  or  the  fish?  That  point 
is  still  being  debated,  but  mounted  over  the  mantel  in  our 
home,  fifty  miles  from  civilization,  is  a  magnificent  nine- 
pound  bass.  You  see,  a  man  can't  marry  a  fish,  and  it's  a 
woman's  nature  to  forgive. 


THE  DISILLUSIONED 

By  Beth   Yarborough,   '50 

I've  quit  believing  what  they  say — 
That  yesterday's  gone  and  today's  today ; 
That  I  am  I  and  you  are  you, 
That  grass  is  green  and  sky  is  blue. 

Grass  of  blue  and  skies  of  green 

And  living  yesterdays  I've  seen. 

I  expect  my  today  to  stay  tomorrow, 

And  I  know  that  your  real  name  is  sorrow. 


11 


Saint  Mary's  School 


The  Wind 

By  Katie  Clifton,  '50 

This  is  the  wind  that  blows  across  the  country  from 
ocean  to  ocean.  It  whistles  between  telephone  wires  and 
plays  tag  with  itself  around  houses.  It  crosses  roads,  sails 
over  hills,  and  hovers  in  tree  tops.    This  is  the  wind. 

It  begins  its  journey  across  the  country  from  the  eastern 
shores.  As  it  travels  slowly  westward,  it  stops  occasion- 
ally to  play.  Over  the  Kentucky  blue  grass  region  it 
dallies  with  the  dainty  stems  of  grass.  It  likes  to  watch 
them  sway  and  bow.  It  enjoys  the  delicate  flashes  of  blue 
in  the  greenness  of  the  stems.  It  listens  to  the  gentle 
swish  of  blades  rubbing  against  each  other. 

The  wind  passes  on  to  a  town.  It  gains  force.  It 
swoops  down  the  streets,  tugs  at  hats  and  sends  them  roll- 
ing. Soon  tired  of  this  sport,  it  gently  loiters  in  a  park. 
It  spies  a  child's  boat  on  the  pond  and  pushes  it  to  the 
other  side. 

Moving  on,  the  wind  sails  over  tree  tops  and  on  out  to 
the  prairie.  For  miles  over  gently  rolling  country  it  can 
find  no  playmate.  Its  disappointment  mounts  into  anger, 
and  it  goes  faster,  faster,  faster.  Soon  it  is  whizzing 
across  hills  tearing  up  tufts  of  grass. 

Mountains  loom  before  it  and  obstruct  its  furious  pace. 
Finally  on  top,  it  does  not  pause  before  rushing  down  the 
far  slope  with  fierce  momentum.  It  gathers  dust  and 
billows  it  into  people's  eyes,  then  rushes  on  to  the  Pacific. 
It  sports  with  the  mighty  waters,  forms  them  into  crashing 
rollers,  pounds  with  them  the  sides  of  ships. 

This  is  the  wind  that  blows  across  the  country  from 
ocean  to  ocean. 


METAPHORS 

By  Elizabeth  Caetek,  '49 

For  some 

Life  is  a  barren  waste 
Of  scorched 
Desert  sand. 

For  others 
It  is  a  dark  room 
Cluttered  with 
Antique  chairs. 

Some  call  it 
A  pinch  of  salt 
Sprinkled  wi1  h 
Red  pepper 

I  say 

It  is  ice  cream 
And  a  cup  of 
Black  coffee. 


BALLAD  OF  THE  SPINSTER 

By  Betty  Bowles,  '50 

When  Lucy  Lyn  was  young  and  ripe, 

Ne'er  was  a  girl  so  bred. 
Aye,  she  could  make  a  gown  of  wool 

And  never  waste  a  thread. 

Now  she  was  young  and  dimpled  deep ; 

Her  eyes  were  burning  brown. 
Her  glance,  her  name,  her  spinning — all 

Charmed  every  lad  in  town. 

One  day  as  duteous  Lucy  sat 

A-spinning  at  the  wheel, 
Tom  Colt,  a  fair,  bold  soldier  boy 

Chanced  by,  her  heart  to  steal. 

He  wooed  and  wooed  and  wooed  again. 

Sweet  Lucy  loved  him  dear, 
But  only  when  the  wheel  was  still 

His  pleading  could  she  hear. 

Now  Lucy  Lyn,  she  said  to  Tom, 

"I've  got  my  dress  to  spin; 
We  shall  be  wed  on  Tuesday  morn ; 

It  will  be  done  by  then." 

But  a  battle  raged  on  Tuesday  morn. 

Poor  Lucy  was  not  wed. 
At  noon  a  bullet  pierced  Tom  through ; 

At  sundown  Tom  was  dead. 

Beware,  you  duteous,  toiling  girl; 

The  way  of  spinsters  dread. 
If  you're  to  wed  your  own  true  love 

You're  like  to  waste  some  thread. 


THE  FALL  OF  MAN 

(Mood  induced  by  Paradise  Lost) 

By  Patricia  Ambrose,  '49 

Celestial  music  rings  against  my  ears, 

Invading  my  senses,  releasing  my  moods 

Till  I  no  longer  seem  bound  to  the  physical  world. 

1  float  above — free  from  the  pain  and  hardships 

That  gloat  in  their  victory  over  man. 

T  feel  that  I  know  all,  that  I  am  sublime, 

That  1  behold  Truth,  that  Faith  walks  by  my  side — 

Guiding  me,  leading  me  to  the  Perfect  Vision. 

I  am  confident :  my  will  is  omnipotent. 

Suddenly  darkness  envelops  me. 

I  fall  from  the  ethereal  world — 

I  am  rejected.    Once  more  Despair  and  Evil  grip  me. 

I  am  the  symbol  of  mortality ; 

I  am  the  handmaiden  of  Failure. 
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GRADUATES  OF  COLLEGE 

The  Class  of  1949 
Session  1948-49 


Allison,  Edith  Paweett Statesville,  N.  C. 

Ambrose,  Patricia  Ashley Hickory,  N.  C. 

Andrews,  Alwilda  Blanche Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Bailey,  Joanne  Lester Culpeper,  Va. 

Bogart,  Nancy  Bowen Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Bradley,  Anne  Elizabeth Marietta,  Ga. 

Brown,  Jeanne  Elston Marietta,  Ga. 

Bryce,  Martha  Jean Ronceverte,  W.  Va. 

Burnette,  Ann  Hatch Mount  Olive,  N.  C. 

Burton,  Marguerite  Steele Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Byrnes,  Alice  Elizabeth Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Campbell,  Catherine  Kent Lynchburg,  Va. 

Carter,  Elizabeth  Pinehurst,  N.  C. 

Carter,  Isabel  Blount Washington,  N.  C. 

Clark,  Prances  Emory  Hill Asheville,  N.  C. 

Clark,  Rosa  Nelle Wilson,  N.  C. 

Cobb,  Virginia  LeGrand Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Costlier,  Phyllis  Lincolnton,  N.  C. 

Davis,  Caro  McNeill Dunn,  N.  C. 

Debnam,  Betty  Glass Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Drane,  Prances  Wood Monroe,  N.  0. 

DuBose,  Mary  lnglesby Columbia,  S.  C. 

Duckett,  Nancy  Lee Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Duncan,  Margaret  Ann Roanoke,  Va. 

DuPre,  Leila  Banks Rome,  Ga. 

English,  Mary  Catherine Asheville,  N.  C. 

Erdman,  Elizabeth  Buchanan  ...  South  Charleston,  W.  Va. 

Foreman,  Elizabeth  Martin Elizabeth  City,  N.  C. 

Guion,  Elizabeth  Ellis New  Bern,  N.  C. 

Heartt,  Anne  Dewey Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Hoggard,  Margery  Jean Florence,  S.  C. 

Homes,  Charlotte  Anne Bowling  Green,  Va. 

Jenkins,  Jean  Craft Hartwell,  Ga. 

Jenkins,  Susan  Elizabeth Goldsboro,  N.  C. 

Johnson,  Laura  Ann Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Jones,  Betsy  Willis Parmville,  N.  C. 

Jordan,  Mary  Minor Virginia  Beach,  Va. 

Joyner,  Susan  Spruill Wilson,  N.  C. 

King,  Ladre  Barrington Rome,  Ga. 

Kornegay,  Elizabeth  Ann Goldsboro,  N.  C. 

Langley,  Hetty  Knight Lynchburg,  Va. 

Lanier.  Susan  Connelly Fredericksburg,  Va. 


Little,  Rosa  Parsons Wadesboro,  N.  C. 

Michie,  Cordelia  Ruffin ...Norfolk,  Va. 

Miller,   Barbara  Crittenden  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Minter,  Margaret  Prances Durham.  N.  C. 

Moore,  Ann  Kidder Wilmington,  N.  C. 

Morris,  Margaret  Judd Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Morrissett,  Ruth  Kyle Lynchburg,  Va. 

Murray,   Jacquelyn   Ann Roanoke  Rapids,  N.  C. 

McMullan,  Anne  Skinner Edenton.  N.  C. 

McXaughton,  Mary  Ruth I.Copperhill,  Tenn. 

Newton,  Constance  New  Bern,  N.  C. 

Oakey,  Marjory  Gordon Hertford.  N.  C. 

Page,  Virginia  Corinne Raleigh,  X.  C. 

Pinner,  Jo  Ann  Elizabeth  City,  N.  C. 

Redwood,  Edith  Garlick Asheville,  N.C. 

Richert,  Joyce  Prances Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Rigsbee,  Leah  Lloyd Goldsboro,  N.  C. 

Rixey,  Ellen  Barbour Norfolk,  Va. 

Roberson,  Helen  Cornelia Durham,  N.  C. 

Ruffin,  Florence  Talbot  Richmond  22,  Va. 

Rutherfoord,  Harriot  Hamilton Roanoke,  Va. 

Saunders,  Ruth  Clark Lumberton,  N.  C. 

Senseney,  Jeannine  Rosalyn Florence,  S.  C. 

Shepard,  Elizabeth  Coke Edenton,  N.  C. 

Sikes.  Ruth  Wilkins Monroe,  N.  C. 

Spollman,  Nancy  Brett Windsor,  N.  C. 

Stewart,  Mary  Giles Payetteville,  N.  C. 

Story,  Margaret  Wood Raleigh,  X.  C. 

Suratt,  Mary  Micou Glen  Rock,  N.  J. 

Teague,  Dorothy  Glenn Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

Thomas,  Sarah  Miller Warrenton,  N.  C. 

Townsend,   Anne  Langdon Marshall,  Va. 

Wagner,  Mary  Josephine Bluefield,  W.  Va. 

Wallace,  Martha  Ann Chase  City,  Va. 

Watson,  Carolyn  Louise Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Whitener,  Ann  Eggleston Hickory,  N.  C. 

Williams,   Margaret   Banks Sanford,  N.  C. 

Wills,  Helen  Goffigon Lynchburg,  Va. 

Winfree,  Elizabeth  Faw Lynchburg,  Va. 

Yowell,  Betty  Anne Raleigh,  X.  C. 

Zachary,  Martha  Scales Charlotte,  X.  C. 


GRADUATES  OF  HIGH  SCHOOL 
Session  1948-49 


Allen,   Mary   Frances Statesville,  X.  C. 

Bevan,  Betty  Wrenn Norfolk,  Va. 

Bobbitt,  Nancy  Lou Raleigh,  X.  C. 

Bullard,  June  Arden Raleigh,  X.  ( '. 

Camp,   Lila  Andrews , Franklin,  Va. 

Cheek,  Elizabeth  Taylor Wilson,  X.  C. 

Cobbs,  Stella  Stickney Anniston,  Ala. 

Cobey,  Caroline  Winter Louisburg.  X.  C. 

Cohoon,  Patricia  Julia Columbia,  X.  C. 


Creighton.  Katherine  Mayo Raleigh,  X.  C. 

Dell,  Susannah  Hickory,  X.  C. 

Douglas,  Isabel  Columbia,  S.  C. 

Fisher,  Emily  Margaret Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Gaston,  Mary  Margaret Belmont,  X.  C. 

George,  Patricia   Ann Chapel  Hill,  X.  C. 

Jennings,    Lyn    Ponte  Vedra,  Fla. 

Lide,  Alice  Commer Florence,  S.  C. 

Malum,  Carolyn  Cartwright Greenville.  S.  C. 
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Maultsby,  Ruth  Elizabeth Jacksonville,  N.  C. 

Moore,  Ellen  Gatewood Marion,  S.  C. 

Moose,  Rebecca  Ann Boone,  N.  C. 

McGuirk,  Martha  Taylor Morganton,  N.  C. 

Nicoll,  Ann  Gottfredsen Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Nieolson,  Katherine  Way Rockingham,  N.  C. 

Oettinger,  Evelyn  Allison Kinstou,  N.  C. 

Perkins,  Cynthia Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Robinson,  Mary  Ann Asheville,  N.  C. 

Rowe,  Tonia  Burgaw,  N.  C. 

Ruble,  Mary  Ruth Newport,  Tenn. 

Sears,  Margaret  Winborne Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Steed,  Julia  Boggs Richlands,  N.  C. 

Townsend,  Amelia  Carter Aiken,  S.  C. 

Trentman.  Betty  Denne Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Wallin,  Charlotte  Eloise Hot  Springs,  Va. 

West,  Jeanne  Marie Charlotte,  N.  C. 


Saint  Maky's  School 


White,  Emma  Lou Oxford,  N.  C. 

Williamson,  Betty  Ann Cerro  Gordo,  N.  C. 

Williamson,  Mary  Alice Fair  Bluff,  N.  C. 

Woolery,  Martha  Belle Raleigh,  N.  C. 

The  following  students  who  are  members  of  the  College 
and  Business  Departments  have  removed  conditions  and 
are  now  entitled  to  High  School  Diplomas : 

Adkerson,  Anne  Carson Lynchburg,  Va. 

Brown,  Elizabeth  Hood Burlington,  N.  C. 

Clendenin,  Jane  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Garrison,  Mary  Eugenia Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Guess,  Dianne  Cantrell Fort  Myers,  Fla. 

Hundley,  Georganna Thomasville,  N.  C. 

Rose,  Mary  Anne Henderson,  N.  C. 

Scarboro,  Mary  Burns Wadesboro,  N.  C. 

Whisenant,  Mary  Jo Maiden,  N.  C. 

Wilkins,  Margaret  Elizabeth Durham,  N.  C. 


CERTIFICATE  OF  AWARDS 
Session  1948-49 


The  Art  Department 

Certificate  in  Design 

Jenkins,  Jean  Craft Hartwell,  Ga. 

Minter,  Margaret  Frances Durham,  X.  C. 

Shepard,  Elizabeth  Coke Edenton,  N.  C. 

Story,  Margaret  Wood Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Winfree,  Elizabeth  Faw  ... Lynchburg,  Va. 

Certificate  in  Fine  Art 
Drane,  Frances  Wood Monroe,  N.  C. 

The  Commercial  Department 

Certificate  in  Commercial  Course 

Adkerson,  Anne  Carson Lynchburg,  Va. 

Cummings.  Mary  Bryan Kinston,  N.  C. 

Davis,  Susan  Grandy Wilson,  N.  C. 

Guess,  Dianne  Cantrell Fort  Myers.  Fla. 

Harris,  Betsy  Reade Roxboro,  N.  C. 

Kearney,  Rachel  Gordon Franklinton,  N.  C. 

Kirkpatrick,  Sarah  Helene Greenville,  N.  C. 

Knott,  Jacqueline  •.  ..Kinston,  N.  C. 


Midyette,  Beulah  Anne Kinston,  N.  C. 

Smith,   Mary   Carolyn New  Bern,  N.  C. 

Todd.  Sara  Ellen Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Vallas,  Harriet  Alice Raleigh,  N.  C. 

The  Expression  Department 

Certificate  in  Speech  and  Theatre  Arts 

Brown,  Jeanne  Elstou Marietta,  Ga. 

Burton,  Marguerite  Steele Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Johnson,  Laura  Ann Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Nieolson,  Katherine  Way Rockingham,  N.  C. 

Yowell,  Betty  Anne Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Home  Economics  Department 

Certificate  in  Domestic  Science 
Andrews,  Alwilda  Blanche Charlotte,  N.  C. 

The  Music  Department 

Certificate  in  Voice 
Upchurch,  Martha  Emerson Raleigh,  N.  C. 


SAINT  MARY'S  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION 
1949-50 

Officers 

President Mrs.  Paul  L.  Borden,  Goldsboro 

(Martha  Gold  Winstead,  '12) 
First  Vice-President  Elizabeth.  Thompson,  '12,  Raleigh 
Second  Vice-Pres.       Mrs.  J.  M.  M.  Gregory,  Jr.,  Durham 

(Katherine  Jamieson,  '32) 

Secretary Dora  S.  Winters,  '43,  Raleigh 

Treasurer Mrs.  W.  A.  Withers,  Raleigh 

(Jane  Pescud,  '92) 
Alumnae  Council 
Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.    (Mary  Richardson,  '36),  Hen- 
derson. 


Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr,  Sr.  (Amy  Winston,  '13),  Durham. 
Mrs.  H.  Fitzhugh  Lee  (Julia  Borden,  '11),  Goldsboro. 
Elizabeth  Montgomery,  '01,  Raleigh. 

Mrs.  Thomas  Turner,  Jr.  (Mary  Nolan,  '21),  Greensboro. 
Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash  (Jacquelin  Drane,  '29),  Tarboro. 
Mrs.  Thomas  H.  Wright   (Hannah  Knowlton,  '35),  Wil- 
mington. 
Mrs.  Paul  E.  Davis  (Bessie  Poe  Law,  '05),  Raleigh. 

Alumnae  on  the  Board  of  Trustees 
Mrs.  Henry  C.  Bourne  .(Marion  Alston,  '13),  Tarboro. 
Mrs.  A.  B.  Stoney  (Mary  Wilson,  '19),  Morganton. 
Mrs.  J.  Laurence  Sprunt   (Annie  Gray  Nash,  '03),  Wil- 
mington. 
Mrs.  C.  C.  Dawson,  Honorary  .Alumna,  Cramerton. 
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Juhe  1949 


News  of  ALUMNAE 


By  Dora  S.  Winters,  Alumnae  Secretary 


Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  hands  over  her  gavel  to  Mrs.  Paul  Borden. 
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Saint  Mart's  School 


-Qlumnae   *Pay  -(it  Saint  At  at u  5 


Alumnae  Day  took  place  on  Saturday,  June  4,  at  Saint 
Mary's.  In  spite  of  the  bad  weather  over  100  alumnae  visited 
the  school. 

Alumnae  began  to  register  at  10  :30  Saturday  morning,  and 
the  annual  meeting  was  called  to  order  at  noon  by  Mrs.  R.  G. 
S.  Davis,  Jr.,  of  Henderson,  retiring  president  of  the  Alumnae 
Association.  Opening  prayers  were  given  by  the  Rev.  I. 
Harding  Hughes,  chaplain.  A  special  prayer  was  offered  for 
Mrs.  Henry  C.  Bourne  of  Tarboro,  alumna  on  the  Board  of 
Trustees,  who  was  taken  ill  a  few  days  before  the  meeting. 

The  minutes  of  the  last  general  meeting  were  read  by  Dora 
S.  Winters,  alumnae  secretary,  following  which  Mrs.  Davis 
recognized  all  chapter  presidents  and  representatives  present. 
The  alumnae  secretary  then  read  her  annual  report  on  the 
activities  of  the  Alumnae  Council,  the  alumnae  chapters,  and 
the  Alumnae  Office  during  the  past  year.  Highlights  of  her  re- 
port were  :  1)  as  of  June  1,  the  treasury  had  close  to  $9,000 ;  2) 
work  on  the  dining  room  would  begin  in  the  early  summer;  3) 
the  following  chapters  held  meetings  during  the  year — Ashe- 
ville,  Charlotte,  Durham,  Elizabeth  City,  Fayetteville,  Gaston 
County,  Goldsboro,  Greensboro.  Henderson,  Norfolk,  Oxford, 
Raleigh,  Richmond,  Scotland  Neck,  Warrenton,  Washington, 
D.  C,  Wilmington,  Wilson,  and  Winston-Salem;  4)  thirteen 
chapters  had  projects  or  contributed  as  a  group  to  the  Dining 
Room  Fund — Asheville,  Charlotte,  Durham,  Fayetteville, 
Gaston  County,  Goldsboro,  Greensboro,  Henderson,  Oxford, 
Raleigh,  Warrenton,  Wilmington,  and  Winston-Salem;  5)  the 
total  amount  contributed  by  the  chapters  was  $1,218.75,  with 
Charlotte  giving  the  largest  donation  of  $309.30  and  Wilming- 
ton, a  close  second,  giving  $302.60;  6)  two  new  chapters  were 
organized  during  the  year  in  Gaston  County  and  Elizabeth 
City. 

Mrs.  W.  A.  Withers  of  Raleigh,  treasurer,  reported  that  she 
had  $955.11  in  her  account. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Thompson  of  Raleigh,  chairman  of  the 
Dining  Room  Redecoration  Committee,  was  not  present  to 
discuss  her  plans  for  the  dining  room.  So  the  alumnae  secre- 
tary reported  on  a  meeting  she  had  with  Miss  Thompson  and 
Dr.  Stone  at  which  time  tentative  plans  for  the  dining  room 
were  made.  The  plans  were  as  follows :  the  ceiling  would  be 
slightly  lowered  in  order  to  install  soundproofing;  indirect 
lighting  would  be  used ;  the  walls  and  woodwork  would  be 
painted  a  Williamsburg  blue;  off-white  draperies  would  be 
used  at  the  windows ;  a  window  at  either  end  of  the  room 
would  be  closed  in  and  mirrors  put  in  their  stead  ;  a  wall  would 
be  built  in  front  of  the  entrance  to  the  kitchen  (where  there  is 
now  a  large  screen)  to  supply  wall  space  for  the  large  gilt 
mirror  given  to  the  school  by  Mrs.  Alex  Cooper  of  Henderson ; 
and  new  Hepplewhite  st3'le  mahogany  chairs  would  replace 
the  old  ones. 

Mrs.  William  Person,  chairman  of  the  Wall  and  Entrance 
Committee,  presented  for  inspection  the  blue  morocco-bound 
book  of  Alumnae  Memorials.  She  announced  that  there  would 
be  over  $400.00  left  in  the  fund  after  the  book  and  the  hand 
lettering  had  been  paid  for,  and  that  the  committee  was  plan- 
ning to  add  the  stune  urns  to  the  entrance  as  they  were  orig- 
inally shown  in  the  architect's  sketch  and  continue  the  wall  at 
a  lower  level  as  further  donations  are  made  to  the  fund.     She 


also  announced  that  Dr.  J.  D.  Paulson  of  State  College  had 
beautifully  lettered  the  first  four  pages  of  the  book  as  a  favor 
to  the  school,  and  then  had  turned  it  over  to  a  student  of  his  to 
continue  the  work. 

The  president  then  called  on  Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr  of 
Durham  to  make  her  report  as  chairman  of  the  committee  for 
nominating  a  new  president  of  the  association.  Mrs.  Carr 
reported  that  their  candidate,  Mrs.  Henry  C.  Bourne,  would 
not  be  able  to  take  on  the  office  due  to  her  sudden  illness.  She 
suggested  that  nominations  be  made  from  the  floor.  Those 
nominated  were  Mrs.  Matt  Wall  of  High  Point,  Mrs.  Paul 
Borden,  of  Goldsboro,  and  Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash  of  Tarboro, 
who  declined.  Mrs.  Paul  Borden  was  elected  to  be  our  new 
president.  Mrs.  Borden  has  been  president  of  the  Goldsboro 
chapter  for  the  past  year  and  has  done  a  fine  job  of  represent- 
ing Saint  Mary's  in  that  area. 

The  alumnae  secretary  read  out  the  following  list  of  gifts 
made  to  the  school  during  the  year  through  the  Alumnae 
Association :  a  mahogany  sideboard  and  table  from  Mrs. 
Samuel  Lawrence  and  Miss  Elizabeth  Lawrence  of  Charlotte, 
formerly  of  Raleigh;  $100.00  from  Mrs.  J.  Laurence  Sprunt 
of  Wilmington;  $1,000.00  from  Mrs.  Robert  Hanes  of  Win- 
ston-Salem; an  embroidered  grass  linen  banquet  cloth  from 
Mrs.  A.  S.  Pendleton  and  Miss  Sylbert  Pendleton  of  Raleigh ; 
a  large  gilt  mirror  and  mahogany  table  from  Mrs.  Alex  Cooper 
of  Henderson ;  $500.00  from  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis  of  Hender- 
son. Other  gifts  made  directly  to  the  school  were  to  be  an- 
nounced by  Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone  on  Monday. 

Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash  took  the  floor  to  say  a  few  words  in 
honor  of  Mrs.  Nannie  Marriott,  dietitian  of  Saint  Mail's  for 
many  years  and  close  friend  of  many  of  the  alumnae,  who  had 
announced  her  plans  to  retire  at  the  end  of  this  year.  The 
alumnae  secretary  was  asked  to  send  a  message  of  appreciation 
to  Mrs.  Marriott  on  behalf  of  the  Alumnae  Association.  She 
was  also  asked  to  write  Mrs.  Bourne  and  Miss  Easdale  Shaw 
who  were  absent  from  the  meeting  because  of  illness. 

Two  new  measures  were  adopted  by  the  Alumnae  Associa- 
tion during  the  meeting.  Mrs.  Davis  brought  up  the  fact  that 
members  of  various  chapters  had  been  discussing  and  hoping 
that  a  more  satisfactory  method  of  awarding  the  silver  mem- 
bership cup  each  June  could  be  decided  upon.  Heretofore,  the 
chapter  with  the  highest  per  cent  of  active  membership  was 
awarded  the  cup,  making  it  easier  for  a  small  chapter  to  win 
than  for  a  large  one.  After  discussion  from  the  floor,  the 
chair  presented  the  following  measures  to  be  voted  on :  (a)  to 
continue  awarding  the  cup  to  the  chapter  with  the  highest 
per  cent  of  active  membership;  (b)  to  change  this  year  and 
award  the  cup  on  the  basis  of  the  following  three  points  sug- 
gested by  the  Alumnae  Council : 

1  )   number  of  meetings  held  by  the  chapter  during  the  year, 

2)  number  of  projects  sponsored  by  the  chapter  during  the 
year, 

3)  per  cent  of  active  membership  in  the  Alumnae  Associa- 
tion ; 

or  (  c  )  to  award  by  the  old  method  this  year  and  adopt  the  new 
method  next  year.  The  alumnae  voted  by  a  large  majority  to 
adopt  the  new  plan  this  year  and  thus  award  the  cup  to  the 
chapter  with  the  most  activity  during  the  year  as  well  as  a 
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June  1949 


Ann  Moore,  '49,  (right)  of  Wilmington,  accepts  the  member- 
ship cup  from  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.  on  behalf  of  the  Wilming- 
ton Alumnae  Chapter. 


high  percentage  of  membership.  It  was  believed  that  this 
method  would  give  the  large  and  the  small  chapters  an  equal 
chance  to  win  the  cup. 

Another  matter  that  had  been  brought  to  the  attention  of 
the  Alumnae  Council  by  chapter  members  was  opened  to  dis- 
cussion. It  had  been  suggested  that  alumnae  who  were  not 
active  in  their  local  chapters  and  had  shown  no  interest  what- 
soever in  the  school  be  dropped  from  the  chapter  roll,  though 
not  from  the  general  alumnae  files,  to  prevent  them  from 
going  against  the  chapter  record.  After  discussion,  Mrs.  L.  B. 
Newell  of  Charlotte  made  the  motion  that  an  alumna  be 
dropped  from  a  chapter  list  only  after  she  had  been  spoken  to 
by  a  member  of  the  chapter  and  had  personally  made  known 
to  that  member  her  request  that  her  name  be  removed  from 
the  list.  Mrs.  Joseph  B.  Cheshire  seconded  the  motion,  and 
it  was  unanimously  approved  by  the  alumnae  present. 

Mrs.  Davis  urged  the  alumnae  to  attend  the  Alumnae  Memo- 
rial Service  and  the  commencement  activities  on  Sunday  and 
Monday.  The  meeting  was  then  adjourned  and  the  alumnae 
were  invited  to  the  dining  room  for  lunch. 

The  dining  room  was  beautifully  decorated  with  cut  flowers 
from  Mrs.  Marriott's  garden,  making  a  lovely  background  for 
the  delicious  luncheon  she  and  her  staff  served.    Anne  Town- 


send  of  Marshall,  Va.,  song  leader  for  the  class  of  1949,  started 
things  off  by  leading  the  group  in  singing  "Hail  Saint 
Mary's."    Grace  was  then  said  by  Bishop  Peniek. 

After  lunch  Dr.  Stone  welcomed  all  the  alumnae  back  to  the 
school.  Then  Mrs.  Paul  Davis,  president  of  the  Raleigh  chap- 
ter, welcomed  the  senior  class  into  the  Alumnae  Association, 
and  Ruth  Sikes,  president  of  the  class,  responded  to  the  wel- 
come on  behalf  of  her  classmates.  The  alumnae  secretary 
announced  that  a  school  annual  would  again  be  presented  to 
Ella  Tew  Lindsay  (Mrs.  W.  E.)  of  Spartanburg,  S.  C,  the 
oldest  living  graduate  of  Saint  Mary's,  in  honor  of  the  70th 
anniversary  of  her  graduation. 

The  membership  cup  was  then  presented  to  the  Wilmington 
chapter  for  their  outstanding  activities  during  the  year. 
Recognition  was  also  given  to  the  Scotland  Neck  chapter  with 
100'(  membership,  the  Oxford  chapter  with  29  out  of  30 
members  active,  and  the  Charlotte  chapter  which  gave  the 
largest  contribution  to  the  Dining  Room  Fund. 

The  president  recognized  the  reunion  classes — 1929,  1939, 
1944,  and  1948 — which  had  special  tables  reserved  for  them 
in  the  dining  room. 

The  highlight  of  Alumnae  Day  was  the  address  by  Dr. 
Isabella  H.  Perry,  '11,  delivered  after  the  luncheon.  Dr. 
Perry  was  introduced  by  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Sr.,  of  Hender- 
son. She  gave  a  most  interesting  talk  on  the  responsibility  of 
women  in  education.  A  copy  of  the  address  is  included  in  this 
issue. 

At.  the  end  of  the  program  in  the  dining  room,  Mrs.  Betsy 
London  Cordon  of  Raleigh  took  the  floor  to  call  for  a  rising 
vote  of  thanks  to  Mary  Davis,  our  outgoing  president,  for  the 
fine  work  she  has  done  for  the  association  in  the  past  two 
years.  The  alumnae  gave  her  a  most  enthusiastic  round  of 
applause. 


Financial  Statement,  1948-49 
Report  of  Association  Treasurer — Mrs.  W.  A.  Withers 

Cash  nn  hand,  June  7.  ISMS $    (145.4(1 

Receipts  : 

Interest  on  $500.00  in  Savings  Account 9.71 

No  Disbursements. 

Balance  on  hand,  June  4.  1!I4!I $    955.11     $    955.11 

Report   of  Alumnae  Secretary — Dora  S.   Winters 

Cash  on  hand,  September  1.  1948 $4,155.46 

Receipts : 

Dues  and  Bulletin  subscriptions. .$1,217.50 

Smedes  Memorial  Fund 25. 00 

Sale  of  Life  ut  Saint  Miui/'s 2.65 

Sale  of  Lithograph 2.00 

Sale  of  Saint  Mary's  Postcards 3.00 

Dining  Room   Redecoration  Fund..  2.825.75       4,075.90 

Total    $8,231.36 

Disbursements  : 

Bulletin  subscriptions  to  School. .$    473.00 

Smedes  Memorial  Tablet 200.00 

Engraving  Membership  Cup 2.30 

General    Office    Expenses 89.32  760.62 

Cash  on  hand.  June  15,  104!) $7,470.74     $7,470.74 

Grand  Total  of  Cash  on  hand $8,425.85 

Cash  value  of  $500.00  in  Bonds 392.55 

Grand  Total  of  Alumnae  Fund $S,818.40 

$8,818.40  will  go  into  the  Dining  Room  Redecoration  Fund  except 
for  the  following  amount   specifically  allocated: 

Parlor    Fund $24.00 
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Saint  Maby's  School 


Annual  Report  Of  The  Alumnae  Secretary 


At  the  fall  meeting  of  the  Alumnae  Council,  the  members 
voted  to  continue  the  project  begun  in  1947  for  the  redecora- 
tion  of  the  dining  room.  The  original  estimate  of  $4,000  for 
completing  the  project  was  found  to  be  insufficient  in  view  of 
the  necessity  for  structural  changes  in  the  dining  room.  As 
of  June  1,  we  have  over  $8,700  in  the  treasury,  and  we  are 
going  through  with  the  plans  to  begin  work  on  the  dining  room 
early  this  summer. 

In  September  letters  were  sent  out  to  all  new  alumnae  of 
Saint  Mary's  welcoming  them  into  the  Alumnae  Association 
and  urging  them  to  become  active  members  of  both  their  local 
chapters  and  the  general  association.  In  October  and  in 
March  an  appeal  was  sent  out  to  over  2,000  alumnae  in  an 
effort  to  increase  active  membership  in  the  association.  Also, 
on  the  suggestion  of  the  Alumnae  Council,  the  Alumnae  Secre- 
tary with  the  help  of  Dr.  Richard  G.  Stone,  got  out  a  pamphlet 
on  the  financial  set-up  at  Saint  Mary's  and  sent  a  copy  to  all 
the  chapters  in  the  hope  that  it  would  help  explain  to  the 
alumnae  the  great  need  Saint  Mary's  has  for  financial  assist- 
ance. 

The  Alumnae  Office  has  received  $1,189.00  in  memberships 
so  far  this  year  representing  over  500  active  members.  In 
addition,  individual  contributions  to  the  Dining  Room  Fund 
have  been  received  amounting  to  $1,637.00. 

The  following  alumnae  chapters  have  held  meetings  this 
year :  Asheville,  Charlotte,  Durham,  Elizabeth  City,  Fayette- 
ville,  Gaston  County,  Goldsboro,  Greensboro,  Henderson,  Nor- 
folk, Oxford,  Raleigh,  Richmond,  Scotland  Neck,  Warrenton, 
"Washington,  D.  O,  Wilmington,  Wilson,  and  Winston-Salem. 
Of  these  chapters,  13  have  had  projects  or  have  contributed  as 
a  group  to  the  Dining  Room  Fund.  These  13  chapters  are : 
Asheville,  Durham,  Gaston  County,  Goldsboro,  Greensboro, 
Henderson,  Oxford,  Raleigh,  Warrenton,  Wilmington,  Win- 
ston-Salem, Charlotte,  and  Fayetteville.  A  full  account  of 
these  chapter  activities  will  appear  in  the  June  BULLETIN. 
However,  I  would  like  at  this  time  to  express  appreciation  to 
these  chapters  for  the  wonderful  cooperation  that  they  have 
given  to  the  Alumnae  Office,  and  particularly  to  commend  the 
Wilmington  chapter  for  its  fine  record  this  year  of  three  chap- 
ter meetings  (at  one  of  which  over  50  members  were  present) 
and  two  projects  which  netted  $302.60  to  the  Dining  Room 
Fund,  and  the  Charlotte  chapter  which  sent  in  a  total  of 
$309.30  to  the  Dining  Room.  Altogether  $1,218.75  has  been 
turned  over  to  the  fund  through  chapter  projects. 

Two  new  chapters  were  organized  this  year  in  Gaston 
County  and  Elizabeth  City.  Correspondence  has  been  car- 
ried on  with  alumnae  in  Atlanta,  New  York,  New  Bern,  Eden- 
ton,  Roanoke  Rapids,  Tarboro,  Rocky  Mount,  and  Chapel 
Hill,  and  it  is  hoped  that  alumnae  in  these  towns  will  be  active 
next  year. 

A  plan  has  been  suggested  for  forming  an  Eastern  North 
Carolina  alumnae  chapter  composed  of  alumnao  from  Eden- 
ton,  Elizabeth  City,  Hertford,  Williamston,  Windsor,  and 
Ahoskie.  The  Alumnae  Office  will  get  in  touch  with  the  alum- 
nae in  that  section  next  fall,  and  it  is  hoped  that  this  plan  will 
stimulate  more  interest  in  a  chapter  in  that  section. 

At  the  fall  meeting  of  the  Alumnae  Council  the  members 
voted  to  ask  Dr.  Isabella  H.  Perry,  who  attended  Saint 
Mary's  in  1911,  to  be  our  alumnae  speaker  at  the  annual 


alumnae  luncheon.  We  are  delighted  that  she  accepted  our 
invitation. 

Also  at  the  fall  meeting  the  Council  made  plans  for  the 
presentation  of  the  Smedes  Memorial  Tablet.  The  day  for 
the  ceremony  was  set  as  November  4,  to  coincide  with  the 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Trustees.  Invitations  were  sent  out 
to  all  relatives  and  descendants  of  the  Smedes  family  that 
could  be  located,  to  the  trustees,  to  the  chapter  members 
through  their  presidents,  and  to  the  alumnae  at  large  through 
the  newspapers.  The  ceremony  was  very  impressive  and  was 
well  attended  both  by  the  Smedes  family  connection  and  by 
the  alumnae.  An  informal  reception  in  the  parlor  followed 
the  ceremony. 

The  Granddaughters'  Club  has  had  a  membership  of  63 
girls  this  year.  Under  the  guidance  of  the  alumnae  secretary, 
they  met  in  the  fall  and  elected  the  following  officers :  presi- 
dent, Mary  DuBose  of  Columbia,  S.  C. ;  vice-president,  Jose- 
phine Gaither  of  Charlotte;  secretary,  Anne  McMullan  of 
Edenton ;  treasurer,  Betsy  Carter  of  Pinehurst.  They  edited 
and  sold  the  Christmas  address  books  and  have  assisted  in 
serving  at  various  school  functions  during  the  year. 

The  Alumnae  Office  has  bandied  the  school  publicity  during 
the  year.  News  articles  and  pictures  were  sent  to  the  two 
Raleigh  newspapers,  to  papers  in  Charlotte,  Greensboro,  and 
Wilmington,  and  to  several  of  the  Church  magazines. 

This  year  we  have  not  had  any  of  the  Wedgwood  commemo- 
rative plates  in  the  office  to  sell.  Although  an  order  for  a  new 
shipment  was  placed  a  year  ago  January,  the  Alumnae  Office 
has  still  not  received  word  from  the  Jones,  McDuffee  and 
Stratton  Corporation  in  Boston  that  shipment  has  been  made 
from  England.  We  hope,  however,  to  have  them  on  sale  when 
the  office  opens  again  next  fall. 

In  February  the  Alumnae  Secretary  attended  a  district 
meeting  of  the  American  Alumni  Council  in  Chapel  Hill. 
This  council  is  set  up  for  research  into  alumni  relations.  The 
Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Council  had  considered  joining  the 
organization,  but  at  their  meeting  on  March  30,  they  decided 
not  to  become  a  member  due  to  the  expense  of  membership 
and  the  distant  locations  of  many  of  the  meetings.  However, 
they  did  vote  that  the  alumnae  secretary  should  take  advan- 
tage of  any  of  the  publications  and  nearby  meetings  that  are 
made  available  to  nonmembers  of  the  council. 

At  the  council  meeting  in  March,  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr., 
appointed  a  nominating  committee  for  choosing  the  new  presi- 
dent of  the  Alumnae  Association.  Mrs.  George  Watts  Carr, 
Sr.,  of  Durham  was  appointed  chairman  and  Mrs.  Fitzhugh 
Lee  of  Goldsboro  and  Mrs.  Paul  E.  Davis  of  Raleigh  her 
assistants.  The  council  also  discussed  plans  and  made  sug- 
gestions for  redoing  the  dining  room,  and  then  authorized  Miss 
Elizabeth  Thompson,  Dr.  Stone  and  the  Alumnae  Secretary  to 
act  on  their  suggestions. 

This  year  on  May  Day,  Mrs.  William  Guess  presented 
L' Allegro  for  the  second  time.  This  pageant  was  first  given 
on  May  Day,  1939,  and  has  been  considered  one  of  the  best 
productions  that  Saint  Mary's  has  put  on.  The  Alumnae 
Secretary  worked  with  a  student  committee  on  plans  for  a 
reunion  of  all  the  girls  who  took  part  in  the  1939  production. 
(Continued  on  Page  24) 
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June  1949 


-Qlumnae  -Qddteii  -  gune  4,  1949 


By  Isabella  Hester  Pekry,  M.D.* 


Madam  President,  Alumnae,  and  Alumnae  to  Be : 

It  is  38  years  since  I  was  here.  In  so  long  a  time  you  would 
expect  Saint  Mary's  and  me  both  to  change  much,  and  for  the 
better,  I  hope.  The  South  in  general  and  Saint  Mary's  in 
particular  harp  too  much  on  the  past.  I  will  not  discuss  mine. 
The  past  is  prologue.  Youth  naturally  and  rightfully  looks 
to  the  future.     The  future  belongs  to  them. 

When  I  was  graduated  from  Saint  Mary's  I  was  not  trained 
to  do  one  useful  thing.  The  idea  of  a  woman  working  was 
declasse.  Our  culture  was  mid-Victorian.  Are  today's  grad- 
uates prepared  to  take  an  active  and  responsible  part  in  com- 
munity life?  Will  your  psychology  help  you  to  adjust  to  your 
lot  in  life  ?    Will  your  economics  help  you  to  live  in  your  hus- 


band's income,  and  to  make  out  income  tax  returi 


Wil 


your  physics  help  you  to  make  ice  cream  without  crystals  and 
mayonnaise  that  dosn't  turn  hack  ?  Will  your  home  economics 
help  you  to  make  your  home  a  safe  place?  The  highest  acci- 
dent rate  is  in  the  home.  Have  you  found  things  that  interest 
you  and  about  which  you  will  continue  to  develop  your  knowl- 
edge and  skill  after  graduation  ?  Perhaps  diplomas  should  be 
granted  like  drivers'  licenses — good  for  five  years  only. 

Genetically,  women  have  half  the  brains  in  the  nation. 
This  is  a  precious  national  resource  and  a  badly  neglected  one. 
Most  of  my  time  is  spent  with  serious  men,  young  and  old. 
I  have  had  little  experience  with  what  charming  alumnae  do 
with  their  leisure.  My  impression  is  that  American  women 
create  among  themselves  a  trivial,  irresponsible  and  boring 
atmosphere  that  boomerangs  to  their  frustration  and  under- 
estimates their  native  capacity.  This  may  be  for  the  reason 
given  by  Ethel  Barrymore  when  she  was  asked  why  women 
prefer  being  beautiful  to  being  intelligent.  Of  course,  you  can 
be  both.  She  replies :  "Don't  you  suppose  it  is  because  they 
know  that  men  use  their  eyes  more  than  their  heads  ?" 

Your  family  will  be  your  most  important  career.  Both 
Freud  and  the  Catholic  church  agree  that  the  first  five  years 
of  life  are  the  most  impressionable  ones.  We  keep  building 
more  and  more  institutes  of  higher  learning  and  sacred  re- 
search. We  need  nation-wide  facilities  for  nursery  schools. 
Mothers  should  contribute  a  quota  of  their  time  in  these 
schools  working  and  learning.  She  is  the  only  member  of  the 
family  it  is  likely  can  continue  her  education  for  family  inte- 
gration. When  the  child's  most  important  character  forming 
education  has  been  started  under  your  tutelage  and  he  is  ready 
for  grade  school,  will  you  see  that  it  is  a  good  grade  school  ? 
Public  schools  seem  to  be  in  disrepute  here.  Those  who  can 
afford  it  send  their  children  to  private  schools  and  shrug  off 
civic  responsibility.  Private  schools  do  not  solve  the  problem  ; 
they  side-step  it.  You  and  your  children  live  in  and  often 
off  a  community  molded  by  public  school  education.  It  is  to 
your  interest  to  support  your  public  schools  by  voting  with 
careful  consideration  on  school  bond  issues  and  for  members 
of  the  Boards  of  Supervisors,  and  by  working  with  PTA. 
Meet  your  children's  teachers.  Help  to  make  them  feel  that 
they  are  a  part  of  the  community  and  not  hirelings  and  out- 
siders.   I  taught  grade  school.    This  is  not  theorizing. 


Dr.  Isabella  H.  Perry,  pictured  above  (right)  with  Airs.  R.  G.  S. 

Davis,  Sr.,  of  Henderson.     Mrs.  Davis  introduced  our  speaker. 

This  is  an  age  of  frighteningly  complex  techniques.  Educa- 
tion and  science  are  essential  tools  of  national  progress  in 
peace  and  war.  Are  your  children  going  to  have  facilities  to 
develop  their  capacities  equal  to  those  of  the  children  that 
grow  up  in  other  states?  Mother  love  alone  will  not  make 
your  boy  a  safe  driver.  He  needs  practical  driving  lessons. 
Local  opportunity  in  technical  education  is  imperative,  for  of 
those  who  go  away  for  special  training  too  few  come  back. 

North  Carolina  is  an  outstandingly  progressive  Southern 
state  and  we  are  very  proud  of  her.  In  1945  she  spent  1.9% 
of  her  income  for  education.  That  is  a  high  percentage.  In 
purchasing  power  it  is  $69.00  per  child  in  school.  At  the  same 
time,  half  the  states  in  the  Union  were  spending  $127.00  per 
child,  New  Jersey  at  1.7%  of  her  income  spent  $198.00  per 
child.  The  financial  gap  is  too  big  to  be  quickly  or  easily 
bridged.  In  the  meanwhile  the  available  funds  for  education 
must  be  spent  with  rare  judgment.  Self-help  must  be  encour- 
aged in  schools  and  at  college.  You  must  contribute  all  that 
you  can  to  your  children's  education,  especially  in  character 
building.  The  educated  women  of  North  Carolina  have  a  big 
responsibility  for  the  future  of  their  state  and  for  their  chil- 
dren. You  will  find  no  greater  satisfaction  than  to  master  a 
vital  challenge. 


*Dr.  Perry  attended  Saint  Mary's  in  1911.  She  received  her 
M.D.  degree  from  the  Woman's  Medical  College  of  Pennsylvania, 
and  then  specialized  in  Pathology  at  Yale.  Later  she  served  as 
volunteer  assistant  to  Dr.  August  Krogh,  Nobel  Prize  winner  in 
Physiology,  at  the  Institute  of  Animal  Physiology  of  the  Univer- 
sity of  Copenhagen.  Denmark.  Since  1929  she  has  been  assistant 
professor  of  pathology  and  coordinator  of  the  cancer  program  at 
the  University  of  California  Medical  School  in  San  Francisco. 
At  present  she  is  on  leave  of  absence  from  the  University  of  Cali- 
fornia, and  is  holding  down  two  other  jobs.  She  is  professor  of 
oncology  at  the  Woman's  Medical  College  of  Pennsylvania  and 
Executive  Secretary  to  the  Subcommittees  on  Oncology  of  the 
National  Research  Council  in  Washington,  D.  C. 
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■fllumnae  ffhaptet  -Hctiritie* 


CHARLOTTE 

The  Charlotte  Chapter  of  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Asso- 
ciation met  April  21  with  the  President,  Mrs.  L.  B.  Newell; 
921  Berkeley  Avenue. 

The  following  alumnae  were  present  at  the  meeting : 

Mrs.  Heriot  Clarkson  (Mamie  Osborne),  Mrs.  Joseph 
Russell  Ross  (Mary  Warren  Cameron),  Mrs.  William  A. 
Graham  (Jessica  Vanu),  Mrs.  Arthur  Mowry  (Evelyn 
Spruill  Weeks),  Mrs.  J.  Emmett  Sebrell  (Alice  Bell),  Mrs. 
James  0.  Walker,  Jr.  (Merrie  Haynes),  Mrs.  Charles  C. 
L.  Thomas  (Caroline  Moore),  Mrs.  L.  B.  Xewell  (Annie 
Rogers),  Mrs.  Dexter  McBride  (Helen  Liddell),  Mrs.  Reid 
Shoemaker  (Beatrice  Joseph),  Mrs.  H.  R.  Richardson 
(Martha  Blythe).  Mrs.  Rosalie  Wilkinson  Haynes,  Jessica 
Graham,  Convere  Jones,  Josephine  Osborne. 

It  was  a  pleasure  to  have  with  us  Miss  Dora  S.  Winters, 
the  new  Alumnae  Secretary.  She  gave  us  a  most  inter- 
esting and  enlightening  report  of  the  activities  and  needs 
of  Saint  Mary's  School.  It  was  a  great  pleasure  to  hear 
her  say  that  the  work  on  the  dining  room  would  start 
immediately  upon  close  of  school  in  June. 

The  chapter  discussed  having  a  card  party  to  raise 
money  for  the  dining  room  before  Commencement,  and  I 
am  so  glad  to  report  that  the  card  party  was  given  on 
Friday  afternoon,  May  27th.  from  which  we  realized 
$309.30  for  the  repairs  on  the  dining  room.  Mrs.  Rosalie 
Wilkinson  Haynes  was  the  chairman  for  the  card  party 
and  did  a  magnificent  piece  of  work  with  the  help  of  Mrs. 
Newell,  the  president,  and  Mrs.  Sebrell,  the  incoming 
president. 

The  officers  for  the  fiscal  year  starting  July  1st  are: 

Mrs.  J.  E.  Sebrell,  president;  Miss  Jessica  Graham, 
secretary;  Mrs.  H.  R.  Richardson,  treasurer. 

It  has  been  a  pleasure  to  serve  the  alumnae  chapter  as 
its  president  for  the  past  two  years,  and  1  have  enjoyed 
each  and  every  one  of  my  contacts.  After  the  meeting 
adjourned.  Mrs.  Xewell  invited  the  guests  into  her  dining 
room  for  refreshments. 

Annie  Rogers  Xewell,  President. 

ss      «      e 

Mrs.  Norman  R.  Bochmer  (Elizabeth  Smedes  Jones, 
'42)  and  Mrs.  Richard  McElroy  (Dabney  Little,  '46)  have 
returned  to  live  in  Charlotte. 

Alice  Jones,  '45  H.S.,  graduates  this  June  from  Chapel 
Hill,  Helen  Boyle,  '47,  from  Queen's  College,  and  Convere 
Jones.  '48.  from  business  school  in  Charlotte. 

Elizabeth  Roddey  Dowd's  son,  Frank,  Jr..  was  married 
in  June  to  Sallie  Carson  and  will  have  a  three  months' 
trip  abroad. 

Delight  Xuchols.  '44  U.S.,  is  just  back  from  a  wonderful 

trip  to  Cuba. 

Mrs.  W.  T.  Minor,  Jr.  (Katherine  Massie,  '40),  lias  a 
new  baby,  her  second  daughter. 

Mrs.  Wilson  Land  (Eleanor  Thomas,  '45)  has  a  baby 
girl 'born  February  1,  1949.  She  is  now  living  in  Ham- 
let, X.  C. 


DURHAM 

The  Durham  chapter  sent  in  a  contribution  of  $30.00 
to  the  Dining  Room  Fund,  representing  the  proceeds  from 
a  chapter  project  in  May.  The  Alumnae  Office  has  not 
received  a  detailed  report  of  the  project. 

FAYETTEVILLE 

The  Fayetteville  chapter  held  a  meeting  in  October  at 
which  time  Margaret  deRosset,  president,  appointed  a 
committee  to  plan  a  silver  tea  to  be  given  as  the  chapter 
project.  After  making  their  plans,  however,  they  dis- 
covered that  the  church  circle  had  already  planned  a 
more  elaborate  one.  As  they  did  not  wish  to  compete 
with  the  church  tea,  the  chapter  members  decided  to  post- 
pone their  project  until  spring.  Through  the  spring  proj- 
ect the  chapter  made  $26.00  to  send  to  the  Dining  Room 
Fund. 

GASTON  COUNTY 

The  Gaston  County  Alumnae  Chapter  made  $35.00  from 
a  benefit  bridge  to  be  applied  to  the  Dining  Room  Fund. 

The  benefit  was  held  the  afternoon  of  May  26th  at  the 
Cramerton  Field  Club  in  Cramerton.  Miss  Poncie  Daw- 
son, '46,  was  instrumental  in  obtaining  the  Club  House 
for  us.  There  were  nine  tables  in  play.  Kitty  Williams 
Robinson,  '37,  who  is  president  of  the  Gaston  County 
Alumnae,  was  largely  responsible  for  the  arrangements 
for  the  party,  and  we  are  all  indebted  to  her,  as  there  was 
a  great  deal  of  time  and  work  entailed.  The  high  score 
prize,  a  beautiful  piece  of  dress  material,  was  donated 
by  Mrs.  C.  C.  Dawson,  and  a  luscious  layer  cake,  given  by 
Henriette  Hampton  Morris,  '43,  was  raffled,  which  added 
a  substantial  amount  to  our  fund.  Second  high  and  a 
bingo  prize  were  also  given.  Sandwiches,  cookies  and 
cokes,  furnished  by  members  of  the  chapter,  were  served. 

We  are  all  delighted  that  our  party  went  over  with 
such   a   bang   and   are   enthused   over   plans   for   raising 
further  funds  in  the  near  future  for  the  dining  room. 
Annie  Speed  Mangum  Tate,  Secretary. 

GOLDSBORO 

The  Goldsboro  Alumnae  Chapter  met  on  Thursday, 
May  19,  at  the  Hotel  Goldsboro.  Mrs.  Paul  Borden,  presi- 
dent, held  a  brief  business  session.  The  chapter  voted  to 
make  a  contribution  of  $25.00  to  the  Saint  Mary's  dining 
loom  redecoration  fund.  Mrs.  Borden  then  introduced 
the  speaker.  Miss  Dora  Winters,  alumnae  secretary,  gave 
Goldsboro  alumnae  of  the  school  a  resume  of  activities  in 
her  field  during  the  past  year. 

The  luncheon  table  was  centered  with  a  floral  epergne 
arrangement  complemented  by  six  silver  goblets  holding 
holding  pink  sweet  peas  and  larkspur  at  intervals  the 
length  of  the  table. 

Former  Saint  Mary's  students  who  were  present  in- 
cluded Mesdames  John  Spicer,  Jr.,  Paul  Best,  Edward 
Michaux,  John  Dortch  Lewis,  J.  W.  Edmundson,  James 
X.    Smith,    Paul    Borden,    Kennou   Borden,    Hazel   Zealy, 
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Fitzhugh  Lee,  Doyle  Stout,  and  Misses  Betty  Michaux, 
Sarah    Giddens    and    Elizabeth  Smith.      The    Goldsboro 

Alumnae  Chapter  has  26  active  members. 

GREENSBORO 

The  Greensboro  Chapter  of  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  met 
March  10th,  at  which  time  nine  dollars  was  collected  for 
the  school  Dining  Room  Fund.  We  hope  to  have  more  to 
send  later,  as  1  intend  writing  the  alumnae  not  present 
at  the  meeting. 

I  find  that  there  are  many  alumnae,  unlike  me,  who 
receive  no  notice  of  alumnae  dues  due  each  fall,  and  who. 
receive  no  school  BULLETIN.  Also,  there  seems  to  be  no 
accurate  list  of  alumnae  located  in  Greensboro.  Things 
like  regular  receipt  of  such  school  news  and  notices  are 
what  is  needed  for  revived  and  continued  interest  in 
alumnae  activities,  and  help  to  keep  a  chapter  from  going 
dead.  If  1  have  good  results  from  my  letters  to  alumnae 
here  who  are  impossible  to  contact  by  telephone,  maybe 
we'll  have  more  money  for  the  Dining  Room  Fund. 

Elizabeth  Love  Orth,  Secretary. 

*     #     * 

Walker  Dillard  was  married  April  30  to  Fred  Kirby 
of  New  Jersey. 

Mrs.  Dan  Hopping  (Martha  Burns  Sharpe)  is  living  in 
Petersburg,  Va.  Her  husband  is  a  1st  Lieutenant  sta- 
tioned at  Camp  Lee. 

HENDERSON 

The  Henderson  Alumnae  Chapter  held  two  bake  sales 
in  the  spring  as  their  project  to  raise  money  for  the  Din- 
ing Room  Fund.  The  proceeds  from  these  sales  amounted 
to  $59.80  which  they  sent  in  to  the  Alumnae  Secretary. 

NORFOLK 

The  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Chapter  of  Norfolk,  Va., 
met  May  5th  at  St.  Andrew's  Parish  House  with  ten  mem- 
bers present.  After  Mrs.  W.  C.  Salley  (Katherine  Batts), 
president,  called  the  meeting  to  order,  the  minutes  of  the 
last  meeting  were  read  by  the  secretary.  It  was  voted 
that  the  chapter  have  four  officers  serving  a  two-year 
term  with  two  going  out  on  alternate  years.  Several 
projects  were  discussed  for  raising  money.  Mrs.  Wilson 
Riggan  (Louise  Gurkin)  and  Miss  Sally  Dixon  were 
elected  vice-president  and  secretary  respectively.  Miss 
Peneie  Warren  was  elected  delegate  to  the  annual  alum- 
nae meeting. 

After  the  completion  of  business,  Miss  Sally  Dixon, 
accompanied  by  Mrs.  Wilson  Riggan,  rendered  several 
vocal  selections. 

A  social  hour  was  enjoyed  with  Mrs.  James  B.  Oliver 
acting  as  hostess. 

Eloise  B.  Whyte,  Secretary. 

OXFORD 

The  Oxford  Chapter  contributed  $18.00  to  the  Dining 
Room  Fund  this  year,  and  came  in  second  high  in  active 
membership  in  the  association.  Twenty-nine  out  of  thirty 
members  are  active. 

SCOTLAND  NECK 

The  Scotland  Neck  Chapter  of  the  Saint  Mary's  Alum- 
nae Association  met  with  its  president,  Miss  Nannie  Lamb, 
on    Saturday    afternoon,    April    23.      The    meeting    was 


opened  by  the  president.  The  roll  call  was  answered  by 
each  member  giving  news  items  of  Saint  Mary's.  The 
president  stated  that  each  member  had  been  notified  of 
the  meeting. 

New  officers  were  elected  for  a  period  of  two  years. 
Those  officers  are  as  follows:  President,  Mrs.  Graham 
Whitehead  (Betty  Suiter)  ;  vice-president,  Mrs.  Shields 
Alexander  (Mattie  Josey)  ;  secretary-treasurer,  Mrs.  Bal- 
four Dunn  (Elizabeth  Josey). 

Miss  Nannie  Lamb  assisted  by  Mrs.  Mary  L.  White 
served  delicious  home-made  cake  and  ice  cream  to  the 
following  members  present :  Mrs.  C.  H.  Herring,  Mrs. 
Balfour  Dunn,  Mrs.  Shields  Alexander,  Mrs.  David  Bry- 
ant, Mrs.  Sid  Williams,  and  Mrs.  Dick  House,  Jr. 

Nannie  Lamb,  President. 

WARRENTON 

The  Warrenton  Alumnae  Chapter  met  at  Mrs.  Charles 
Tucker's  on  Thursday,  March  31st,  to  elect  officers  and 
plan  a  belated  project.  The  following  twelve  members 
were  present:  Mrs.  Sam  Arlington  (Lib  Boyce),  Mrs.  G. 
V.  Boyd  (Lucile  Rux),  Mrs.  W.  H.  Dameron  (Mattie 
Jones),  Nancy  Gilliam,  Mrs.  Weldon  Hall  (Eliza  Hill), 
Jane  Peete,  Patsy  Rodgers,  Mrs.  Howard  Hartzell,  Mrs. 
Charlie  Gilliam  (Margaret  Kitchin),  Mrs.  Allen  Kimball 
(Lucy  Katherine  Tucker),  Mrs.  C.  A.  Tucker  (Jennie 
Jackson),  and  myself.  We  elected  the  following  officers 
for  the  coming  year:  President,  Mrs.  Charlie  Gilliam; 
secretary-treasurer,  Margaret  Rodwell ;  reporter,  Jane 
Peete. 

We  made  plans  for  a  bridge  party  on  Tuesday  night. 
May  3,  at  the  Episcopal  Parish  House.  Committees  were 
appointed  to  work  up  the  project,  and  we  only  hope  that 
it  will  be  as  successful  as  last  year's. 

Margaret  Rodwell,  Secretary-Treasurer. 


The  bridge  tournament  has  proved  a  success.  It  was 
held  in  the  Episcopal  Parish  House,  and  we  were  pleased 
to  have  as  many  in  attendance  as  were  there — around  18 
tables.  We  made  $2.00  a  table,  and  with  most  of  the  re- 
freshments and  all  prizes  and  flowers  donated  by  members 
of  the  chapter,  the  cost  of  putting  it  on  was  held  down 
to  a  minimum.  We  cleared  and  are  sending  to  the  Dining 
Room  Fund  a  sum  of  $11.40. 

Jane  Peete,  Reporter. 

WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 

On  Thursday,  May  19th,  the  Washington  Alumnae  gave 
a  luncheon  at  the  Woman's  Democratic  Club  in  honor  of 
Mrs.  Frank  Graham  (Marian  Drane,  '19),  who  is  a  new 
resident,  of  Washington.  Mrs.  John  E.  Burleson  (Eleanor 
Jackson),  acting  chairman  of  the  Washington  Alumnae 
group,  was  in  charge  of  the  luncheon  plans. 

Mrs.  Albert  Cox  (Arabel  Nash),  who  had  been  asked 
to  be  honorary  chairman  of  the  luncheon,  and  Mrs.  W.  E. 
Carraway  (Mela  Roy  all,  '27),  who  was  to  have  been  mis- 
tress of  ceremonies,  were  both  unable  to  attend  because 
of  illness.  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.  (Mary  Richardson), 
president    of    the    Alumnae    Association,    attended    the 

(Continued  on  Page  25) 
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JllLa  ^pitman  5  £-utojaean   Tout 


Lila  Sonde  S pitman  sailed  for  Europe  in  February,  19J/.9, 
with  her  grandmother,  mother,  and  two  cousins,  Sugar  and 
Button.  Sandy  spent  four  months  touring  Europe,  England, 
and  Scotland.  During  this  time  she  wrote  many  interesting 
letters  to  Miss  Bason,  describing  her  travels.  Miss  Bason  and 
Sandy  have  both  given  their  permission  for  the  following 
excerpts  from  her  letters  to  appear  in  the  BULLETIN. 

"I  still  find  it  hard  to  believe  that  this  is  really  me,  here, 
seeing  all  these  fascinatingly  beautiful  things.  Any  minute  I 
expect  to  awake  from  my  pipe  dreams  and  find  myself  in 
Statesville. 

"Except  for  one  day  we  had  a  very  smooth  crossing,  and  I 
enjoyed  every  minute  of  it  immensely.  There  was  a  great  deal 
to  do  on  board  ship,  and  perfectly  wonderful  service.  The 
food  was  too  full  of  garlic  to  suit  me  for  a  steady  diet,  but  they 
did  have  good  fruit  and  cheese,  and  every  afternoon  a  simply 
marvelous  tea. 

"We  arrived  at  Gibraltar  at  night.  It  was  beautiful!  All 
the  harbor  lights  were  on,  and  the  rock  itself  was  covered  with 
lights.  We  could  see  many  of  the  tunnels  and  harbor  fortifi- 
cations. Boys  rowed  out  and  sold  wines  from  their  boats, 
delivering  them  on  board  ship  by  means  of  a  rope  pulley  they 
would  toss  up.  Three  ears  were  landed  there,  and  it  was  so 
interesting  to  watch  them  being  lowered  over  the  side  into  the 
tender. 

"On  Monday  we  arrived  at  Naples.  It  was  a  glorious  day, 
and  I  am  proud  to  say  that  I  was  up  at  six  to  see  us  enter  the 
harbor.  The  sea  was  a  very  deep  blue,  and  from  it  rose  the 
buildings  of  pink,  green,  red,  and  yellow  that  form  this  famous 
U-shaped  harbor.  In  the  background  were  Vesuvius  and  other 
mountains  making  a  gorgeous  backdrop  for  these  scenes. 

"And,  oh,  the  city  of  Naples !  It  is  delightful — full  of  nar- 
row, winding  streets  that  even  these  tiny  Eenaults  can't  enter. 
One  takes  one's  life  in  his  hand  to  try  and  cross  one  of  the 
main  streets,  for  taxis,  buses,  bicycles,  donkey  carts,  and  pedes- 
trians vie  for  the  right  of  way  with  utter  disregard  for  traffic 
signals.  The  motto  must  be  survival  of  the  fittest.  I  could 
spend  a  whole  week  at  one  of  the  sidewalk  cafes  watching  the 
amazing  parade  of  people  and  things.  While  I  was  trying  to 
cross  one  of  the  squares  I  was  competing  with :  an  elephant 
followed  by  a  great  throng  of  children,  a  O.I.T.  Tour,  complete 
with  loud  speaker,  an  ornate  funeral  procession  consisting  of 
a  huge  black  hearse  covered  with  silver  filigree  and  drawn  by 
four  magnificent  black  horses  with  plumes  two  feet  tall,  fol- 
lowed by  another  hearse  banked  in  flowers  and  drawn  by  four 
white  horses,  and  finally  the  mourners  on  foot  (all  of  them 
looked  poverty  stricken — I  was  told  that  many  Italians  paid 
more  for  their  funeral  than  for  their  house),  in  addition  to 
taxis,  babies,  dogs,  priests,  cars  and  even  a  few  chickens. 

"I  certainly  agree  with  Pluto's  saying — 'There  is  nothing 
new — only  the  pros  and  cons  of  things  already  discovered.' 
Certainly  the  best  example  of  this  is  Pompeii.  Just  imagine, 
as  early  as  500  B.C.  they  had  running  water  (hot  and  cold), 
stop  streets,  traffic  signals,  steam  heat,  sewerage  systems  and 
stock  exchanges.  Oh,  it  is  beyond  me !  The  ruins  have  been 
restored  beautifully,  and  they  are  fascinating  to  see.  Many 
of  their  household  articles  are  in  the  museum,  jewelry  combs, 


bowls,  knives,  spoons,  etc.  We  went  into  many  of  the  homes, 
and  the  frescoes  are  still  very  vivid  and  tell  the  story  of  their 
life.  The  theater  has  been  completely  restored  and  seats  5,000 
people.  We  saw  the  bakery,  the  wine  shop,  the  tailors,  the 
bank,  and  many  other  commercial  buildings.  They  even  had 
sidewalk  cafes  in  500  B.C. 

"The  day  we  landed  in  Cannes  we  were  again  blessed  with 
glorious  weather.  To  me  that  port  is  nearly  as  pretty  as 
Naples.  All  the  houses  are  of  vivid  colors  (a  great  deal  of 
orange)  with  green  tile  roofs  and  white  shutters.     And  the 
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All  the  streets  are  lined  with  them,  all  the  taxis  have 


vases  of  them,  everyone  wears  them.  Violets,  carnations, 
geraniums,  roses,  phlox,  calla  lilies,  and  a  beautiful  mustard 
yellow  flowering  mimosa. 

"I  think  everyone  in  France  has  a  baby,  a  bicycle,  and  a 
dog.  The  people  seem  to  be  so  happy ;  they  are  very  friendly 
and  always  speak  to  you.  I  don't  believe  hurry  is  in  their 
language,  for  they  never  do.  In  spite  of  their  many  privations 
(eggs  12c  apiece,  2  lbs.  of  sugar  a  month,  no  milk,  clothing 
very  expensive,  all  necessities  at  black  market  prices,  and  some 
of  them  only  earn  12,000  francs  or  $30.00  a  month),  they  love 
living. 

"The  place  where  we  are  staying  now  is  straight  out  of 
fairyland.  If  you  saw  it  in  the  movies  you  would  laugh  and 
say  it  was  overdone.  I  am  here  in  the  midst  of  it,  and  I  don't 
believe  it.  It  is  a  small  village — Cagne-sur  la  mer,  very 
provincial  and  very  charming.  It  is  built  on  a  hill  that  is  so 
steep  that  the  cars  cannot  climb  it,  and  if  they  could  make  the 
grade  the  street  would  be  too  narrow  anyway.  The  streets  are 
all  of  cobblestones  and  the  houses  lean  at  such  an  angle  that 
they  nearly  meet  in  an  archway  above.  The  hotel  in  which 
we  are  staying  was  built  in  the  13th  century,  so  you  can  im- 
agine what  the  plumbing  facilities  are.  No  two  rooms  are  on 
the  same  level  and  no  walls  are  straight,  but  it  is  charming. 
The  hotel  is  run  by  a  German  lady  whose  father  was  formerly 
the  Hearst  of  Germany.  He  owned  the  largest  daily  in 
Berlin,  but.  unfortunately  he  was  Jewish ;  hence  he  was  killed 
when  Hitler  came  into  power,  but  she  managed  to  get  out. 
Now  she  is  here  trying  to  make  a  new  life  for  herself  out  of 
the  ruins  of  an  old  one. 

"All  of  the  village  is  surrounded  by  a  wall  six  hundred  years 
old ;  it  climbs  up  and  down  these  hills  like  a  snake.  Atop  the 
hill  is  the  chateau  built  by  the  Spanish  when  they  captured 
this  part  of  France.  Now  owned  by  the  village — the  walls  are 
all  two  feet  thick — it  is  full  of  secret  passages  and  could  prob- 
ably tell  many  fascinating  tales. 

"I  went  to  Nice  yesterday  and  it,  too,  is  beautiful.  In  fact 
all  this  part  of  the  country  is.  It  is  quite  a  city  as  it  is  now 
the  third  largest  in  France.  We  went  to  the  flower  market, 
and  it  was  really  a  riot  of  color.  All  the  shops  are  full  of 
exquisite  things :  bags,  shoes,  silk  scarfs,  handmade  blouses, 
silk  flowers,  and  luggage.  Comparatively  speaking,  they  are 
very  reasonable. 

"Today  we  went  to  Saint  Paul.  It  is  atop  another  moun- 
tain just  across  the  valley  from  Cagne.  The  square  was 
thickly  populated  by  ducks  and  donkey  carts  and  dominated 
by  a  beautiful  fountain.  We  had  tea  at  a  fascinating  place. 
In  former  days  the  owner  was  very  nice  to  artists,  he  fed  them 
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and  slept  them  without  cost.  As  a  present  they  would  leave 
him  a  painting;  hence  he  has  an  excellent  collection  including' 
Cezanne,  Renoir  and  Toulouse-Lautrec. 

"From  one  window  I  can  see  the  Mediterranean  and  from 
the  other  I  can  see  the  snow-capped  mountains  that  form  the 
Halion  Border.  Oh,  let  us  hope  that  I  don't  awake  from  this 
dream  and  see  Statesville ! 

"Tomorrow  we  go  to  Cannes  to  have  tea  with  an  old  friend, 
and  tomorrow  night  Sugar  and  I  go  to  the  Mardi  Gras  to  one 
of  the  galas. 

"We  will  be  here  a  month,  which  is  not  half  long  enough, 
and  then  on  to  Italy,  Switzerland,  Paris,  Holland,  Belgium, 
England,  Scotland,  and  home. 

"Do  tell  Mrs.  Smith  that  I  am  doing  remarkably  well  with 
my  French,  and  that  I  love  her  France  dearly  already  and  will 
hate  to  leave. 

"I  have  made  one  resolution — to  reread  The  Last  Days  of 
Pompeii !" 


most  sophisticated  and  best  dressed'  of  any  he  had  seen  any- 
where. 

"Sug  and  I  took  the  train  to  Florence  and  met  the  rest  of 
the  family  there.  They  drove  down  from  Nice,  and  we  will 
drive  from  here  to  Venice,  on  to  Milan  and  then  take  a  train 
to  Switzerland. 

"Florence  is  so  charming,  and  I'm  enjoying  it  so.  We  have 
seen  the  Cathedral,  the  Baptistry  with  Ohiberti's  famous 
doors,  all  the  paintings  by  Giotto,  Michelangelo's  'David,'  the 
Medici  Palace,  'Perseus  with  the  Head  of  Medusa,'  etc. 

"The  prices  in  Italy  are  fai"  more  reasonable  than  in 
France,  and  also  the  exchange  is  better.  As  has  always  been 
true,  one  can  get  beautiful  leather,  silk,  linens,  mosaics,  and 
wools  in  Florence. 

"We  have  met  many  interesting  people  and  have  enjoyed 
them  all  so  much.  One  particularly  charming  couple  was  a 
general  and  his  wife  from  Kent,  England.  They  have  been 
kind  enough  to  invite  me  to  visit  them  for  a  month." 


"Due  to  my  grandmother's  illness  Sugar  and  I  went  to 
Rome  alone  as  she  did  not  feel  up  to  the  trip.  We  flew  from 
Nice  and  had  a  glorious  flight.  It  took  only  one  and  a  half 
hours ! 

"Rome !  That  is  my  pick  of  all  the  fabulous  things  we 
have  seen  and  done.  As  you  know,  I  love  history;  hence  I  was 
intrigued  with  the  city  in  which  so  nnich  of  it  had  its  begin- 
ning. 

"We  arrived  late  Saturday  afternoon.  Sunday  we  went  to 
early  mass  at  St.  Peter's,  and  it  really  was  an  experience.  I 
was  glad  to  have  had  Art  History  as  it  helped  me  so  much, 
and  I  was  proud  to  be  able  to  nod  sagely  when  I  recognized 
so  many  things.  As  you  know,  one  could  spend  a  year  in 
St.  Peter's  and  not  see  half  of  it.  I  spent  a  day  and  a  half, 
but  I  feel  as  though  I  have  not  even  scratched  the  surface. 
But  certainly  my  favorite  work  was  the  Pieta ;  of  all  things 
I  saw  in  Rome  it  was  the  most  beautiful.  It  really  is  mar- 
velous to  me  that  a  human  could  sculpture  such  a  work. 
There  appears  to  be  something  very  spiritual  about  it,  and 
one  can  hardly  keep  from  being  moved  when  he  sees  it. 

"We  went  to  the  Roman  Forum,  the  Colosseum,  the  Vatican 
Museum,  the  Catacombs,  Hadrian's  Villa,  Sistine  Chapel 
(another  marvel  to  me!),  Tivoli,  the  Pantheon,  back  to  St. 
Peter's,  etc. 

"The  Sistine  Chapel  was  really  beautiful.  That  a  man 
who  was  essentially  a  sculptor  could  paint  such  beautiful 
things  flat  on  his  back,  500  feet  from  the  floor,  and  achieve 
such  a  wonderful  effect  is  really  amazing.  I  am  eternally 
grateful  to  Miss  Morris  for  pounding  into  me  what  she  did. 

"Hadrian's  Villa  was  very  interesting,  similar  to  Pompeii 
but  with  much  more  sumptuous  decorations.  Most  of  the 
articles  of  real  value  have  been  removed  to  the  Vatican  Mu- 
seum, but  it  is  still  possible  to  visualize  what  it  must  have 
been  like. 

"We  went  to  the  opera  one  night — 'Boris  Godounow' — and 
really  did  enjoy  it.  It  was  far  superior  to  any  I  have  ever 
seen  in  the  U.  S.  The  chorus,  the  costumes,  the  scenery — all 
were  excellent.    And  the  acting  was  very  good. 

"It  really  is  a  small  world !  In  Rome  I  met  a  gentleman 
who  lectured  at  Saint  Mary's  in  December  on  current  Broad- 
way plays.  He  was  most  attractive  and  had  the  nicest  things 
to  say  of  S.  M.  S.  He  spoke  of  how  charming  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Stone  were  and  said  that  the  girls  were  'the  most  attractive, 


"Our  trip  continues  to  be  a  marvelous  one.  Due  to  Mem- 
mie's  [her  grandmother]  illness  it  was  necessary  that  we  take 
a  car  and  driver.  Although  it  made  the  trip  more  expensive, 
it  added  a  great  deal  to  our  pleasure  and  convenience. 

"Mother,  Memmie,  and  Button  drove  to  Florence  from  Nice 
and  met  Sugar  and  me  there.  We  did  all  adore  Florence — in 
fact,  it  was  my  choice  out  of  all  of  Italy.  I  would  adore  to 
spend  all  week  on  the  Ponte  Vecchio  alone.  All  those  silver 
shops  are  so  interesting — and  the  lingerie  with  just  miles  of 
tucking  and  embroidery. 

"The  drive  to  Venice  from  Florence  was  magnificent.  All 
the  mountains  were  covered  with  snow,  and  Mussolini's  fine 
roads  made  the  drive  a  pleasant  one. 

"I  think  it  is  amazing  the  way  a  few  miles  driving  can 
make  such  a  great  difference  in  the  landscape  in  Italy.  One 
minute  the  hillside  is  bleak  and  despondent;  the  next  it  is 
dotted  with  vineyards  and  straw  houses.  We  all  loved  Venice 
and  found  it  most  romantic;  in  fact,  so  romantic  that  Sugar 
and  I  bought  an  exquisite  wedding  veil — very  long  and  with 
roses  on  the  edge  for  a  depth  of  about  eight  inches  and  with 
a  medallion  of  about  thirty-six  inches  on  the  train. 

"From  Venice  we  went  to  Milano,  which  could  pass  for  any 
American  city,  and  spent  the  night.  Then  on  to  Como,  which 
was  beautiful.  As  you  probably  remember,  the  entire  town  is 
built  around  a  beautiful  lake.  The  edges  of  the  lake  were 
thick  with  water  lilies  and  covered  with  swans. 

"All  that  beautiful  silk  and  velvet  is  made  in  Como.  We 
really  did  have  a  heyday  there  among  the  taffeta,  brocades, 
satins,  pressed  velvets,  and  wools. 

"After  leaving  Como  we  drove  the  next  day  to  Locarno  and 
spent  the  night  in  a  lovely  hotel  on  the  lake. 

"Speaking  of  hotels !  Definitely  the  American  ones  could 
take  a  lesson !  Of  course  all  the  rooms  are  three  times  the 
size  of  the  biggest  ones  at.  home — with  beautiful  crystal  chan- 
deliers and  down  'comfortables'  (Miss  Davis!).  All  you  have 
to  do  is  think  of  room  service  and  it  seems  that  they  are 
pounding  on  the  door.    And  the  food  ! ! !    It  is  really  delicious. 

"But  back  to  the  trip  from  Locarno.  We  drove  to  Montreux 
— my  what  a  beautiful  spot ! ! !  It  is  known  as  the  'Palm 
Beach  of  Switzerland,'  so  you  can  imagine  how  elegant  it  is. 
Our  hotel  literally  hung  over  Lake  Geneva.  As  all  the  rooms 
have  balconies  we  had  most  of  our  meals  there.  We  were 
(Continued  on  Page  26) 
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GIFTS  TO  SAINT  MARY'S  DURING  THE 
YEAR  1948-49 

Mr.  Ashby  Baker  and  Mr.  Julian  Baker  of  Raleigh : 
$1,000.00  to  be  applied  to  the  Minnie  Tucker  Baker 
Scholarship. 
Mrs.  Alex  Cooper  of  Henderson : 

a  large  gilt  mirror  and  mahogany  table. 
Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis  of  Henderson :  ' 

$500.00  for  the  Dining  Room  Fund. 
Mrs.  Robert  Hanes  of  Winston-Salem  : 
$1,000.00  for  the  Dining  Room  Fund. 
Mrs.  Samuel  Lawrence  and  Miss  Elizabeth  Lawrence  of 
Charlotte,  formerly  of  Raleigh : 
a  mahogany  sideboard  and  table. _ 
Mrs.    A.    S.    Pendleton    and    Miss    Sylbert    Pendleton    of 
Raleigh: 
an  embroidered  grass  linen  banquet  cloth. 
Mr.  William  Ruffin  of  Durham : 

$1,250.00  toward  building  a  garden  in  the  area  east  of 
the  Chapel  in  memory  of  his  mother,   Sarah  White 
Ruffin. 
Mrs.  J.  Laurence  Sprunt  of  Wilmington : 

$100.00  for  the  Dining  Room  Fund. 
St.  Phillip's  Episcopal  Church  of  Durham,  the  Rev.  Clar- 
ence Haden,  rector : 
$100.00. 
Class  of  1949 : 

$257.43  for  an  illuminated  globe  for  the  library  and 
theatre  lights  for  the  Dramatic  Department. 
Sophomore  Class : 

$41.30  to  be  used  toward  the  purchase  of  new  athletic 
equipment. 
Dance  Marshals : 

$33.84. 
Letter  Club : 

$142.50  for  5  dozen  tank  suits  for  the  pool. 

(Continued  from  Page  18) 
Invitations  were  sent  out  to  all  of  these  girls,  and  publicity 
was  sent  out  to  the  leading  newspapers  in  the  state.     After 
the  pageant  a  Coca-Cola  party  was  given  on  the  back  campus. 

On  May  6,  Pre-Alumnae  Day  was  observed  for  the  second 
year.  Mrs.  R.  G.  S.  Davis,  Jr.,  was  scheduled  to  talk  to  the 
students  during  the  morning  assembly  program  to  explain  the 
workings  of  the  Alumnae  Association.  Because  of  illness, 
she  was  unable  to  come ;  so  the  Alumnae  Secretary  gave  a  sum- 
mary of  the  purpose  and  the  activities  of  the  Alumnae  Asso- 
ciation and  the  Alumnae  Office. 

The  Alumnae  Secretary  has  edited  the  alumnae  section  of 
two  issues  of  the  BULLETIN  so  far  this  year.  The  third 
issue  will  go  to  press  next  week.  I  would  like  to  take  this 
time  to  express  my  appreciation  to  Miss  Martha  Dabney 
Jones  for  her  invaluable  assistance  as  adviser  to  the  BUL- 
LETIN and  to  all  the  alumnae  who  have  sent  in  news  items 
and  pictures  for  publication. 

In  closing  I  would  like  to  thank  Mrs.  Davis,  the  Alumnae 
Council,  the  alumnae  chapters  and  their  fine  officers,  and  the 
alumnae  in  general  for  their  grand  and  enthusiastic  support 
this  year.    I  am  looking  forward  to  showing  you  all  the  pic- 


ture of  the  redecorated  dining  room  next  fall  so  that  you  may 
see  what  your  contributions  of  time,  energy  and  money  in  the 
past  two  years  have  done  for  Saint  Mary's. 

DORA  S.  WINTERS 

Alumnae  Secretary 


MISS  DAVIS  SCORES  AGAIN 

Under  the  direction  of  Miss  Florence  C.  Davis,  the  Saint 
Mary's  School  Dramatic  Club  won  the  highest  award  in 
the  junior  college  group  for  the  play  it  presented  at  the 
26th  Annual  Festival  of  the  Carolina  Dramatic  Associa- 
tion at  Chapel  Hill  this  spring. 

During  the  four-day  festival  at  Chapel  Hill,  37  plays 
were  presented  by  high  schools,  junior  colleges,  senior 
colleges,  and  little  theatre  and  community  groups  from 
all  over  the  state.  The  prize-winning  play  that  Saint 
Mary's  entered  was  "Church  Street"  by  Lennox  Robinson, 
noted  Irish  playwright. 

Students  in  the  cast  were :  Joan  Stieber  of  Pelham 
Manor,  X.  Y.,  as  Joseph  Riordan,  manager  of  the  National 
Bank ;  Ruth  Maultsby  of  Jacksonville,  as  Kate  Riordan, 
his  wife ;  Lillian  Lee  Hill  of  Raleigh  as  Hugh,  their  eldest 
son ;  Mary  Frances  Allen  of  Statesville  as  Jack,  their 
other  son ;  Ann  Johnson  of  Spartanburg,  S.  O,  as  Mollie, 
Jack's  wife ;  Elizabeth  Dorris  of  Raleigh  as  Aunt  Moll, 
Joseph  Riordan's  aunt;  Marguerite  Burton  of  Raleigh  as 
Mrs.  De  Lacy ;  Phyllis  Costlier  of  Lincolnton  as  Miss  Pet- 
tigrew,  her  sister ;  Carol  Mahon  of  Greenville,  S.  C,  as 
Sallie  Long ;  Anna  Redding  of  Plandome,  L.  I.,  N.  Y.,  as 
Jim  Daily;  Betty  Anne  Yowell  of  Raleigh  as  Honor 
Bewley. 

Miss  Davis  rarely  enters  a  play  in  the  festival  at  Chapel 
Hill  that  she  doesn't  return  with  the  top  rating.  This  is 
not  at  all  surprising  to  those  who  have  been  enjoying 
her  productions  at  Saint  Mary's  these  many  years.  The 
Class  of  '49  showed  its  appreciation  by  presenting  to  the 
Dramatic  Department  new  floodlights.  We  hope  that  Miss 
Davis  will  soon  realize  two  other  dreams  for  her  depart- 
ment— new  hangings  for  the  stage  and  landscaping  on 
the  outdoor  stage  she  uses  for  her  annual  Shakespearean 
production  at  commencement. 


ANNUAL  GIFT  TO  THE  SCHOOL 
Marguerite  LeCron  Thompson  (Mrs.  H.  D.),  '08,  of 
Norfolk,  Va.,  has  been  giving  the  Eucharistic  candles  to 
the  Chapel  at  Saint  Mary's  ever  since  the  sororities  were 
withdrawn  from  the  school  in  1912.  Prior  to  that  time, 
Phi  Mu,  the  sorority  of  which  Mrs.  Thompson  was  a  mem- 
ber, gave  the  candles  each  year.  Mrs.  Thompson  writes 
that  "since  'Miss  Katie's'  death,  I  have  thought  of  them 
as  a  memorial  to  her  for  she  loved  our  Chapel  so  dearly." 
Our  sincerest  appreciation  and  thanks  go  to  Mrs. 
Thompson  for  her  annual  gift  to  the  Chapel. 
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A  Tribute  To  Mrs.  Marriott 

By   Sally   Digges 

Each  year  the  colorful  personalities  of  Saint  Mary's 
become  fewer  and  Mrs.  Marriott's  retiring  at  the  end  of 
the  1948-49  session  is  taking  away  one  more.  Somehow 
no  one  thinks  of  Mrs.  Marriott  as  a  dietitian.  You  re- 
member that  only  afterward,  for  your  first  thought  of 
her  is  as  a  person,  individualistic  and  imperious  as  a 
Spanish  grandee,  temperamental  as  a  prima  donna,  and 
vital  and  vigorous  as  she  was  when  she  came  to  Saint 
Mary's  thirty-two  years  ago. 

Mrs.  Marriott's  leaving  marks  the  end  of  an  era,  like 
all  eras,  streaked  with  "good  and  bad.  Like  everyone 
who  marketed  and  foraged  during  two  world  wars,  she 
was  an  adept  at  the  art  of  skimping  and  stretching,  so 
that  everyone  of  the  two  hundred  odd  people  she  was 
responsible  for  daily  had  enough  of  something.  But 
artist  though  she  was  at  careful  management,  Mrs.  Mar- 
riott did  not  love  this  art  for  its  own  sake.  It  was  not 
in  her  generous,  almost  lavish  nature  to  make  a  game  of 
skimping  and  stretching.  Cutting  corners  and  eking  out 
with  ersatzes  when  necessary  was  to  her  nothing  but  a 
grim  duty,  as  unglamorous  as  a  passport  picture,  and  al- 
most as  uninteresting,  nor  did  she  ever  pretend  that  it  was 
anything  but  a  disagreeable,  often  thankless  job  that  fell 
to  her  lot  three  times  a  day  during  those — and  other — 
hard  years. 

Mrs.  Marriott's  head  was  in  her  work  during  those  try- 
ing times,  but  her  heart  was  in  it  when  times  were  better. 
She  was  in  her  element  in  planning  and  serving  really 
good  food  which  she  knows  how  to  do  as  few  more  modern 
dietitians  do,  and  which  she  did  whenever  circumstances 
and  the  budget  allowed.  Not  only  Thanksgiving,  Christ- 
mas, and  ordinary  Sunday  dinners,  but  certain  outstand- 
ing dishes  were  representative  of  Mrs.  Marriott  when  she 
could  really  express  her  best.  Spoon  bread,  batter-bread, 
roe  herring  for  breakfast,  and  squash  cooked  the  old- 
fashioned  way  are  some  of  the  things  we  hope  Saint 
Mary's  newly-decorated  and  newly-dietitianed  dining 
room  will  not  try  to  improve  upon. 

During  both  wars  and  the  depression  Mrs.  Marriott 
never  failed  to  see  to  it  that  every  table  in  the  dining 
room  had  flowers  from  her  own  garden,  or  plants  from 
the  hot  house  which  she  herself  took  care  of  in  spite  of 
her  busy  life.  Numerous  instances  of  her  unobtrusive 
kindness  to  individuals — white  and  black — could  be  cited, 
but  such  citations  would  smack  too  much  of  a  valedictory 
to  be  applicable  to  so  vital  a  person.  She  plans  to  live 
in  Richmond,  where  her  only  son  is.  We  hope  she  will 
come  back  to  Saint  Mary's  often,  and  we  have  a  feeling 
that  she  will.  Since  she  is  a  sympathetic  person,  she  will 
no  doubt  feel  the  urge  to  condole  personally  with  her 
successor,  for  she  knows  too  well  that  anyone  trying  to 
please  two  hundred  people  three  times  a  day  is  bound  to 
have  some  dark  moments. 


(Continued  from  Page  21) 

luncheon  and  talked  informally  of  the  changes  and  im- 
provements at  Saint  Mary's  and  of  plans  of  the  Alumnae 
Association. 

Mela  Royall  Carraway  has  volunteered  to  call  the  next 
alumnae  meeting  in  the  fall.  Eleanor  Jackson  Burleson 
appointed  the  following  nominating  committee  to  present 
a  slate  for  officers  at  the  fall  meeting:  Mrs.  Braxton  Jones 
(Helen  Bryan  Chamberlain),  Mrs.  Rhett  Winters  (Eliza- 
beth Knox),  and  Miss  Sara  Faulkner. 

Thirty-five  alumnae  were  present,  and  all  seemed  most 
enthusiastic  about  the  proposed  Washington  Alumnae 
Chapter. 

WILMINGTON 

The  Wilmington  chapter  met  in  January  to  make  plans 
for  a  benefit  bridge  party  in  February.  Frances  Thornton 
Broadfoot  was  made  chairman  of  the  Ways  and  Means 
Committee.  The  bridge  party  was  a  great  success,  netting 
$247.55.  In  addition  to  the  money  made  on  the  tables, 
the  chapter  had  a  rummage  sale  and  raffled  off  a  cake 
during  the  party.  Counting  the  $55.05  the  chapter  sent  in 
from  a  bridge  party  late  last  summer,  the  Wilmington 
Chapter  has  contributed  $302.60  to  the  Dining  Room  Fund 
this  year. 

On  May  18,  the  Wilmington  Chapter  held  their  spring 
meeting  in  the  little  chapel  at  Orton  Plantation,  with 
Betsy  Long  Sprunt,  president  of  the  chapter,  presiding. 
The  Alumnae  Secretary  was  present  and  spoke  to  the 
group  on  activities  at  the  school  and  plans  for  the  Alum- 
nae Association.  She  commended  the  chapter  for  their 
outstanding  activities  during  the  year.  The  following 
officers  were  elected  for  the  1949-50  year:  president,  Miss 
Jennie  Murchison;  vice-president,  Mrs.  Raymond  Holland; 
(Caroline  Northrup)  ;  secretary,  Mrs.  Robert  Groover 
(Lilly  Taylor)  ;  treasurer,  Mrs.  William  Atkinson,  Jr. 
(Mary  Stockard). 

After  the  meeting,  Betsy  Sprunt  invited  all  present  to 
Orton  House  for  tea.  The  house  was  beautifully  decorated 
with  roses  and  other  cut  flowers.  Iced  punch,  sandwiches, 
cakes,  nuts  and  mints  were  served. 

WILSON 

The  Wilson  Alumnae  Chapter  met  at  the  home  of  Mrs. 
C.  M.  Fleming,  Jr.  (Katharine  MacXair).  The  newly 
elected  officers  were  as  follows :  Daisy  Dixon,  president ; 
Mrs.  J.  C.  Dempsey,  vice-president ;  Margaret  Rawlings, 
secretary  and  treasurer ;  Mrs.  Fred  Swindell,  reporter. 

Those  present  at  the  meeting  were  Mrs.  T.  P.  Thomas, 
Mrs.  J.  C.  Dempsey,  Jr.,  Mrs.  Robert  Farris,  Mrs.  W.  J. 
King,  Mrs.  J.  G.  Hughes,  Miss  Daisy  Dixon,  Miss  Margaret 
Rawlings,  Mrs.  Lauie  H.  Swartzell,  Mrs.  R.  C.  McElroy, 
and  Mrs.  Fred  Swindell. 

WINSTON-SALEM 

The  Winston-Salem  Alumnae  Chapter  in  May  held  a 
benefit  bridge  and  fashion  show.  They  cleared  $110.15 
which  they  sent  in  to  the  Dining  Room  Fund. 
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delighted  with  the  wonderfully  mild  weather  we  had ;  it  was 
quite  warm  in  the  sun. 

"From  Montreux  we  took  many  short  day  trips  to  Lucerne, 
Lausanne,  Zurich,  Geneva,  and  by  funicular  railway  to  Inter- 
laken,  where  we  saw  the  winter  sports.  From  Switzerland  we 
drove  to  Dijon  for  the  night,  then  the  next  day  on  to  Paris 
by  way  of  Fontainebleau.  I  must  confess  I  was  disappointed 
in  Fontainebleau.  It  was  definitely  too  ornate  for  my  taste, 
but  interesting  in  spite  of  all  the  gargoyles.  Napoleon  must 
have  been  quite  a  fellow;  he  certainly  wanted  to  be  remem- 
bered, as  he  left  his  initials  all  over  France. 

"Paris  is,  of  course,  delightful ! !  But  it  is  a  big,  busy  city 
that  cannot  be  seen  in  a  day. 

"Sunday  was  a  day  to  end  all  days.  I  took  Memmie  and 
Mother  to  the  flea  market.  What  a  combination  of  ne'er-do- 
wells  and  cutthroats  !  And  the  prices,  ma  foi ! !  I  saw  a  dar- 
ling, or  I  should  say  beautiful,  bisque  clock  that  I  would  have 
adored  to  have  at  $700.00.  Of  course,  I  could  get  two  for 
that  at  home  and  avoid  toting  it. 

"But  then  all  the  prices  are  so  high  that  it  is  ridiculous ! 
French  flowers  average  $7.00  a  bouquet,  blouses  $35.00  or 
$40.00.  You  cannot  even  go  into  a  restaurant  for  less  than 
$3.50  or  $4.00  a  person.  These  prices  are  high  in  themselves 
but  especially  after  just  leaving  Italy  where  you  can  buy 
beautiful  pure  silk  blouses  made  to  measure  with  yards  of  lace 
for  $10.00. 

"We  will  be  in  Paris  at  least  two  more  weeks  if  not  three, 
then  on  to  Belgium  and  Holland.  We  have  walked  so  many 
million  miles  that  I  am  confident  my  feet  will  never  be  the 
same.  If  you  know  of  any  girls  who  are  coming  over,  do  warn 
them  to  bring  very,  very  comfortable  shoes  with  crepe  soles." 

From  England  she  writes  : 

"At  the  present  moment  I  am  huddled  over  the  gas  jet, 
sitting  on  a  hot  water  bottle  wrapped  in  a  comfort  trying  to 
generate  a  little  heat,  as  these  British  seem  to  be  violently 
allergic  to  central  heating — burr! 

"Ah,  how  we  did  enjoy  Paris — the  weather  was  so  lovely 
and  so  was  the  city.  We  spent  many  hours  in  the  Luxembourg 
Gardens  watching  the  children  at  play,  and  still  more  wander- 
ing up  and  down  the  Seine  collecting  a  print  here  and  a  print 
there. 

"Easter  Sunday  was  grand.  We  went  to  the  Church  of 
England  for  service;  it  was  a  most  inspiring  one.  Then  we 
wandered  through  the  Tuilleries,  had  lunch  at  Fouquet,  took 
a  ride  along  the  Champs  Elysees  in  a  cabby  and  had  tea  at 
Rumple  mines. 

"On  Easter  Monday  we  went  to  Longchamp  to  the  races 
(of  course,  the  real  reason  for  our  going  was  the  parade  of 
styles  by  the  big  couturiers).  What  a  beautiful  race  track — 
it  is  a  turf  one,  one  and  one-half  miles  long.  .  .  .  The  grounds 
are  beautifully  cared  for  and  covered  with  flower  beds. 

"We  did  have  some  lovely  trips  out  of  Paris.  We  went  to 
Normandy,  Chartree,  Fontainebleau,  Versailles,  the  Chateau 
Country,  and  many  other  fascinating  spots.  To  me  Chartres 
is  our'  of  the  most  beautiful  things  in  Europe;  it  even  sur- 
passed the  talcs  of  its  great  beauty.  The  day  we  were  there 
the  sun  was  quite  brilliant;  hence  the  windows  were  magnifi- 
cent. We  are  eo  proud  of  our  twentieth  century  accomplish- 
ments, but  as  yet  we  have  to  produce  anything  that  is  as  lovely 
as  those  windows. 


"One  night  we  went  to  the  opera  to  see  'Aida.'  It  was 
beautiful,  but  I  was  so  busy  gaping  at  the  opera  house  that  I 
missed  half  of  the  performance. 

"I  must  say  that  I  was  disappointed  in  French  fashions. 
They  are  not  half  as  good-looking  as  ours.  And  the  models ! 
Even  at  the  big  houses  they  stand  like  a  question  mark;  they 
are  all  flat-chested,  big-hipped,  and  about  %'s  of  them  are 
bow-legged. 

"After  leaving  Paris  we  continued  on  to  Brussels,  a  charm- 
ing city.  After  France,  the  glare  from  the  cleanliness  was 
terrific.  It  seems  that.  Belgium  is  in  the  best  financial  condi- 
tion of  any  country  in  Europe.  Certainly  there  is  more  to  he 
had  there — food,  clothes,  and  luxuries. 

"We  spent  several  days  there ;  then  we  went  to  The  Hague. 
Holland  is  fascinating.  We  were  fortunate  in  being  there  at 
the  height  of  the  tulip  season  to  see  miles  and  miles  and  miles 
of  tulips  of  every  variety  (there  are  1,500  different  kinds). 
We  went  to  the  flower  auctions  in  Amsterdam  and  saw  huge 
warehouses'  with  hundreds  of  wagons  of  flowers  all  being  sold 
at  the  same  time.  I  was  amazed  at  the  number  of  hothouses. 
700  acres  of  Holland  is  under  glass  and  over  94 's  of  the  tulip 
fields  have  central  heating  (pipes  under  the  ground  to  make 
the  tulips  bloom  earlier). 

"We  went  to  Amsterdam,  Rotterdam,  Delft,  Harlaam,  Was- 
senaar,  the  Isle  of  Marcum,  etc. 

"The  Dutch  really  have  accomplished  something  in  the  line 
of  reconstruction,  hut  they  are  still  very  strictly  rationed.  It 
is  very  interesting  to  hear  of  how  life  was  there  during  the 
occupation.  We  visited  all  the  landing  beaches  and  saw  the 
scenes  of  the  Battle  of  the  Resistance.  Rotterdam  still  shows 
many  signs  of  the  blitz,  beach  after  beach  of  ruins. 

"We  arrived  in  London  yesterday  and  as  yet  have  not  seen 
much  of  it  as  we  have  been  busy  completing  our  plans.  We 
plan  to  leave  for  Scotland  Tuesday  returning  to  London  on 
Monday.  That  will  give  us  nearly  a  week  here  in  all  before 
sailing.  We  had  to  cut  out  Ireland  as  time  is  growing  short 
and  Mother  insists  on  our  returning  on  the  'De  Grasse.' 

"I  leave  in  the  morning  to  spend  a  few  days  with  friends 
in  Kent."  *     *     *     * 

Sandy  writes  after  returning  home  in  late  May: 

"We  had  a  most  delightful  crossing.     The  'De  Grasse'  is 

wonderful,  and  the  food  just  out  of  the  world — especially  after 

England.    In  spite  of  the  cold  and  the  food  I  adored  England. 

London  is  fascinating,  and  the  Lake  District  is  to  me  the  most 

beautiful  sight  I  saw. 

"Scotland !     That  is  my  dish.     If  I  ever  had  to  leave  the 

U.  S.  A.,  I  would  pick  Scotland  to  move  to." 


LOGAN  VAUGHT  WINS  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY 
AWARD 

Logan  Vaught,  '48,  recently  won  a  merit  award  for  her 
short  story,  "The  Year's  at  the  Spring,"  in  the  annual 
contest  sponsored  by  the  Atlantic  Monthly. 

Logan  now  a  junior  at  Salem  College,  entered  a  story 
she  had  written  in  her  Advanced  English  Composition 
class.  Her  story  was  in  competition  with  those  written 
by  other  members  of  her  class  as  well  as  by  college  stu- 
dents all  over  the  country.  Awards  were  given  in  three 
groups:  the  best  short  story,  twenty  "top  stories,"  and 
the  merit  group  of  stories. 

Congratulations,  Logan!  The  BULLETIN  would  like 
to  print  your  short  stoiy  next  year,  if  it  is  permissible.. 
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Keeping  Up  U/ith   ~Tke  (21&55Q5 


1879 


Charles  M.  Lindsay  III, 
of  Mrs.  W.  E.  Lindsay, 
burg,  S.  C. — age  4  Vz . 


great  grandson 
'70,   of  Spartan- 


Ella  Tew  Lindsay  (Mrs.  W.  B.),  Class 
of  1879  writes — 

"Do  you  realize  that  next  June  19th 
will  be  the  seventieth  anniversary  of  the 
class  of  '79  which  was  the  first  class  at 
Saint  Mary's  to  receive  diplomas? 

"Someone  in  the  last  BULLETIN  asked 
for  some  photos,  so  I  am  enclosing  one  of 
my  only  great-grandchild,  four  and  a  half 
— Charles  M.  Lindsay,  III — with  a  front 
tooth  knocked  out. 

"I  read  the  BULLETIN  with  much 
pleasure  and  pass  it  on  to  other  alumnae." 

In  another  letter,  Mrs.  Lindsay  writes — 

"Through  one  of  the  Saint  Mary's  BUL- 
LETINS some  months  ago  I  got  in  touch 
with  a  lovely  pupil  of  mine,  Helen  Graus- 
man  Elias,  of  whom  I  had  not  heard  in 
more  than  sixty  years.  In  her  letter  to 
the  BULLETIN  she  spoke  of  her  years  at 
Saint  Mary's  and  mentioned  'Miss  Tew'  as 
one  of  her  favorite  teachers!  I  wrote  to 
her  at  once  and  we  have  kept  up  a  corre- 
spondence ever  since.  She  was  a  beauti- 
ful girl,  attractive  in  every  way." 

1907 
Rosa  Heath  Long   (Mrs.  W.  Lunsford), 
of  Warrenton   writes   that   in    March   she 
struck  the  jackpot — three  new  grandsons! 


1900 
Mrs.  Carroll  Mann  (Yanita  Crlbbs), 
honorary  alumna,  of  Raleigh,  who  taught 
at  Saint  Mary's  from  1905-09,  writes  in 
that  her  husband.  Professor  Mann,  re- 
ceived many  honors  from  national  and 
state  engineering  organizations  when  he 
retired  recently  as  head  of  the  Civil  En- 
gineering Department  at  State  College. 
Prof.  Mann  has  been  connected  with 
State  College  ever  since  his  graduation 
in  1S99.  "Miss  Cribbs"  has  three  chil- 
dren and  eight  grandchildren.  Both  of 
her  daughters,  Caroline  and  Nancy,  grad- 
uated at  Saint  Mary's. 

1020 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Katherine  Batts 
Salley  (Mrs.  W.  C),  1600  West  49th 
Street,  Norfolk  S,  Va. 

Dear  Class  of  '20: 

We  will  definitely  have  our  3  0-year  re- 
union at  Saint  Mary's  Commencement  in 
1950.  The  Alumnae  Secretary  has  urged 
us  to  do  so,  and  all  who  wrote  me  were 
heartily  in  favor.  Also,  Dora  Winters 
suggested  we  have  our  Class  Letter  next 
year  earlier  so  that  it  can  be  printed  in 
the  March  issue  of  the  BULLETIN.  "In 
that  way,"  she  states,  "we  announce  the 
plans  tor  the  reunion  and  also  list  the 
members  of  the  Class  who  plan  to  come." 
So  send  me  a  Christmas  card,  telling  me 
any  outstanding  news  and  whether  you 
think  you  can  make  it,  etc.,  etc. 

Lucy  London  wrote:  "I'll  surely  be  at 
Commencement  in  1950.  At  present  I'm 
happy  over  my  year-old  grandson  and 
busy  too.  Lucy  Lynn,  who  is  ten  now,  is 
my  greatest  concern  and  a  Saint  Mary's 
prospect." 

From  Annie  Higgs:  "There  is  no  par- 
ticular news  with  me  at  this  time.  I 
think  it  will  be  fine  to  have  a  reunion  in 
1950,  and  as  far  as  I  know  now  I  will 
surely  be  there." 

Eugenia  says:  "Seems  all  the  other 
girls  have  married  children,  but  I'm  still 
raising  them.  Dewey,  Jr.,  is  9  now  and 
in  the  4th  grade;  very  smart  in  school, 
having  skipped  a  grade  in  spite  of  being 
shifted  from  Maine  to  Georgia.  We  con- 
tinue to  come  down  to  Savannah  every 
winter  for  a  few  months  and  go  back  to 
Bangor  in  June  when  school  is  over. 
Billy  Alex  is  5  and  in  kindergarten. 
Dewey  and  I  plan  to  attend  the  Shrine 
Convention  in  California  in  1950,  and  I 
think  it  is  in  May.  If  the  time  does  not 
conflict  I  could  plan  to  attend  our  Class 
Reunion." 

Pauline  wrote:  "Such  a  busy  year  this 
has  been!  My  husband  was  given  a  doc- 
tor's degree  by  Wittenberg  College,  was 
elected  President  of  our  Kentucky  Synod, 
and  two  weeks  later  was  in  an  accident 
caused  by  a  drunken  driver,  which  meant 


no  preaching  for  four  months  and  a  cast 
for  six  months.  He  is  perfectly  well  now, 
though.  Also,  my  oldest  daughter  had  a 
baby  girl — our  first  grandchild.  Synod 
met  in  our  church  last  week — so  you  can 
see  what  I  have  been  doing  the  past 
year!" 

Patty  is  sure  she  will  come  to  the  1950 
commencement.  "You  see,  Pat,  my 
young  daughter,  is  at  Saint  Mary's  this 
year  and  expects  to  graduate  in  1950.  I 
can  think  of  nothing  nicer  than  seeing 
members  of  the  Class  of  1920  there  then. 
Do  try  to  work  it  up.  There  really  isn't 
much  to  report  on  the  Starr  family  this 
year.  Joe  is  out  of  the  Navy  now.  We 
are  glad  to  have  him  at  home  again,  after 
a  very  serious  operation,  in  Los  Angeles, 
last  summer.  He  now  seems  fully  recov- 
ered and  will  enter  school  again  in  the 
fall.  Pat  has  loved  her  year  at  Saint 
Mary's,  though  she  was  terribly  homesick 
at  first  (shades  of  191S)." 

Rene  wrote  a  grand  long  letter,  but  I 
can't  send  all  of  it  on  to  you.  She  is  very 
busy  with  her  job  as  Registrar. — "We 
have  the  largest  class  in  history  this  year 
— S5  of  them  plus  some  20  in  the  Theo- 
logical School.  There  have  been  quite  a 
few  changes  in  the  personnel  of  the  staff, 
and  the  Theological  School  is  making  al- 
most a  complete  turnover.  Rainsford  is 
also  graduating  from  High  School,  and 
that  involves  many  things.  As  for  the  re- 
union in  1950,  you  know  I'll  do  anything 
I  can  to  get  there.  But  as  it  comes  just 
before  our  commencement  here,  the 
chances  are  slim.  I  made  it  in  1942,  but 
since  our  student  body  has  increased  so 
since  then  and  the  graduating  classes  get- 
ting bigger  and  bigger,  I  don't  know 
whether  or  not  I'll  be  able  to  make  it." 

Catharine  Miller  Thomas  sent  me  a 
folder  of  the  Diocesan  Camps  and  Confer- 
ences at  Vade  Mecum,  N.  C.  She  is  to  be 
Director  of  the  Auxiliary  Conference  June 
12-17.  Merciful  heavens,  what  a  responsi- 
bility !  As  Patty  reminds  us  of  homesick- 
ness, so.  at  this.  I  say,  "Shades  of  Blue 
Ridge." 

I  saw  Catharine  in  Tarboro  in  February. 
We  met  by  appointment  but  didn't  have 
nearly  long  enough  to  talk.  And  since 
then  she  has  had  quite  an  experience,  an 
operation  on  her  knee — what,  and  why, 
I  don't  know.  She  says,  "Spent  a  while  in 
March  in  Duke  Hospital  with  my  leg  in 
traction  and  then  kept  it  up  at  home  for 
several  weeks.  Then  the  doctor  finally 
did  the  operation.  .  .  .  Teddy  is  working 
in  Alaska  this  summer.  .  .  .  Tommie  Mil- 
ler (her  brother)  is  to  be  married  June 
22nd  to  Marcella  Gregg  (Mrs.  Happy 
Chandler's  daughter).  .  .  .  Mary  has  been 
keeping  house  for  me.  .  .  .  Love  to  all — " 
She  didn't  mention  reunion,  but  of  course 
she'll  be  there.  And  I  want  to  add  that 
her  third  child,  Catharine,  was  married 
right  after  Christmas.  She  has  an  apart- 
ment in  Wilson  and  helped  keep  house, 
also,  while  her  mother  was  laid  up. 
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Mary  wrote  a  grand  letter  too.  She  is 
and  has  been  very  busy  with  so  many 
things,  but  that's  Mary.  Her  husband 
seems  to  be  just  about  as  energetic — they 
seem  to  have  been  the  main  cogs  in  an 
intensive  and  extensive  fund-raising  cam- 
paign for  completing  their  church  build- 
ing. She  has  headed  the  Cancer  Society 
again  with  that  campaign  to  attend  to, 
and  she  blithely  stated  that  "as  one  rea- 
son for  being  so  busy  this  year,  I  have 
been  helping  Charles  full  time  in  the 
office.  .  .  .  Mildred  and  George  get  home 
occasionally  (George  is  cutting  a  wide 
swath  at  Stanford  in — as  you  might  have 
expected — dramatics.  Mildred  is  secre- 
tary to  a  dermatologist  in  San  Francisco), 
but  we  won't  even  see  much  of  Mary  Vir- 
ginia this  summer  as  she  will  be  in  New 
York  getting  'practical  experience'  in 
radio.    She  is  studying  it  at  Stephens.  .  .  ." 

Audrey,  another  career  woman,  keeps 
busy,  but  she  says  she  thrives  on  it — and 
is  gaining  weight.  I  guess  she  thought 
she'd  better  warn  us.  as  she  says:  "As  to 
a  reunion  in  1950,  I  shall  be  happy  to 
attend,  so  far  as  I  know  now.  My  four- 
and-a-half-month-old  granddaughter  is  my 
news.  As  all  doting  grandparents  would 
say,  she  is  a  'honey.'  " 

I  saw  Catherine  Boyd  Browne  in  April 
in  Chapel  Hill.  She  was  fine,  and  all  her 
children  doing  interesting  things.  She 
had  seen  Nina  not  long  before,  Anne 
Duncan  Brown  last  year,  and  told  me  that 
Mrs.  Toy  had  had  a  gall  bladder  operation 
but  was  recuperating  nicely. 

I  am  about  ready  to  take  off  for  Char- 
lottesville to  see  Moke.  My  child  goes 
there  with  his  H.S.  Band  for  the  Music 
Festival  this  week-end,  and  Moke  has  in- 
vited Callier  and  me  to  come  up.  If  I 
were  writing  this  next  week  I  could  tell 
you  her  news  at  first  hand.  In  her  note 
she  didn't  say  much  but  that  she'd  be  sure 
to  meet  us  at  reunion.  Of  course  I  have 
her  Christmas  family  letter,  but  somehow 
I  have  lost  it. 

See  you  next  year! 

1922 

Susan  Fitchett,  who  works  at  St.  Cath- 
erine's School  in  Richmond,  Va.,  visited 
the  school  in  March,  1949. 

Eva  Lee  Glass  Appleby  (Mrs.  F.  S. ), 
10S5  Park  Ave.,  New  York  28.  N.  Y., 
writes  in:  "Like  most  of  America,  my 
husband  and  I  are  going  abroad  this 
summer  for  two  months." 

1925 — REUNION' — 1950 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Emily  Burgwyn 
Sneed  (Mrs.  Jackson  M.),  Apt.  4,  33  West 
Lock  Lane.  Richmond  21,  Va. 

Dear  Class  of  19  25: 

It  has  been  interesting  to  receive  cards 
and  letters  from  a  number  of  the  members 
of  our  class.  However,  I  am  hoping  that 
in  the  next  class  letter  in  the  BULLETIN 
there  will  be  news  from  ALL.  Inasmuch 
as  the  forthcoming  school  year  of  1950 
will  be  our  25th  anniversary  and  reunion 
year,  it  is  hoped  that  each  1925  class 
member    will    manifest    renewed    interest 


and  class  spirit.  Show  your  class  interest 
by  being  a  regular  contributor  to  the 
"Class  Letter"! !  ! 

Since  the  March  issue  of  the  BULLE- 
TIN I  have  heard  the  first  time  from  Grace 
Duncan  Rose  and  Ellen  Melick  Rollins. 
I  am  hoping  that  I  shall  have  news  from 
Julia  Staley  Poole  and  Katherine  Johnson 
Watson  before  another  class  letter  is  due. 

Snapshots  of  yourselves,  your  homes, 
and  your  sons  and  daughters  are  wanted 
to  liven  up  and  add  interest  to  the  BUL- 
LETIN and,  also,  to  go  into  a  class  scrap- 
book  to  be  shown  at  our  reunion  in  1950. 
Remember  this  during  the  summer  when 
you  are  taking  "snaps." 

To  be  certain  you  receive  your  copy  of 
the  BULLETIN  don't  fail  to  send  your 
alumnae  contribution  to  the  Alumnae  Sec- 
retary. That  is  the  only  way  you  can  keep 
up  with  your  Saint  Mary's  classmates. 

Catherine  Menuies  Mathewes  (Mrs. 
Catherine  M.) :  The  class  of  192  5  extends 
deepest  sympathy  to  our  class  president 
in  the  loss  of  her  mother,  who  died  very 
suddenly  the  first  week  in  May.  Mrs. 
Menzies  was  one  of  the  most  beloved 
women  in  Hickory,  N.  C,  and  her  sudden 
death  was  a  great  shock  to  her  family 
and  countless  friends.  Our  hearts  and 
thoughts  go  out  to  Catherine  in  her  great 
sorrow.  I  am  sure  she  would  be  com- 
forted in  hearing  from  her  1925  class- 
mates. Her  address  is  1306  13th  Avenue, 
Hickory,  N.  C. 

I  hope  the  class  will  be  interested  in 
the  following  news. 

Mary  Green:  "Bobbie's"  address  is  109 
First  St.,  N.E.,  Washington,  D.  C.  Bob- 
bie's work  in  the  Library  of  Congress 
keeps  her  quite  busy;  however,  she  never 
fails  to  show  her  class  loyalty  and  always 
sends  a  speedy  reply  to  my  S.O.S.  for  class 
news.  Bobbie  and  I  are  still  wearing  our 
1925  class  rings.  I  wonder  how  many 
other  classmates  can  report  the  same. 
The  following  is  from  Bobbie's  letter: 
"Emily  dear,  That  long  chat  over  the 
phone  with  you  was  grand!  Sometime 
when  I  am  in  Richmond  I  hope  we  can 
really  get  together  for  a  visit.  Mother 
and  I  had  such  a  delightful  stay  in  pic- 
turesque old  Williamsburg.  The  trees 
and  gardens  there  were  a  constant  delight. 
The  lectures  and  movies  at  the  -reception 
center  were  most  interesting  and  enter- 
taining. We  were  charmed  with  the  Gov- 
ernor's Palace  and  the  Wythe  House. 
The  Colonial  Capitol  by  candlelight  trans- 
ported us  to  the  18th  century.  Mela 
Royall  Carraway,  '26,  phoned  me  today 
to  tell  me  of  a  Saint  Mary's  alumnae 
luncheon  to  be  held  next  week  in  Wash- 
ington. Mrs.  Frank  Graham  (Marion 
Drane),  the  wife  of  the  new  North  Caro- 
lina Senator,  will  be  the  honor  guest.  She 
is  an  ardent  Saint  Mary's  alumna.  Mrs. 
Brown,  Grace  Duncan  Rose's  sister,  will 
also  attend.  I  am  so  glad  we  are  at  last 
getting  together.  Write  soon!!  Lots  of 
love,  'Bobbie.'  " 

Katherine  Martin  Lawther  (Mrs.  F. 
Rivers)  resides  at  1903  Princess  St.,  Wil- 
mington, N.  C.  A  card  from  Katherine 
says  she   hasn't  any  special   news   to   re- 


port. She  is  busy  teaching.  Certainly 
hope  she  will  write  a  long  newsy  letter 
soon. 

Bettie  Fell  Siegrist  (Mrs.  Henry  G.) 
lives  at  15  Farnsworth  Avenue,  Borden- 
town,  New  Jersey.  A  card  from  Bettie 
says,  "I  can't  possibly  send  news  for  every 
issue  of  the  BULLETIN!  There  isn't 
enough  newsworthy  material  in  my  fam- 
ily. I  shall  not  be  at  Commencement  this 
year.    Sorry  to  be  so  uneventful! !    Bettie." 

Ellen  Melick  Rollins  (Mrs.  Thomas  S.) 
is  now  living  at  202  E.  Colonial  Avenue, 
Elizabeth  City,  N.  C.  It  was  a  delight  to 
hear  from  Ellen — the  first  news  from  her 
since  the  revival  of  our  class  letter.  Cer- 
tainly hope  she  will  continue  to  contribute 
news.  Ellen  has  written:  "Dear  Emily, 
I  have  been  a  widow  since  1940.  I  am 
now  living  at  home  with  my  parents — 
'young  sprouts  of  77  and  82  years!!'  I 
am  currently  engaged  in  compiling  the 
North  Carolina  section  of  a  national  guide 
book  soon  to  be  published.  I  have  a 
beautiful  daughter,  17  years  old,  named 
Nancy,  who  is  in  school  at  Fassifern  in 
Hendersonville,  N.  C.  I  hope  upon  her 
graduation  there  she  will  go  to  Saint 
Mary's.  'Pris'  Little  is  Mrs.  'Lucky' 
Wood  and  is  now  living  at  202  W.  Main 
St.  in  Elizabeth  City.     Love,  Ellen." 

Ariel  Close:  Ariel's  address  is  Quarters 
60S-A,  Marine  Corps  Schools,  Quantieo,  Va. 
Ariel  is  one  of  the  "faithful"  and  always 
contributes  to  the  class  letter.  She  has 
recently  written:  "Dear  Emily,  Was  so 
sorry  not  to  see  you  at  Colin  Jr. 's  wed- 
ding. I  looked  for  you  after  the  cere- 
mony. You  probably  were  out  of  the 
church  before  I  was.  The  wedding  was 
very  lovely,  I  thought.  It  makes  me  feel 
so  old  to  think  of  Mary  Starke  having  a 
married  son.  I  spent  the  week  end  of 
the  wedding  at  'Nutshell'  with  Mary  and 
enjoyed  seeing  all  of  her  family.  Was 
disappointed  not  to  see  you  in  February, 
but  I  could  not  get  to  Richmond  as  I  had 
planned.  I  have  not  made  any  real  plans 
for  a  vacation  this  summer,  but  I  think 
I'll  visit  members  of  my  family  closer 
than  Reno!!  I  am  sorry  I  do  not  have 
any  news  of  special  interest.  I  do  want 
to  see  you.  We  must  get  together  soon. 
Lots  of  love,  Ariel." 

Anna  Whaley  Smith  Elliott  (Mrs.  M.  S.) 
lives  at  121  North  38th  Avenue,  Omaha, 
Nebraska.  Whaley  answered  my  letter 
promptly  with  an  air  mail  letter.  She 
enclosed  two  cute  snapshots  of  her  attrac- 
tive son  and  daughter.  Her  son,  Sidney, 
is  13  years  old,  and  her  daughter,  Anna, 
is  11  years  old.  Whaley  wrote:  "Dear 
Emily,  received  your  nice  letter  and  the. 
copy  of  the  March  class  letter  today.  En- 
joyed both  so  much.  It  is  needless  to  say 
you  would  make  a  'good  salesman.'  Here 
I  am  in  the  midst  of  the  many  duties  of  a 
busy  housewife  and  mother,  and  you  make 
me  stop  everything  and  sit  down  to  chat 
with  you  on  paper! !  Anna  had  her  dance 
recital  on  Friday,  May  13th.  The  whole 
affair  was  very  lovely  and  most  spectacu- 
lar. Sidney  plays  baseball  so  much  after 
school  that  he  gets  home  in  time  to  eat 
supper  and  go  to  bed.     The  enclosed  suap- 
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shots  of  my  children  aren't  very  clear,  hut 
they  will  give  you  some  idea  how  the 
children  look.  They  favor  their  father — 
thank  heavens! ! !  Spring  is  with  us  after 
a  long  hard  winter  and  it  is  wonderful  to 
see  the  green  grass  and  trees,  watch  flow- 
ers grow,  and  hear  children  playing  out- 
side once  more.  Love  to  all  the  1925 
girls.     Write  again  soon.     Whaley." 

Grace  Duncan  Rose  (Mrs.  Augustus  S.) 
lives  at  S7  Rutledge  Road,  Belmont,  Mass. 
The  first  letter  from  Grace  since  the  re- 
vival of  our  class  letter  came  too  late  for 
the  last  issue,  but  I  will  take  excerpts 
from  it  for  this  letter.  They  will,  no 
doubt,  be  of  interest  to  her  classmates. 
"Emily,  dear:  It  was  good  of  you  to  write 
and  it  was  indeed  grand  to  have  news  of 
you  after  so  many  years  and  milestones. 
I  should  have  written  when  your  cards 
came,  but  somehow  the  cards  were  always 
put  aside  until  it  was  too  late.  Our  fam- 
ily of  six  seems  to  be  thriving.  Our  chil- 
dren are  Ann,  aged  12,  Augustus  Steele, 
III,  aged  10%,  Charles  Duncan,  7%,  and 
Jane,  4  Vi  years.  They  are  in  four  differ- 
ent schools  this  year,  so  life  gets  a  little 
hectic  at  times — meeting  so  many  sched- 
ules and  attending  so  many  different  par- 
ents' meetings.  'Buck,'  my  doctor  hus- 
band, is  much  too  busy  to  suit  the  other 
members  of  the  family.  He  still  teaches 
neurology  and  psychiatry  at  Harvard. 
With  his  private  practice  and  his  work 
with  the  State  Health  Department,  he  is 
much  too  busy  to  suit  me.  Aside  from  my 
work  with  the  Belmont  League  of  Women 
Voters,  I  have  been  working  with  the 
organization  of  the  Boston  Psychopathic 
Hospital  Auxiliary  for  the  last  three  years. 
I  can  assure  you  that  what  I  do  all  adds 
up  to  running  a  three-ring  circus — with 
club  work,  hospital  work,  my  house  work, 
and  a  family  to  take  care  of.  I  have  no 
recent  snapshots  of  'my  young.'  We  have 
been  very  neglectful  except  for  a  few 
movies  of  them.  I  would  be  delighted  to 
see  you  sometime  when  we  are  driving 
through  Richmond  on  our  way  to  North 
Carolina.      Sincerely,  Grace." 

Elizabeth  Wood  McMullan  (Mrs.  Grice) 
lives  at  1120  West  Avenue,  Richmond, 
Va.  Lib's  son,  Grice  Jr.,  attends  St.  Chris- 
topher's School,  where  I  teach;  therefore 
I  have  an  opportunity  to  talk  frequently 
with  her.  Grice  is  an  excellent  student 
and  takes  an  active  part  in  athletics.  Her 
daughter,  Betty,  is  a  prospective  Saint 
Mary's  girl. 

Emily  Burgwyn  Sneed  (Mrs.  Jackson 
M.),  33  West  Lock  Lane,  Richmond  21, 
Va. :  The  correspondence  with  the  mem- 
bers of  the  class  of  19  25  has  been  most 
enjoyable  and  I  look  forward  to  hearing 
from  them.  Unfortunately,  I  rarely  ever 
have  an  opportunity  to  see  any  of  them; 
however,  occasionally  it  is  a  treat  to  have 
a  telephone  conversation  with  a  school- 
mate who  is  in  Richmond  on  a  visit  or 
passing  through  the  city.  Recently  "Bob- 
bie" Green  and  her  mother  were  here  over 
night  en  route  to  Williamsburg.  It  was  a 
real  treat  to  have  a  long  phone  chat  with 
"Bobbie."  The  next  time  I  am  in  Wash- 
ington I  hope  to  see  her.     From  time  to 


time  I  see  "Lib"  Wood  McMullan  (Mrs. 
Grice),  my  only  classmate  in  Richmond. 
Frequently  I  see  Pauline  Chears  Phillips 
(Mrs.  Harry  N.)  (1921),  Leslie  Ritter 
Thompson  (Mrs.  Edwin),  Anne  Ruffln 
Sims  Wallerstein  (Mrs.  Emanuel),  Page 
Bird  Woods  (Mrs.  W.  S.  D.),  Elizabeth 
Thomas  (1929),  and  Margaret  Norfleet 
(1947),  who  has  a  position  with  Miller 
and  Rhoads.  During  Garden  Week  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  Betty  Cabell  Dug- 
dale  (Mrs.  Arthur),  who  is  hostess  at  his- 
torical Virginia  House  in  Richmond.  Her 
daughter,  Cabell  Dugdale,  a  student  at 
St.  Catherine's  School,  recently  won  recog- 
nition in  the  statewide  Latin  contest. 
Margaret  Ellen  Lester  Register  (Mrs. 
John  M.)  (1926)  has  written  that  she  has 
recently  moved  into  her  new  cottage  at 
Tybee  Beach  near  Savannah.  While  visit- 
ing in  North  Carolina  in  May  I  saw  Mar- 
garet Burgwyn  Cooley  (Mrs.  Tilghman) 
of  Woodland,  N.  C.  She  has  two  most 
attractive  little  boys.  Maria  Long  Hunter 
(Mrs.  Frank  P.)  of  Roanoke  Rapids, 
N.  C,  was  in  Richmond  a  few  days  ago, 
and  she  will  spend  a  week  end  with  me 
soon.  I  get  very  interesting  letters  from 
Betty  Gray  Long  Zouch,  who  resides  in 
Baltimore.  In  February  I  went  to  Ash- 
land to  the  wedding  of  Mary  Starke 
Woods'  son,  Colin  Jr.,  and  hoped  to  see 
Ariel  Close,  who  was  there,  but  in  some 
way  we  missed  seeing  each  other.  My 
husband  and  I  spent  ten  days  in  New 
York  this  spring,  and  we  were  "on  the 
go"  every  minute.  Saw  some  grand  shows, 
heard  some  opera,  and  visited  several 
friends.  Jack  and  I  are  looking  forward 
to  spending  some  week  ends  in  the  moun- 
tains and  at  Virginia  Beach  this  summer. 
This  being  the  last  class  letter  before  the 
fall  issue  of  the  BULLETIN,  I  want  to  wish 
all  of  you  a  very  happy  summer.  I  hope 
each  classmate  will  see  some  Saint  Mary's 
girls  during  the  summer  and  gather  lots  of 
news  to  report  in  the  fall.  However,  I 
shall  welcome  letters  and  cards  from  you 
any  time.  Love  and  best  wishes  to  all  the 
members  of  our  class. 

*      *      * 

Maude  Stinson  Morrow  (Mrs.  Stinson) 
of  Raleigh  writes  the  following:  "Being 
a  grandmother  is  more  fun  than  anything. 
My  daughter  Mary  (Mrs.  Louis  Lipinsky, 
Jr.,  of  Asheville)  has  a  daughter,  Mary 
Lou,  born  January  13,  1949. 

"Also,  I  think  maybe  I  am  the  only  dirt 
farmer  that  Saint  Mary's  ever  produced. 
I  am  the  sole  owner  and  operator  (and 
chief  field  hand)  of  a  small  project  known 
as  Wakefield  Orchard.  I  only  have  about 
2,000  trees;  I  do  all  the  work,  myself, 
except  plowing  and  running  the  tractor, 
and  it  is  located  12  miles  south  of  Ra- 
leigh on  Highway  15-A." 

1920 
Melba  Austin  White  (Mrs.  D.  F.),  the 
former  Mrs.  Charles  T.  Plybon,  Jr.,  writes 
in  that  she  was  married  five  years  ago  to 
Delmar  F.  White  of  Mebane,  N.  C.  "I 
now  have  a  daughter  four  years  of  age 
and  her  name  is  Melba  Louise  White." 


1927 
Mela  Royall  Carroway  (Mrs.  William) 
wrote  Miss  Bason  at  Saint  Mary's  that 
she  had  been  to  a  luncheon  at  Fort  Meade 
that  Katherine  Watson  had  for  Virginia 
Holt,  academic  head  of  Saint  Mary's  prior 
to  Mrs.  Cruikshank. 

1929 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Elizabeth  Thom- 
as,   1915    Hanover    Ave.,    Richmond,    Va. 

Dear  Class  of  '2  9: 

Wish  all  of  you  could  have  been  pres- 
ent at  our  grand  reunion!  It  seems  a 
happy  dream  now  that  I  am  home.  I 
went  to  Raleigh  on  Thursday  night, 
June  2.  The  first  thing  I  did  was  to 
look  up  "our  daughter,"  Nedra  Gil- 
more.  She  had  a  room  on  East  Wing  on 
the  first  floor,  and  I  found  her  surround- 
ed by  suitcases,  trunks,  etc.  Nedra  is  a 
lovely  girl  and  has  the  same  sweet  man- 
ner that  Janice  has  always  had.  As  I 
went  through  East  Wing  I  came  upon  a 
student  talking  over  a  phone.  Yes,  tele- 
phones are  on  all  the  halls  and  there  is 
a  central  switchboard  in  East  Rock. 
Imagine  that  in  our  day!  That  night  I 
slipped  over  to  the  dining  room  and  saw 
Mrs.  Marriott  before  she  closed  for  the 
night.  She  is  leaving  Saint  Mary's — 
imagine  Saint  Mary's  without  her.  I  was 
tucked  into  bed  by  Mrs.  Naylor  in  the 
same  bed  in  the  infirmary  I  used  during 
the  Centennial — that  large  front  room 
with  seven  beds. 

Friday  morning  I  slept  through  break- 
fast and  went  downtown  to  meet  Mary 
Laurens  Withers  (Mrs.  John  T.  Richard- 
son). She  took  me  to  lunch  at  the  Sir 
Walter,  and  we  had  a  grand  chat  to- 
gether. On  my  return  to  Saint  Mary's  I 
found  Jacquelin  Drane  (Mrs.  Pembroke 
Nash)  waiting  for  me.  The  same  grand 
Jac'  with  that  magnetic  personality  of 
hers,  and  as  full  of  enthusiasm  as  any 
school  girl.  We  went  over  our  plans  for 
the  reunion  dinner,  and  then  she  hurried 
off  to  Chapel  Hill  to  join  Jo'  Parker 
Schaeffer  at  Mrs.  Drane's  home  there.  I 
had  dinner  at  the  school  at  the  Rev.  I. 
Harding  Hughes'  table,  and  everyone  was 
so  nice  to  me.  The  only  disappointment 
of  my  visit  was  the  fact  that  the  students 
do  not  sing  to  the  alumnae  anymore.  Re- 
member how  good  it  was  to  be  greeted 
by  that  little  song  "...  we  are  singing, 
praises  ringing,  we  shall  never  find  your 
equal  .  .  .  here's  to  you!"  I  missed  it, 
even  though  it  was  a  rather  silly  song. 
[They  still  sing  that  song,  but  they  must 
have  overlooked  it  in  the  commencement 
rush. — Ed.] 

That  night  Miss  Davis'  students  gave 
"As  You  Like  It"  on  an  improvised  stage 
on  the  east  side  of  the  auditorium.  Miss 
Davis  is  still  carrying  off  first  prizes  with 
her  plays  each  year. 

Saturday  morning,  while  eating  break- 
fast at  a  Toddle  House  across  from  Ed- 
wards and  Cain  Drug  Store,  Mr.  Guess 
and  some  students  dropped  in  for  cof- 
fee. Imagine  breakfast  off  the  campus! 
I  met  Nannie  Crowder  on  the  path  lead- 
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The  Class  of  '29  celebrates  at  a  banquet  at  the  Reinlyn  House   Saturday  night,  June  4.     Pictured    (sitting  left  to  right)    are: 
Miss  Florence  C.  Davis,  Josephine  Parker  Schaeffer,   Nannie  Crowder,   Jacquelin    Drane    Nash,   Janice   Harbort    Gilmore,    Lib' 
Thomas,    and    Mrs.    Lola   B.    Naylor;     (standing)    Mary    Laurens  Withers  Richardson,  Kate  Parks  Kitchen,  Emily  Sumner  Gal- 
ligher,  Nancy  Nash,  daughter  of  Jac'  Nash,  Nedra  and  Gloria   Gilmore   (daughters  of  Janice  Gilmore),  Meta  Stockard  Masono 
Margaret  Runnion  and  Mary  Marshall  Briggs.  j 


ing  to  school,  and  we  returned  to  the 
parlor  to  find  Janice  Harbort  (Mrs.  Har- 
old Gilmore)  looking  charming,  lovely 
and  far  too  young  to  have  two  grown 
daughters.  Soon  alumnae  from  far  and 
near  were  greeting  each  other — among 
them  were  Lib  Webb  Matheson,  Hazel 
Weatbersby  Gary,  Cokie  Collier  Spicer, 
"Pie"  Smith,  and  others.  Hazel  had  her 
fine  looking  sixteen-year-old  son  with 
her.  His  twin  sister  could  not  come  with 
them.  Jo'  Parker  and  Jacqueline  arrived 
from  Chapel  Hill,  Annette  Tucker  Allen, 
Mary  Laurens  Withers  Richardson,  Nan- 
nie Crowder,  Janice  and  myself  made  up 
our  class  representation  at  the  alumnae 
meeting.  We  met  Nancy  Nash,  our  other 
daughter,  at  Saint  Mary's  this  year. 
Nancy  had  to  undergo  a  serious  opera- 
tion at  Johns  Hopkins  in  March,  and 
dropped  out  of  school  for  the  rest  of  the 
semester.  We  were  so  happy  that  she 
could  join  us  for  our  reunion  and  that 
her  operation  was  such  a  success.  She's 
a  lovely  girl,  tall  just  like  her  Mamma, 
and  is  crazy  about  Saint  Mary's.  I  nomi- 
nated Jacquelin  president  of  the  General 
Alumnae  Association,  but  she  declined 
the  honor  because  of  home  duties.  Per- 
haps when  we  return  in  1954  she  will 
be  in  the  president's  chair.  After  the 
alumnae  meeting  we  had  our  picture 
taken  in  the  study  hall — no  longer  a 
room  full  of  desks.  Instead,  lovely 
tables  and  individual  chairs  are  used. 
At  the  luncheon  our  class  members  sat 
together,  and  we  were  joined  by  Hazel 
Weatbersby  Gary. 

The  afternoon  was  spent  in  various 
ways — Jac',  Jo',  Mary  Laurens  and  I 
went  down  to  the  Reinlyn  House  (a  love- 
ly old  house  on  Hillsboro  Street  which 
has  been  converted  into  a  tea  room)    to 


decorate  the  tables  for  our  dinner,  etc. 
I  made  small  programs  of  lavender  and 
purple  paper  miniature  fans  out  of  paper 
doilies,  and  our  flowers  were  purple  and 
lavender  larkspur.  We  thought  every- 
thing looked  quite  festive. 

Our  dinner  was  a  grand  success — 
sherry,  steaks,  parfaits!  A  photographer 
took  our  picture,  which  I  hope  will  ap- 
pear in  the  BULLETIN.  There  were  16 
of  us  in  all^Jacquelin,  Josephine,  Mary 
Laurens,  Kate  Parks,  Meta,  Emily,  Nan- 
nie, Janice,  Mary  Marshall,  Margaret  R., 
Nancy  Nash,  Gloria  and  Nedra  Gilmore, 
Miss  Davis,  Mrs.  Naylor  and  myself.  At 
the  last  minute  Annette  and  "Pank" 
could  not  make  it,  and  we  were  disap- 
pointed.     Our  program   was   as   follows: 

Blessing — Miss  Florence   Davis. 

Welcome — Jacquelin  Drane  Nash. 

Awarding  of  prizes  (our  daughters 
had  to  return  for  the  Glee  Club  concert, 
so  we  awarded  the  prizes  before  they 
left) — Lib'  Thomas. 

Janice  won  an  etching  of  Smedes  Hall 
for  having  the  first  daughter  to  register 
at  Saint  Mary's  from  the  class  of  '29. 

Jacquelin  was  given  a  box  of  Saint 
Mary's  note  paper  for  having  the  second 
daughter  at  Saint  Mary's. 

"Pank"  was  awarded,  in  absentia,  a 
miniature  easy  chair  for  having  the  larg- 
est family — five  children  plus  an  adopted 
son.  "The  easy  chair  to  rest  in,  and 
let  the  children  spoil  her  now." 

Jac'  won  second  place  again — a  minia- 
ture rocking  chair  for  having  five  chil- 
dren also.  Since  her  baby  is  just  a  year 
old.  she's  still  in  the  "rocking  chair" 
stage. 

Jo'  won  a  miniature  red  airplane  for 
having  traveled  the  longest  distance  to 
the  reunion. 


Class  History — Janice  Harbort  Gil- 
more. 

Last  Will  and  Testament — Josephine 
Parker  Schaeffer. 

In  Memoriam — Lib'  Thomas. 
"Today    at    Saint    Mary's    there    were    a 

number  of  faces  we  did  not  see, 
Of    those    who    inspired    and    guided    us 

along   life's   way. 
Bishop    Cheshire,    A.    W.    Tucker,    Miss 

Cooke,  Mr.  Jones  and  dear  Miss  Lee; 
Also,    Mr.    Stone,    Miss    Sutton,    Dr.    and 

Mrs.   Way. 
They    have    left    their    influence    behind 

them  on  your  life  and  on  mine, 
Let's  stand  in  silence  in  their  honor,  dear 

classmates  of  '29." 

Class    Poem — Jacqueline    Drane    Nash. 

Class  Prophecy — Nannie  Crowder. 

Class  Roll — Read  by  Lib'   Thomas    (to 

give  everyone  a  chance  to  know  the  news 

of  our  class,  I'll  report  on  the  roll  call). 

Emily   Wood   Badbani    (Mrs.    Tom    Coxe, 

Jr.),     657    Cashua    St.,    Darlington,' 

S.   C. 

"Pank"  had  reserved  places  for  Tom 
and  herself  and  at  the  last  moment  we 
received  the  following  telegram — "Im- 
possible to  be  with  you  this  week  end. 
When  you  announce  absences  caused  by 
religious  duties  the  class  will  know  that 
twenty  years  have  wrought  a  change." 
In  a  "special"  she  explained  that  Tom, 
as  Senior  Warden  of  their  church,  had 
to  entertain  a  prospective  clergyman  that 
week  end  and  "as  a  good  and  loyal  wife, 
I  cannot  let  him  down,  although  it  breaks 
my  heart  to  give  up  this  visit  with  you 
girls."  Pank's  oldest  daughter,  Emily,  is 
a  student  at  St.  Catherine's  here  in  Rich- 
mond. I  visited  her  recently  and  she  is 
Pank  all  over  again — a  lovely,  pretty 
girl.      Miss    Mary    Spruill    is    a    teacher 
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there,  and  I  had  a  nice  visit  with  her,  too, 
and  she  sent  her  love  to  everyone. 
Florence  Bowers  (Mrs.  Joseph  A.  Carter), 
c/o    Miss    Mary    Bowers,    Main    St.. 

Washington,  N.  C. 

No    news    from    her — do    any    of    you 
know  the  news  of  Florence? 
Mary     Marshall     Briggs,      1S02     Oberlin 
Road,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Present.  She  told  us  that  she  is  sec- 
retary to  the  Children's  Unit  and  Student 
Section  of  the  County  Welfare  Dept.  in 
Raleigh. 

Edna   Belle    Britt    (Mrs.    Mason),    113  % 
Chamberlain  St.,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

Sorry  she  could  not  make  it.  She  is 
a  secretary  at  State  College  and  told  me 
over  the  phone  that  she  was  extra  busy 
with  end-of-the-term  work  at  State  Col- 
lege. 

Margaret  Duncan  Cameron,  S15  Alameda 
Boulevard,    Coronado,    California. 

This  wire  came  from  "Cam" — "Wish 
I  could  be  with  all  of  you  tonight.  Sorry 
distance  is  so  great.  My  best  to  each  one. 
Hope  to  make  next  reunion." 
Nannie  Crowder,  238,  Young  St.,  Hender- 
son, N.  C. 

Nannie  reported  that  she  has  been 
working  a  48-hour  week  at  the  Leslie 
Perry  Library  at  Henderson  and  super- 
vises the  cataloguing  and  ordering  at  the 
Louisburg  and  Franklinton,  N.  C,  li- 
braries. She's  been  driving  her  car  as 
a  "bookmobile"  and  runs  a  couple  of 
farms  tool 

Jacquelin  Drane   (Mrs.  Pembroke  Nash), 
Tarboro,  N.  C. 

Jac'  responded  that  she  has  three  more 
daughters  to  come  to  Saint  Mary's.    She 


left  Pern  home  with  her  son  and  other 
daughters.  She  leads  a  busy  life  with 
her  family  and  church  work.  We  are 
proud  that  we  have  one  member  of  our 
class  on  the  Saint  Mary's  Alumnae  Coun- 
cil. 

Clyde  Mason  Duncan  I  Mrs.  James  D. 
Herrman),  S20  Oakwood  Ave.,  Day- 
ton, Ohio. 
Clyde  sent  a  note  of  regrets  and  en- 
closed snapshots  of  her  three  redheaded 
daughters.  She  wrote:  "Since  we  are 
leaving  for  North  Carolina  the  first  of 
July  for  a  month,  I  am  afraid  that  it  will 
be  impossible  for  me  to  make  two  trips. 
.  .  .  The  oldest  of  my  three  redheads  is 
almost  12  and  will  graduate,  white  dress 
and  all,  from  the  sixth  grade  on  June  1st. 
She  is  an  inch  taller  than  I  am  already 
and,  fortunately,  has  her  father's  dis- 
position and  love  for  music.  Patsy  will 
be  five  in  June  and  Peggy  is  three.  .  .  . 
The  children  plus  my  house,  garden,  and 
outside  activities  and  a  great  deal  more 
church  work  than  I  ever  anticipated 
doing  keep  me  busy  from  morning  till 
night.  We  have  a  wonderful  time,  and  a 
gay  one.  .  .  .  Please  tell  the  girls  that 
I  will  be  down  at  my  house  in  Beaufort 
all  the  month  of  July,  and  that  I  would 
love  to  see  any  of  them  if  they  should 
be  in  that  section.  Jim  and  I  have  gone 
down  every  summer  since  we  were  mar- 
ried. .  .  .  Hope  you  will  have  a  wonder- 
ful reunion.  .  .  .  Give  everyone  my  love." 
Ellen  Eskridge  (Mrs.  Walter  L.  Sanders, 
Jr.),  3216  N.  Abingdon  St.,  Arling- 
ton, Va. 
Ellen  wrote:  "Wish  I  could  attend  the 
reunion.  However,  with  two  children  to 
arrange  for,  I  think  it  would  be  quite  a 


chore.  ...  I  have  a  boy,  nearly  nine,  and 
a  little  girl  who  will  be  five  in  Au- 
gust .  .  ." 

Louise  Fanner,    410    Cutler   St.,   Raleigh, 
N.  C. 

Our  Salutatorian  could  not  make  it 
though  she  lives  right  in  Raleigh.  She 
wrote  that  she  has  been  in  the  credit 
department  of  Westinghouse  Electric 
Supply  Co..  319  W.  Martin  St.,  for  nearly 
10  years.  Sorry  she  was  not  at  home 
when  I  called  her  house. 

Jeannette    Gilkey     (Mrs.    Eugene    Cross, 
Jr.),  Marion,  N.  C. 

A  note  from  her  read:  "At  the  last 
minute  I  find  I  will  be  unable  to  make 
it — piano  recital,  horse  show  and  other 
family  arrangements  same  week  end." 
Someone  reported  that  Jeannette  won 
first  prize  in  the  harness  races  at  a  re- 
cent horse  show  in  Burlington,  N.  C. 
Congratulations. 

Margaret     Gorham,      322      Sunset     Ave., 
Rocky  Mount,  N.   C. 

We   regret   that   we   must   report   that 
she  has  been  ill  for  several  years.    That 
was  the  one  sad  note  of  our  reunion. 
Margaret  Green    (Mrs.   Claude  Neugent), 
127  Colonial  Drive,  Louisville,  Ky. 

She  wrote:  "I  am  terribly  disappointed 
that  I  won't  be  at  the  reunion.  How  well 
I  remember  our  plans  in  '29.  .  .  .  Janice 
can  bring  you  up  to  date  about  me  but 
for  a  few  statistics — B.A.  from  Randolph- 
Macon  in  1931;  married  April  29,  193  3; 
daughter,  Claudia,  born  January  9,  1946. 
We  moved  here  in  the  fall  of  19  4  7.  Claude 
is  a  native  "Kentuckian."  She  enclosed 
snapshots  of  herself  and  her  pretty  little 
girl. 


In  the  pictures  below,  taken  during  commencement  weekend,  are  (left  to  right)  Nedra,  Janice  and  Gloria  Gilmore;  Josephine 
Parker  Schaefl'er,  Lib  Thomas  and  Nannie  Crowder;  Mary  Laurens  Withers  Richardson  and  her  husband,  John  T.  Richardson; 
and  Jac'  Drane  and  Lib  Thomas. 
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Janice  Harbort  (Mrs.  Harold  Gilmore), 
Nichols,  N.  C. 

Janice  brought  her  two  daughters  to 
the  banquet — Nedra  and  her  youngest 
daughter,  Gloria,  who  is  in  school  in 
South  Carolina.  She  looks  as  young  as 
the  girls!  Janice  sees  Pank  olten  in  the 
summer  for  Pank  has  a  summer  cottage 
at  Crescent  Beach,  near  Nichols.  Janice 
and  Harold  expect  to  go  to  Washington 
to  the  Civitan  Convention,  June  20,  and 
I  hope  to  see  them  when  they  come 
through  Richmond.  She  leads  a  busy  lite 
as  a  doctor's  wife. 

Charlotte  Hill  (Mrs.  Peter  C.  Hutchison), 
No.  1030  Graydon  Ave.,  Norfolk,  Va. 

Charlotte  came  all  the  way  from  the 
Dominican  Republic  to  her  home  in  Nor- 
folk and  fully  expected  to  make  the  re- 
union. A  letter  arrived  on  Sunday  at 
Saint  Mary's  which  read:  "Wish  I  could 
see  you  at  Saint  Mary's.  I  had  to  go  to 
the  hospital  a  week  after  my  arrival  for 
an  operation  which,  thank  goodness, 
wasn't  very  serious,  but  changed  some 
of  my  vacation  plans.  It  is  wonderful 
being  back  in  Virginia,  and  none  of  us 
want  to  leave  this  part  of  the  world 
again."  We  were  disappointed,  too,  and 
had  looked  forward  to  seeing  her  two 
children,  Peter  and  Polly. 
Kate  Parks  Kitchln,  301  Arlington  Ter- 
race, Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. 

Kate  Parks  drove  over  to  the  dinner 
and  left  afterwards;  so  we  did  not  have 
as  long  a  visit  with  her.  She  is  Dean  of 
Girls  at  Rocky  Mount  and  has  been  teach- 
ing for  15  years.  She  has  her  M.A.  from 
Columbia  and  has  studied  at  Northwest- 
ern. She  invited  all  of  us  to  stop  by  to 
see  her  in  her  third-floor  apartment  (no 
elevator  service).  That  third-floor  pull 
accounts  for  her  slender  figure — she 
looked  grand! 

Margaret  Montgomery  (Mrs.  Alexander 
G.  McFadden),  615  Hermitage 
Court,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

She  wrote:  "My  one  chick,  a  junior  of 
seven  years,  does  not  get  out  of  school 
till  June  11,  and  I  have  no  one  to  leave 
him  with.  Tell  all  the  girls  'hello'  for 
me  and  how  very  much  I  shall  miss  see- 
ing and  being  with  them  all."  Thanks, 
Margaret,  for  the  picture — missed  you 
so  much! 

Mary  Perrin  Xcville  (Mrs.  R.  L.  Donald), 
2503    29th  Ave.,   Meridian,   Miss. 

Our  May  Queen  disappointed  us  She 
wrote:  "Sorry  I  won't  be  able  to  make  it. 
At  that  time  I'll  be  busy  getting  my  son 
ready  for  a  trip  to  North  Carolina,  Mary 
off  to  camp,  and  welcoming  Suzanne  home 
from  school.  I  know  you  all  will  have 
a  wonderful  time  together,  and  I'll  really 
be  with  you  in  thoughts.  Please  men- 
tion the  fact  that  I'm  still  in  Meridian, 
and  if  anyone  is  passing  this  way  this 
summer  they'd  certainly  receive  a  wel- 
come at  my  house.  I'm  enclosing  snap- 
shots of  my  family.  Don't  look  too 
closely  at  mine  and  comment  on  what 
20  years  have  done — no  gray  hairs  as 
yet,  but  plenty  of  wrinkles."  Thanks 
for  the  pictures,  Mary! 


Josephine  Parker  (Mrs.  Schaeffer),  95 
Charlotte  St.,  Asheville,  N.  C. 
Josephine  reported  that  after  three 
years  as  a  recreation  worker  at  the  Vet- 
erans' Hospital  at  Oteen,  N.  C,  she  has 
decided  that  trying  to  amuse  1,000  men 
patients  there  is  a  bit  too  strenuous  for 
her.  This  fall  she  is  entering  U.N.C.  to 
do  graduate  work  in  City  Planning.  We 
are  proud  of  Jo'  and  know  she  will  carry 
off  honors  at  the  University. 
Margaret  Ruimion,  10  25  Harvey  St.,  Ra- 
leigh, N.  C. 
She  reported  that  she  is  working  for 
the  State  Welfare  Dept.  in  Public  As- 
sistance and  Old  Age  Pension  work.  Her 
brother  married  an  Australian  girl  and 
they  have  two  children.  You  Tar  Heels 
will  have  a  friend  at  court,  so  to  speak, 
in  your  old  age! 

Meta  Stockard  (Mrs.  Richard  H.  Mason), 
King  William  Rd.,  Raleigh.  N.  C. 
Meta  was  present  at  our  dinner.  She 
has  a  little  son  who  is  just  getting  over 
the  measles.  She  hasn't  changed  one 
bit..  She  and  Dick  live  on  the  outskirts 
of  Raleigh. 

Emily    Sumner    (Mrs.    W.    T.    Galliher), 
395     Westwood     Drive,     Statesville, 
N.  C. 
She    announced    that    she    married    a 
N.    C.    State    College    boy    and    has    two 
girls,    nine    and    twelve    years    old.      Her 
husband   works  for  the  P.   S.   West  Con- 
struction Co.  in  Statesville.     The  twelve- 
year-old     daughter     was     recently     May 
Queen  at  her  school.     She  lived  in  Ashe- 
ville for  six  years  and  in  Greensboro  for 
several  years.     I  am  sending  her  picture 
in  so  you  all  can  see  her. 
Dorothy    Stryker    (Mrs.    David    B.    Mac- 
Neil),    408    Heywood    Ave.,    Orange, 
N.  J. 
No  news  at  all  came  from  Dot.  Where 
are    those    pictures    of    your    six-year-old 
son  and  year-old  daughter  you  promised 
to  send  me? 

Annie  Andrews  Thomas,  New  Amsterdam 
Apts.   No.    32,    2701    14th   St.,    N.W., 
Washington,  D.  C. 
"Tea"   was   in   Henderson   over   Memo- 
rial Day  and   told  Nannie  she  might  get 
to  the  reunion  but  she  didn't  come.    She 
is  still  with  the  Dept.  of  Agriculture. 
Annette    Tucker    (Mrs.    Arch    T.    Allen), 
1810   Craig,  Raleigh,  N.   C. 
Annette    attended    the    luncheon,    and 
at  the  last  minute  phoned  that  she  could 
not    make    the    dinner.      Looked    for    her 
to  drive  by  on  Sunday  to   see  us.      Next 
time,  Annette,  don't  let  us  down  for  we 
wanted   to  hear   the   latest   news   of  you, 
and  we  did  not  get  to  chat  at  the  lunch- 
eon for  you   ran  off   before  it  was  over. 
Mary    Laurens    Withers     (Mrs.    John    T. 
Richardson).     607    Blount    St.,    Ra- 
leigh, N.  C. 
Mary   Laurens   and   Meta   wouldn't   let 
their  husbands   come  at  the  last  minute 
since    no    other    men    showed    up.      Next 
time   we   want   more   husbands  and   chil- 
dren   represented   at   our   reunion.      She 


was  a  clerk  in  the  recent  state  legisla- 
ture— watch  for  more  news  of  our  po- 
litically-minded classmate!  She  and 
"Rich"  are  leaving  for  an  extended  trip 
to  the  west  coast  and  to  a  convention 
of  the  National  Association  of  Insurance 
Commissioners  in  Seattle,  Washington. 
Mary  Laurens  and  Margaret  Runnion  be- 
long to  the  Blue  Stocking  Book  Club  in 
Raleigh,  and  Margaret  told  me  that  Mary 
Laurens  makes  such  fine  talks. 

Besides  our  three  daughters  we  in- 
vited Miss  Davis  and  Mrs.  Naylor  to  be 
our  guests.  We  regretted  that  Miss  Ruef, 
our  class  adviser,  and  Miss  Holt  could 
not  accept  our  invitations  to  be  present 
at  our  reunion.  We  read  the  following 
wire  from  Miss  Ruef:  "Best  wishes  for 
finest  reunion  ever.  Love,  a  missing 
twenty-niner."  Miss  Ruef  wrote  Jacque- 
lin,  "I  am  already  tied  up  that  week  end, 
and  it  is  such  a  disappointment.  I  shall 
be  with  you  in  spirit  and  wishing  you 
the  best  reunion  ever,  but  it  will  be  my 
loss.  Last  year  I  went  to  Raleigh  for 
May  Day  and  saw  several  girls  who  had 
been  in  school:  Mary  Harris,  Louise  Al- 
len, Nellie  Perry  Cooper  and,  of  course, 
Katherine  Morris.  It  was  great  fun,  but 
this  would  be  infinitely  better,  with  so 
many  of  my  'favorite  class'  back.  .  .  . 
Please  have  a  reunion  again  and  give  me 
a  rain  check."  Please,  Miss  Ruef,  mark 
it  down  for  19  5  4! 

Miss  Holt  sent  this  wire:  "Affectionate 
greetings,  deeply  disappointed  not  to  be 
with  you."  In  a  letter  she  wrote,  "I've 
seen  several  old  Saint  Mary's  friends  in 
the  last  weeks — Mela  Royall  at  Katherine 
Johnson  Watson's  in  April  and  Helen 
Andrus  who  came  by  to  call  with  her 
husband  recently."  Miss  Holt  was  hold- 
ing commencement  at  Chatham  Hall 
where  she  is  Dean.  I  hope  she  will  plan 
differently  in  1954. 

Speaking  of  Katherine  Johnson  re- 
minds me  that  she  was  at  the  Reinlyn 
House  and  dropped  in  on  our  party  to 
say  "hello" — a  nice  surprise. 

Our  reunion  dinner  closed  with  a  can- 
dlelight friendship  circle.  Jacquelin 
bade  us  good-bye  and  invited  us  to  re- 
turn in  19  54  for  our  SILVER  ANNIVER- 
SARY. She  took  a  small  white  candle 
and  illuminated  the  candle  of  the  person 
on  her  right  and  on  her  left,  and  they  in 
turn  passed  the  light  around  the  group 
till  all  of  our  candles  were  aflame.  We 
formed  a  circle  and  sang  our  "Alma 
Mater,"  and  pledged  our  friendship 
through  the  years  and  to  return  for  our 
25th  reunion. 

After  dinner  we  chatted  and  examined 
the  scrapbook  I  had  tried  to  arrange 
(still  lack  pictures  of  many  of  you). 
This  scrapbook  will  continue  to  grow  only 
as  you  send  pictures  and  clippings  of  im- 
portant happenings  in  the  life  of  your 
families.  Jac',  Jo',  Nannie  and  I  returned 
to  the  infirmary  and  talked  ourselves  to 
sleep  just  like  school  girls.  Sunday 
morning  we  arose  and  were  served  cof- 
fee by  Mrs.  Naylor  before  going  to  the 
Chapel  for  the  communion  service.  The 
Chapel  has  a  lovely  new  red  carpet  (pur- 
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chased  in  Richmond,  Va. ) 
and  you  no  longer  hear  the 
clap,  clap  of  heels  on  the 
hard  floor.  Mrs.  Stone  has 
done  over  the  chapel  pews, 
and  they  looked  lovely.  I 
wish  each  one  of  you  could 
know  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stone. 
They  are  fine  and  just  the 
right  persons  to  head  Saint 
Mary's. 

After  a  breakfast  of  pan- 
cakes, etc.,  at  Miss  Davis' 
table,  served  by  the  faith- 
ful Lucy  (Phyllis  is  still 
waiting  on  tables,  too), 
Jac'  left  to  relieve  Pem  of 
looking  after  the  children 
in  Tarboro  and  Jo'  left  for 
Asheville.  Mary  Laurens 
and  Rich  joined  me  for  the 
Baccalaureate  Sermon,  and 
afterwards  Janice  invited 
me  to  have  dinner  in  town 
with  her  two  daughters  and 
two  of  their  friends.  I  en- 
joyed getting  to  know 
Nedra  and  Gloria.  We 
learned  a  great  deal  about 
the  present  Saint  Mary's 
from  our  visit  with  these 
girls. 

Nannie  and  I  attended 
the  Alumnae  Memorial 
Service  in  the  Chapel. 
Helen  Gaither  Morrisette's 
name  was  read,  and  I 
know  you  will  all  be  dis- 
tressed to  learn  of  her 
death.  After  the  step  sing- 
ing and  supper,  Nannie 
and  I  roamed  the  halls 
and  found  our  old  rooms 
which  brought  back  many 
memories  of  our  days  at 
Saint  Mary's.  Margaret 
Runnion  paid  us  a  nice 
visit,  and  we  chatted  until 
quite  late.  Just  before  I 
crawled  into  bed,  one  of  the  dorm  students 
brought  her  little  sister  in  to  spend  the 
night  with  us.  She  almost  cried  when 
her  sister  left  her.  I  put  on  my  most 
motherly  manner,  tucked  her  into  bed, 
and  off  she  went  to  sleep — she  was  a 
darling.  Nancy  Nash  joined  us,  too,  and 
sat  on  my  bed  for  a  little  chat  before 
retiring.  I'm  glad  I  had  that  little  visit 
with   her — she   is   a   grand   girl. 

Monday  we  discovered  that  we  were 
the  only  ones  who  had  slept  the  night 
before.  Parties  were  held  in  the  dorms 
and  the  girls  made  quite  a  night  of  it. 
The  poor  teachers  were  wrecks  the  next 
morning — the  last  night  of  school  is  al- 
ways an  exciting  one.   remember? 

Commencement  was  lovely,  as  usual, 
with  the  marshals  in  pretty  white  dresses 
and  8  3  seniors  in  caps  and  gowns.  Nan- 
nie left  and  Mary  Laurens  joined  me  in 
the  auditorium  to  hear  Judge  Parker. 
After  seeing  the  girls  file  into  the  Chapel, 
I  bade  Janice  and  Gloria  good-bye  and 
Mary  Laurens  drove  me  to  the  train.  It 
was  a  happy  week  end  and  I  appreciated 
Saint  Mary's  hospitality.  Missed  many 
of  you,  but  hope  to  see  you  in   1954   at 


Above  are  two  members  of  the  Class  of  '39  who  returned  for  their 
reunion:  Frances  Cox  Humphries  (Mrs.  Thomas  H.)  of  Asheville 
and  Lucy  Pittenger  Smith  (Mrs.  L.  G.,  Jr.)  of  Enka.  It  seems  that 
children  with  measles  and  chicken  pox  and  new  babies  kept  other 
members  of  the  class  away. 


your  dues  so  you'll  receive 
the  BULLETIN  and  keep 
up  with  the  news  of  '29. 
Whenever  any  of  you  are 
in  Richmond,  come  to  see 
me  at  the  Virginia  State 
Library,  or  at  my  home, 
1915  Hanover  Ave. 

19J50 

Grace  McPhail  Follmer 
(Mrs.  Donald)  of  Char- 
lotte writes  news  '  of  two 
members  of  the  class  of 
'30.  Frances  Wagstaff 
Coxe  and  her  husband. 
Commander  Alexander  B. 
Coxe,  Jr.,  are  stationed  in 
New  Orleans  and  are  enjoy- 
ing that  interesting  city. 

Martha  Thomas  Leak 
(Mrs.  John  D.),  husband 
and  two  fine,  husky  young- 
sters are  living  in  Wades- 
boro,  but  are  being  missed 
in   Charlotte. 

1935 

Letty  K.  Lassiter  Wilder 
(Mrs.  Lynn,  Jr.)  of  Knight- 
dale,  writes  that  "Ben, 
aged  5,  and  Tony,  aged  3, 
Wilder  are  at  the  present 
time  boasting  that  they 
can  take  iiiu/tliiiit/  to  pieces. 
I  fear  that  this  is  true." 

Hannah  Knowlton 
Wright  and  her  husband. 
Bishop  Thomas  Wright  of 
Wilmington,  played  host  to 
General  and  Mrs.  George 
C.  Marshall  during  the 
Azalea  Festival  in  April. 
The  Marshalls  and  Wrights 
have  been  friends  since  the 
time  the  Bishop  was  chap- 
lain at  V.  M.  I.,  the  Gen- 
eral's Alma  Mater. 


our  SILVER  ANNIVERSARY.  Mean- 
while keep  on  writing  news  of  yourselves, 
vacation  plans,  etc.  I  hope  pictures  of 
our  banquet  and  reunion  will  appear  in 
the  BULLETIN.  Thanks  to  those  who 
came  we  had  a  grand  reunion!      Send  in 


Slocumb   Davis  Hollis    (Mrs.  John  K.)    of 
Cleveland,    Ohio,    with    baby    Slocumb. 


1938 

CLASS    SECRETARY:     Louise   Jordan 
Smith  (Mrs.  John  McNeill,  Jr.),  1713  In- 
dependence Road,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 
Dear  Class, 

Please  forgive  me  for  omitting  the  win- 
ter letter,  but  it  has  been  a  busy  season. 
I  will  try  to  catch  up  at  least  on  the  news 
that  came  too  late  for  the  fall  letter  and 
the  little  I've  had  since. 

Always  enjoy  the  cards  from  Anne  Bur- 
nett Townsend  in  Atlanta,  even  when  she 
has  no  news.  Doris  Goerch  and  Harry 
Horton  of  Pittsboro  have  a  daughter,  Sibyl 
Cassandra,  born  February  26th.  Betsy 
Hobby  Glenn  (S17  Jersey  Ave.,  Winston- 
Salem  1  also  has  a  Sandra,  born  Septem- 
ber 20th.  This  "Sandra"  is  derived  from 
Johnny's  middle  name  "Andrew."  Betsy 
says  the  baby  looks  like  her. 

Peggy  Holmes  Stevens  and  daughters 
Sally  and  Margaret  spent  last  summer  at 
Nags  Head,  and  I  regret  no  news  since. 
Tish  Knox  sends  the  only  news  of  Tudie 
Neff's  wedding  on  June  19th.  Tish  came 
back  from  South  America  just  in  time  to 
be  maid-of-honor.   Last  fall  she  was  work- 
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Elizabeth  Hopkins  Downes,  4  months  old 
daughter  of  Peggy  Hopkins  Downes  (Mrs. 
W.  W.)  of  Alexandria,  Va.  Peggy's 
bridal  portrait   is  over  the  bed. 


ing  in  the  president's  office  at  George 
Washington  University  and  learning 
shorthand  on  the  side. 

Nancy  Maupin  Neely  (Bay  Ridge,  An- 
napolis, Md.)  wrote  of  her  visit  in  Sep- 
tember to  Cleveland  to  see  her  brother 
Addison  when  she  also  saw  Becky  Wil- 
liams Long  and  Slocum  Davis  Hollis.  The 
Neelys  fixed  up  their  new  home  in  the 
fall — even  to  sanding  the  floors  them- 
selves. 

Mary  Lily  Moore  Arden  has  two  sons, 
Dana,  4,  and  Doug,  llk.  Her  husband, 
Denny,  plans  to  stay  at  Emory  to  receive 
his  M.A.  in  September. 

Patty  Patton  Hairston  (1464  Univer- 
sity Terrace,  Ann  Arbor,  Mich.)  is  de- 
lighted with  Ann  Arbor,  where  Nelson 
started  teaching  at  the  University  last 
fall. 

Jo  Pope  Mixon  spent  the  summer  at 
Wrightsville  Beach.  Teenie  Redfern 
Stone  wrote  a  sweet  note  from  Roanoke, 
Virginia,  in  March,  which  I  must  answer. 
She  was  traveling  with  Carl  from  Rich- 
mond. Earlier  she  and  Carl  had  been  to 
Baltimore  to  visit  sister  Betty  Redfern 
Moore. 

Mary  Lou  Riddick  and  Fletcher  Greg- 
ory are  enjoying  their  little  Mary  Lou 
more  every  day.  They  went  to  New 
York  in  October  and  had  a  wonderful  visit 
from  Anne  Shook  Peyton  in  September. 
Shook  has  moved  back  to  Dixie,  205-D, 
Foxhall  Road,  Birmingham  9.  Ala.  Those 
who  have  heard  from  Shook  in  recent 
years  can  imagine  the  elation  which 
greeted  this  return.  Her  only  regret  in 
leaving  Kansas  was  that  she  had  just 
established  connections  with  Hannah 
Huskc  Hanks,  in  Oklahoma  City,  but  had 
not  seen  her. 

Mary  Emma  Robbins  Jennings  has  a 
daughter,  Laurie,  who  was  one  year  old 
in  October.  They  live  at  7  Cureton  St., 
Apt.  5,  Greenville,  S.  C,  where  Mary 
Emma  has  seen  a  great  deal  of  Kay  Rob- 
erson  Weisel  and  her  daughter  Kathleen. 


Mary  Jane  Yeatman  Whiteside  had  an 
appendectomy  last  summer  and  has  spent 
her  time  since  recovery  chasing  after 
daughter  Devan,  whose  cunning  pictures 
look  like  Mary  Jane. 

The  Saint  Mary's  girls  in  Greensboro 
have  been  busy  this  winter.  Four  of  us 
who  live  in  Kirkwood  were  in  one  of  the 
two  Garden  Clubs  which  sponsored  the 
Greensboro  Garden  Tour  this  year  to  raise 
money  to  clear  a  park  for  this  commu- 
nity. Libba  Thorne  Beerman,  '41,  Mar- 
tha Anne  Farmer  Martin,  '36,  Rene 
Mitchell  Moore,  '39,  and  myself  were  in 
the  club,  and  Libby  Love  Orth,  '40,  and 
Hortense  Jones  Ham,  '35,  were  among 
those  not  in  the  club  who  helped  us  as 
hostesses  while  the  gardens  were  open. 

Later  the  St.  Cecelia  Guild  of  the  Wom- 
an's Auxiliary  of  Holy  Trinity  Church 
became  embroiled  in  producing  Sir  J.  M. 
Barrie's  Peter  Pan.  The  cast  and  commit- 
tees were  full  of  Saint  Mary's  girls,  and 
the  performances  such  as  to  make  Miss 
Davis  glow  with  pride.  Those  familiar 
with  the  play  will  enjoy  the  following 
listings:  Lucille  Mitchell  Swartz,  '39,  was 
such  a  handsome  "Mr.  Darling"  that  I 
was  more  than  pleased  to  play  his  wife. 
One  of  our  children  "Michael"  was  Mar- 
garet Smith  Knight  whose  sister  Virginia 
Smith  was  at  Saint  Mary's  in  '3S.  Our 
maid  was  Libba  Thome  Beerman,  who 
also  played  "Toodles,"  one  of  the  Lost 
Boys.  Mary  Godwin,  '3S,  was  also  a  Lost 
Boy  and  her  twin  was  Bobby  Mann  (Mrs. 
Carroll  Mann),  whose  sister-in-law,  Nancy 
Mann,  was  a  day  student  in  '38.  Martha 
Anne  Farmer  Martin  was  red  in  the  face 
for  days  after  playing  the  Indian  "Great 
Big  Little  Panther."  Rene  Mitchell  Moore 
donned  false  braids  and  plenty  of  streaks 
and  stripes  to  be  a  squaw.  Lib  Gracy 
Wallin,  '31,  was  fierce  as  "Jukes"  the 
pirate,  and  Becky  Davis  Morris,  '39,  tore 
her  hair  as  chairman  of  the  scenery  com- 
mittee. Laurie  Lucas  Little,  '43  H.S., 
was  calmly  in  charge  of  programs  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  she  was  married  only  a 
week  after  the  final  performance.  Her 
sister-in-law,  Millie  Benizer  Lucas,  was 
Nibs,  another  Lost  Boy.  The  whole  thing 
was  quite  a  reunion  and  a  wonderful  expe- 
rience. 


ning  to   think   that  they  were   the 
Boys." 


'Lost 


This  jolly  little  girl  is  Ann  Bell  Sebrell, 
5  months  old  (laughter  of  Allie  Bell  Seb- 
rell  (Mis.  J.  Emmett)   of  Charlotte. 

However,  we  are  all  enjoying  a  rest 
and  a  reunion  with  our  families  now  that 
it  is  all  over.     Our  husbands  were  begin- 
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CLASS  SECRETARY:  Margaret  Gold 
Swindell  Dickerman  (Mrs.  Paul),  71  Fair 
Street,  Wallingford,  Conn. 

Dear  Class, 

This  letter  will  be  as  minute  as  a  polly- 
wog,  I'm  afraid,  for  there  was  almost  no 
response  from  'my  rather  desperate  post 
cards. 

Edla  Walker  Foreman  saved  the  day, 
though,  with  a  nice  note  telling  of  her 
young  daughter  who  arrived  upon  the 
scene  April  4  th  and  is  named  Nancy  Wood. 
Edla  says  that  Anna  Wood  Ragland  is 
going  to  Europe  this  summer  on  a  six 
weeks  tour  minus  both  husband  and  little 
daughter.  Sounds  very  exciting  and  like 
a  real  vacation. 

Anne  Davis  Reid  and  her  husband,  who 
is  in  the  regular  navy,  are  living  some- 
where in  California  now. 

Also  Edla  wrote  that  Mary  White 
Teague  and  son  are  planning  to  spend 
most  of  the  summer  at  Nags  Head. 

A  short  but  welcomed  note  from  Chris 
Hatfield  Meyer  says  that  she  and  husband 
Bob  are  expecting  a  masculine  bundle  from 
the  stork  around  the  first  of  July.  Bob 
is  assistant  to  a  patent  attorney  in  a 
chemical  firm  while  attending  law  school 
in  Cambridge.  She  also  wrote  that  Ginny 
Kaulbach  Hillger,  husband,  and  young 
daughter  live  a  couple  of  blocks  away. 
Her  husband  has  nearly  completed  his 
studies  for  a  doctor's  degree  in  physics  at 
M.  I.  T. 

A  grand,  long  letter  from  Ann  Seeley 
Davey  tells  of  their  new  venture  down  to 
Greenville,  South  Carolina,  where  they 
recently  moved,  as  husband  Bill  has  a 
new  job  on  the  Afternoon  Piedmont.  Her 
new  address  is  Mrs.  William  L.  Davey, 
203  Perry  Road,  Greenville,  S.  C.  Ann 
says  Nancy  McKinley  is  expecting  a  third 
little  Clarke  this  fall  and  is  busy  fixing 
up  her  new  home  plus  keeping  up  with 
her  two  boys.  Sounds  like  a  very  busy 
time. 

At  this  point  we  are  in  the  throes  of 
packing  to  head  home  to  Wilson  and  a 
wonderful  vacation.  Can't  wait  to  get 
some  "tar  on  my  heels"  again  and  maybe 
see  some  of  you  at  the  alumnae  luncheon. 
It  has  been  a  long,  long  time. 

Anne  Davis  Reid  (Mrs.  R.  J.,  Jr.)  of 
Vallejo,  California,  writes  that  she  and 
her  husband  were  transferred  out  to  the 
Mare  Island  Naval  Shipyard  in  December. 
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CLASS  SECRETARY:  Alice  Bell 
Sebrell  (Mrs.  J.  Emmett,  Jr.),  2527  Cres- 
cent Ave.,  Ext.,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Dear  Class, 

It  seems  that  I  just  finished  writing  a 
class  letter  for  the  BULLETIN,  and  here 
it  is  time  for  another  one.  I'm  afraid  that 
this  one  is  going  to  have  to  make  some 
apologies  and  hope  to  grow  a  lot  by  the 
time  for  the  fall  letter. 
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June  1949 


We  had  a  meeting  of  our  Charlotte 
Alumnae  Chapter  in  May,  and  among  those 
attending  was  Jessica  Graham.  She  finished 
her  library  science  course  at  Carolina  last 
August  and  is  now  hack  in  Charlotte  work- 
ing at  the  library.  Dodie  came  tor  the 
meeting  and  made  a  very  interesting  talk 
about  all  the  activities  going  on  at  Saint 
Mary's. 

Bebe  Castlenian  Alexander  was  also  in 
town  recently  for  the  Diocesan  Convention 
of  the  Woman's  Auxiliary,  and  we  had 
quite  a  news-swapping  chat.  Bebe  and 
Wayne  are  living  in  Albemarle. 

Olivia  Anne  and  her  mother  came  over 
from  Rowland  last  month  and  came  by 
"to  see  the  baby."  She  said  that  Carol 
had  been  down  for  a  week  end,  and  that 
at  the  Woman's  Club  Federation  in  Golds- 
boro  she  had  seen  Jane  Council  Gregg, 
Sally  Sanborn  Best,  and  Betty  Suiter 
Whitehead.  Also  O.  A.  and  Ruth  Bond 
Conger,  Mildred  Lee  Stout,  and  Jean  Ful- 
ton Wingerd  had  a  big  reunion  week  end 
at  Myrtle  Beach.  O.  A.  said  that  they 
talked  all  day  and  night,  and  Ruth,  Mil- 
dred, and  Jean  proudly  displayed  snap- 
shots of  their  children.  O.  A.  didn't  say 
what  her  plans  for  the  summer  were,  but 
she  was  booked  up  for  a  houseparty  the 
end  of  May. 

Heard  from  Ellen  recently,  and  she  and 
Walton  are  marking  off  the  days  until 
June  12th  when  they  will  leave  Williams- 
burg. Walton,  by  the  way,  was  initiated 
into  the  William  and  Mary  chapter  of 
Phi  Beta  Kappa.  The  Turnbulls  haven't 
made  any  definite  plans  yet  on  where  they 
will  live  after  June. 

Congratulations  to  Ann  Dunn  Shaw 
and  Sam.  A  daughter,  Dorothy  Cobbs, 
was  born  on  April  27th. 

Dede  Gant's  engagement  to  Jim  Wilcox 
of  Charlotte  was  announced  Sunday.  Hope 
that  they  will  be  living  here. 


Jane  Evans  Wetmore  (Mrs.  Robert  J.) 
of  Arlington,  Va.,  pictured  above  with  her 
son,  Evans,  and  their  cocker. 


Sorry  I  didn't  have  time  to  contact  all 
the  class  for  news,  but  young  Ann  keeps 
her  mother  jumping.  Hope  to  hear  from 
all  of  you  this  fall. 

In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Naylor,  Dolores 
Mullet  Flynn  (Mrs.  E.  Paul),  writes:  "I 
went  to  the  University  of  Arkansas,  where 
I  graduated  in  1944,  and  several  months 
later  joined  the  Waves.  I  did  hospital 
work!  I  truly  felt  as  if  I  were  doing 
a  worthwhile  job.  Inexperienced  as  I  was, 
I  was  conscientious  enough  to  make  up 
for  the  lack.  It  was  a  job  that  I  will 
never  forget!  My  only  regret  was  that 
the  day  was  limited  to  2  4  hours.  Later 
I  was  sent  to  New  York  City  for  a  rehabili- 
tation course  of  four  months.  Thirty  of 
us  were  given  an  intensive  course  in  Oral 
Rehabilitation — the  teaching  of  the  war 
deafened.  From  New  York  we  were  sent 
to  the  Naval  Hospital  in  Philadelphia, 
where  we  set  to  work.  A  new  field  and 
ever  so  interesting  because  there  is  so 
much  to  learn. 

"When  my  time  was  up  I  joined  my 
family  at  Camp  Lee,  Va.,  where  my  father 
is  deputy  post  commander.  I  took  a  civil 
service  job  in  art.  But  the  work  done 
there  was  a  far  cry  from  art — consisting 
mostly  of  lettering  and  air  brushing,  all 
work  being  on  visual  aids  for  the  training 
of  officers  and  troops  at  Camp  Lee. 

"There  I  met  my  wonderful  young  col- 
onel, my  future  husband.  I  am  married 
now  and  live  in  Arlington,  Va.  Paul  is 
chief  of  the  Foreign  Aid  Branch  at  the 
office  of  the  Quartermaster  General.  My 
baby  daughter,  Margaret  Elizabeth,  was 
born  on  July  26,  and  we  are  as  proud  of 
her  as  parents  always  are.  You  might  not 
know  me!  I  now  weigh  110  and  at  Saint 
Mary's  I  was  a  plump   135." 

A  letter  to  Miss  Martha  Dabney  Jones 
from  Rachel  Johnson  Batson  (Mrs.  Wal- 
ler), a  former  French  teacher  at  Saint 
Mary's,  brings  the  following  news:  "If 
someone  had  told  me  I'd  stay  in  Chapel 
Hill  until  May  before  going  over  to  Saint 
Mary's  for  a  visit,  I  should  not  have  be- 
lieved it.  The  transition  from  Washing- 
ton has  not  been  all  peaches  and  cream, 
and  I've  not  felt  too  spry  physically.  My 
present  job  at  the  Press  consists  of  getting 
out  all  of  the  12  regular  catalogues  of  the 
UNC  Record  yearly,  and  any  extras  that 
may  be  run  in.  I  was  afraid  at  first  that 
I  would  find  it  dull,  but  have  been  agree- 
ably surprised.  There  is  some  routine 
stuff,  of  course,  but  I  like  liaising  all  over 
the  place  and  dealing  with  the  printers. 
The  people  I  work  with  are  tops,  too." 
( Jonnie  Norman  is  one  of  them.) 

Jean  Pulton  Wingerd  (Mrs.  E.  C,  Jr.) 
passed  by  the  school  early  in  May  and 
gave  Mr.  Moore  some  news  of  a  reunion 
she  and  three  other  members  of  the  class 
of  '4  2  were  planning  in  Rowland.  Jean, 
Mildred  Lee  Stout  (Mrs.  Doyle),  and  Ruth 
Bond  Conger  (Mrs.  Joseph  H.,  Jr.)  were 
to  visit  Olivia  Ann  Smith  in  Rowland  and 
then  go  on  to  Myrtle  Beach.  Mildred, 
Jean,  and  Ruth  parked  their  young  off- 
springs with  fond  grandparents  so  they 
would  be  foot  lose  and  fancy  free  for  the 
occasion. 


"Chickie"  Jordan,  son  of  Anne  (Dickson) 
and  ( 'hick  Jordan  of  Virginia  Beach,  is 
pictured  in  front  of  his  new  home. 
Chickie  is  9  months  old. 
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CLASS  SECRETARY:  Daphne  Rich- 
ardson Spurlock  (Mrs.  Harold),  119  Hins- 
dale Ave.,  Fayetteville,  N.  C. 

Dear  Class, 

Sorry  I  ducked  out  on  you  last  time; 
but  I  honestly  didn't  know  any  spectacu- 
lar news.  And  I  really  don't  boast  this 
time. 

Now  that  we're  (the  Spurloeks)  back  in 
Fayetteville,  I  guess  I'll  pick  on  the  folks 
here  again.  It's  so  easy  to  get  in  a  rut, 
especially  since  I  don't  hear  from  too 
many  others. 

Mary  Burns  Detgen  and  husband  were 
in  Washington,  D.  C,  a  week  or  so  ago 
for  a  few  days.  Mary  was  greatly  sur- 
prised to  find  Jane  Evans  Wetmore,  her 
doctor  husband,  and  son  living  there  now. 
It  seems  Bob  has  been  going  to  school 
(specializing)  up  that  way.  We'd  cer- 
tainly love  to  hear  more  from  you,  Jane. 
How  about  sending  a  snapshot  of  the 
young  one,  too? 

Jane  Council  Gregg  and  Alex  were  in 
Fayetteville  last  week  end.  I  barely 
glimpsed  them,  though,  as  they  were  here 
just  long  enough  to  peek  in  at  the  Supper 
Club  dance.  Jane  has  two  little  girls  now. 
Stuart  Verdery  Kerr,  Doug,  and  baby  boy 
have  recently  moved  to  Fayetteville. 
They've  been  in  Raleigh,  and  we're  all 
delighted  to  have  them  back  in  the  old 
home  town.  Another  one  of  our  wander- 
ers is  returning  soon.  Jean  Lyon  Thomas 
will  be  here  in  July.  Bill  is  being  sent 
here  to  Bragg  for,  we  hope,  a  long,  long 
time. 

I  guess  it's  been  several  months  ago 
now  that  Betty  Michaux  and  Margaret 
Bethune  visited  Neva  Whitaker  and  Anne 
Stough  Wood,  in  Kinston.  They  both  look- 
ed wonderful,  and  we  thoroughly  enjoyed 
seeing   them    again.      Michaux   says   that 
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Saint  Mart's  School 


Sally  Sanborn  Best's  little  boy  is  the  cut- 
est child  she's  ever  seen.  We  should  all 
get  together  soon,  so  that  we  can  see  all 
of  these  children.  It  really  is  a  shame 
that  we've  lost  contact  with  each  other  in 
these  six  years. 

Hannah  Lyon  was  in  Greensboro  recent- 
ly tor  Laurie  Lucas'  (now  Mrs.  Robert 
Little)  wedding.  Hannah  and  Harriet 
Whitaker  Howard  were  bridesmaids.  And, 
of  course,  Cora  was  on  hand. 

Not  long  ago  Hank.  Sallie,  and  I  made 
a  trip  to  Raleigh  to  see  Henny  Hampton 
Morris,  Ben  and  young  son.  Henny  looked 
grand  and  seemed  a  very  capable  little 
mama.  The  baby  was  cute  as  a  button — 
red  hair  like  his  papa,  of  course!  We 
also  got  a  glimpse  of  Dodie  Winters,  who, 
as  you  know,  is  our  hard-working  Alum- 
nae Secretary.  You're  really  doing  a 
grand  job,  Dodie.  Let's  help  her  out, 
gals,  and  send  news  and  pictures  galore. 

I  have  a  question — How  about  a  real 
reunion?  I  think  last  year  was  supposed 
to  be  our  5th;  but  there  were  so  few  of 
us  there  that  it  certainly  wasn't  a  true 
reunion.  I'll  be  glad  to  do  the  writing, 
on  one  condition — if  you'll  let  me  know 
if  you're  the  least  hit  interested.  Just 
send  a  postal  card  saying  one  way  or  the 
other,  what  year,  what  time  you'd  prefer, 
and  any  suggestions.  Of  course,  this  year 
(June)  is  out  as  there's  no  time  to  get  it 
up  or  make  arrangements. 
I  do  think  it  would  be  fun 
to  get  together  at  least  one 
time  before  we  reach  old 
age.  Surely  we  have  lots 
of  news  to  tell  after  six 
years. 

Lillian  Jenkins  Dixey. 
who  lives  here  in  Fayette- 
ville,  gave  me  some  news 
of  Ellen  Oast  Nutt.  Ed  is 
out  of  the  Navy  and  now 
is  an  orange  grower.  He, 
Ellen,  and  baby  daughter 
plus  a  dog  live  in  Oxnard, 
California.  Lillian  also  re- 
ports that  Lib  Royall  is 
getting  along  wonderfully 
at  U.  N.  C. 

I  also  received  cards 
from  Sarah  Dawson  Davis, 
Mary  Ann  Cooper  Brough- 
ton,  and  Pauline  McXeny 
Johnson.  Sarah  has  an- 
other star  in  the  family — 
at  Saint  Mary's,  too — 
Suzanne  Dawson  is  Chief 
Marshal  at  S.  M.  S.  Think 
that's  simply  marvelous! 
Mary  Ann  writes  from 
Chapel  Hill  where  she  and 
Melville  are  struggling  to 
graduate  from  Law  School 
in  August.  Pauline  says 
there's  no  news  except 
that  her  daughter.  Paula, 
is  now  eight  months  old. 
That's  certainly  news 
enough. 

Sally  Sanborn  Best  and 
Betty  Bassett,  herself,  had 
exciting  news  to  tell.  Bas- 
sett is  planning  a  big  wed- 


ding on  June  11th  to  Spencer  Wood  Mor- 
ton, Jr.!  Sally  is  to  be  a  bridesmaid. 
Best  wishes  to  you,  Bassett,  and  con- 
gratulations to  that  lucky  Spencer.  Sally 
also  said  that  Jane  Council  Gregg  and 
Betty  Suiter  Whitehead  were  in  Golds- 
boro  for  N.  C.  Woman's  Club  Federation 
meeting. 

After  all  these  years,  it  was  wonderful 
to  hear  from  Nancy  Reed  Norton  McCord, 
who's  preparing  to  take  off  for  Japan. 
Her  husband,  who  is  regular  army,  has 
been  over  there  since  October  and  they 
will  be  stationed  there  until  1951.  It  cer- 
tainly sounds  exciting,  Nancy — and  do 
drop  us  a  line  from  your  new  home. 
We'd  love  to  hear  all  about  the  place. 

Jane  Evans  Wetmore  sends  a  snaps'/ ot 
of  her  son  and  herself  saying,  "The  en- 
closed is  my  news  for  the  past  year." 

Well,  girls,  your  cooperation  has  cer- 
tainly added  a  lot  to  my  feeble  efforts  to 
scout  up  news.  Whenever  you  can,  drop 
me  a  line  and  I'll  save  the  news  until 
BULLETIN  time. 

As  usual,  I'll  close  with  my  plea — 
PLEASE  WRITE. 

Two  more  cards  came  in  after  Daphne 
wrote  her  letter.  Betty  Chase  Corbett 
writes  that  she  and  her  husband  are  living 


Class  of  1944  Reunion  Picture:  .lane  Hell  Holding-  (Mrs 
Jr.),  Mar.jorie  Cole  Ford  (Mrs,  Eininett,  Jr.),  Rebecca 
.Mary  Lynn  Lewis  Johnson  (Mrs.  Marshall). 


Jean  Peyton  Goodale,  daughter  of  Chlnkie 
Martin  Goodale  (Mrs.  Gordon),  at  one 
year,  taken  in  January  1049. 

at  2S24  Bartmettler  St.,  Raleigh.  She 
also  announces  the  birth  of  her  son,  Rich- 
ard, Jr.,  on  May  14,  1949.  Husband  Rich- 
ard is  at  State  College. 

Anne  Dickson  Jordan  writes  that  she 
"visited  Wilmington  for  the  azalea  festi- 
val and  saw  Mary  Ann  [Dixon]  and  Cyrus 
Hogue,  Betsy  Long  Sprunt 
and  several  other  Saint 
Mary's  girls  that  I  haven't 
seen  in  years.  Will  send 
you  a  picture  of  house  and 
baby  as  soon  as  I  get  one. 
Betty  Pender  Lazenby  and 
husband  Dick  have  been 
transferred  to  Annapolis 
for  a  few  years.  Her  small 
son  is  adorable!" 
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CLASS  SECRETARY: 
Betty  Edwards  McNair 
(Mrs.  Robert  Malcolm),  11 
Belmont  .  Street,  Bruns- 
wick, Me. 

Before  you  get  this"  copy 
of  the  BULLETIN  prob- 
ably many  of  you  will  have 
been  at  graduation  for  our 
fifth  reunion.  A  letter 
from  Charlotte  Crawford 
Arrendell  (Mrs.  C.  W.,  Jr.) 
said  that  she  and  Cad 
hoped  to  come  east  in 
time  to  be  on  hand  for  the 
festivities.  She  gave  her 
new  address  as:  1612  E. 
12th  St.,  Tulsa  5,  Okla., 
and  added  a  note  saying 
that  Jean  Brooks  is  with 
the  American  Embassey  in 
Warsaw,  Poland. 

I  had  a  wonderful  note 
from  Agatha  (Mrs.  Thom- 
as P.  Hughes)  in  the  fall; 
and  since  it  came  too  late 
to  make  that  letter,  I'll 
pass  it  on  to  you  now. 
"Tom  is  working  for  his 
M.A.       in       history,       and 


Robert  P., 
Drane,  and 
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both  Bobsie  Compton  (Mrs.  Buddy 
Thatcher  )and  I  have  jobs  working  for 
the  same  doctor  in  Charlottesville.  It 
was  a  grand  surprise  to  find  her  there 
when  I  went  to  get  the  job!  We  live  in 
a  terrific  little  house,  built  in  1768,  with 
a  painted  red  roof  and  a  wisteria  vine 
draped  casually  over  one  corner.  It's  on 
the  estate  of  Virginia  Moore,  author.  To 
quote  her,  our  house  is  supposed  to  look 
like  'an  iced  Victorian  wedding  cake.'  " 
Also  too  late  for  the  fall  letter  was  a  card 
from  Pat  Gwyn  Woltz  (Mrs.  John  E.)  an- 
nouncing the  birth  of  a  son  on  October 
14,  19  48.  On  November  20  Betty  Barnes 
was  married  to  Peter  Scott.  They  are 
living  in  Ashland,  Kentucky. 

I  had  a  letter  from  Pierce  who's  work- 
ing at  Duke  Hospital  "as  a  dental  assist- 
ant, secretary,  and  receptionist  combined." 
She  and  Margaret  Winslow  went  down  to 
Elizabeth  City  to  be  in  Bettie  Gaither's 
wedding  to  Elwood  Weatherly,  Ensign, 
U.  S.  N.,  on  April  30th.  Also  there,  were 
Brent,  Carol  Talbot  Egelhoff,  Betty  Wins- 
low,  and  Rebecca  Drane.  Rebecca  and 
her  family  are  driving  to  Alaska  for  the 
summer  as  soon  as  Frances  graduates 
from  Saint  Mary's. 

Margaret  Winslow  took  time  off  from 
her  job  as  secretary  with  Battle,  Wins- 
low, and  Merrill  in  Rocky  Mount  to  go 
to  New  York  in  January.  While  there 
she  went  out  to  New  Haven  to  have  lunch 
with  Jane  Clark.  The  latest  word  from 
the  Penicks  is  that  they  have  finally  got- 
ten their  quonset  hut  and  love  it.  Their 
new  address  is  238  Whitney  Ave.,  New 
Haven,  Conn.  Ed  gets  his  B.D.  from 
Yale  in  June,  and  then  begins  work  on 
his  Ph.D. 

Brent  saw  Margaret  deRosset  and  Han- 
nah at  Wrightsville  a  few  week  ends  ago. 
Hannah  and  Harriet,  whom  I  saw  several 
times  while  I  was  in  Tarboro  in  April, 
were  in  Laurie  Lucas'  wedding  the  first 
of  May.  Margaret  says  that  she  has  done 
nothing  of  great  interest,  but  that  Stuart 
and  Doug  Kerr  are  moving  back  to  Fay- 
etteville,  and  that  Cacie  is  to  be  married 
in  the  fall. 

Maria  and  Turner  Wortham  have  just 
gotten  an  apartment  in  Henderson  where 
they'll  be  until  tobacco  season  starts. 
Maria  wrote  that  Foxie  had  gotten  back 
from  a  trip  to  Maysville  with  Minkie  and 
her  husband.  All  the  Leggs  are  planning 
to  spend  July  at  Morehead  according  to 
Katherine.  She  says  that  young  Maria 
grows  by  leaps  and  bounds  and  that  she 
has  just  done  a  pastel  of  her.  Katherine 
is  head  of  the  Saint  Mary's  alumnae  com- 
mittee in  Durham  which  is  raising  money 
for  the  dining  room,  and  they  are  plan- 
ning a  bridge  luncheon  to  further  the 
cause  soon. 

Mary  Lynn  Johnson  worked  in  the  Leg- 
islature with  Brent,  Mary  Harris,  '45,  and 
Mo  Robinson  Elliott,  '43.  She  says  she 
also  saw  Stuart  Verdery  Kerr,  '4  5,  and 
Nancy  Wood  Carson,  '45,  often.  Sara 
Stockton  is  a  case  worker  with  the  For- 
syth County  Welfare  Department,  and 
Lena  Grantham  says  she's  having  a  won- 
derful time  teaching  history  and  Physical 
Education   at   Grainger   High   in    Kinston. 


Anne  Dysart  is  still  at  Chapel  Hill,  and 
writes  that  Vidette's  address  is:  6  6  W.  9th 
St.,  New  York  11,  New  York. 

Chinkie,  who  is  still  living  in  S.  C,  sent 
me  a  picture  of  young  Jean  who  is  a  year 
and  a  half  now.  Gordon's  going  to  Caro- 
lina this  summer  to  work  on  his  doctor's 
degree,  and  Chinkie  will  be  in  Roanoke 
Rapids  while  he's  there. 

Mary  West  is  working  with  the  Red 
Cross,  but  evidently  has  much  time  off. 
She  spent  a  week  in  Bermuda  this  spring 
and  sails  next  month  on  the  Queen  Eliza- 
beth for  the  summer  in  Europe.  She's 
going  to  be  maid-of-honor  in  Mary  C. 
Bowers',  '45,  wedding  on  June  18.  Patty 
Weaver  and  Ginnie  Freeman  are  also 
planning  weddings  this  summer. 

Lib  Shaw  Hathaway  says  that  Tommie 
will  graduate  and  receive  his  commission 
in  June,  and  that  they  don't  know  where 
they'll  be  living  next  year.  Alice  Craig 
Edsall  and  her  husband  have  moved  back 
to  Concord  where  Ralph  is  now  working. 

After  our  brief  stay  in  Brunswick,  Bob 
and  I  agree  that  Maine  is  about  the  finest 
place  one  could  be.  Frances  Shackleford 
Leavitt  and  Brooks,  who  graduated  from 
Bowdoin  last  year,  spent  the  week  end 
with  us  a  few  weeks  ago,  and  we  enjoyed 
seeing  them  so  much.  While  they  were 
here  we  went  on  a  party  at  the  most  beau- 
tiful beach  I've  ever  seen — you  must  see 
the  Maine  coast  for  it's  indescribable.  There 
were  also  great  quantities  of  boiled  lob- 
sters and  steamed  clams  on  hand ;  so  you 
can  see  that  our  enthusiasm  for  the  place 
is  justified.  Bob  will  be  here  for  most  of 
the  summer,  but  Mac  and  I  will  be  in 
North  Carolina  for  a  good  portion  of  the 
time.  In  September  we  move  to  New  Jer- 
sey where  Bob  will  be  teaching  at  Prince- 
ton. 

Let  me  hear  from  you  all  again,  and 
thank    you    so    much    for    returning    the 

cards. 

*      *      * 

Mary  Katherine  Klynian  Acton  (Mrs. 
William  D.)  writes  from  Raleigh  that: 
"I  was  married  in  September,  1947,  and 
am  living  at  Country  Club  Homes.  Sev- 
eral of  the  alumnae  live  out  here — Jane 
Winston  Witherspoon  and  Margaret  Cuni- 
mings  White  are  new  neighbors. 

"I'm  still  working  at  the  Post  Office  and 
my  husband  is  Assistant  Administrator  of 
St.  Agnes  Hospital  in  Raleigh." 

1046 

CLASS  SECRETARY:  Amie  Watkins, 
1861  Runneymeade  Road,  Winston-Salem, 
N.  C. 

Dear  '46'ers, 

I  can't  apologize  enough  to  you  and  to 
Dora  Winters  for  our  not  being  in  the  last 
issue  of  the  BULLETIN.  Through  a  slight 
mix-up  at  home,  I  didn't  receive  the  no- 
tice that  the  BULLETIN  letter  was  due 
until  the  day  before  the  deadline.  I  wired 
Dora  frantically  and  asked  her  to  save 
us  some  space;  she  wired  back  that  she 
would,  and  then  I  didn't  get  the  letter  in. 
No  excuses,  but  I  certainly  do  understand 
what  one  means  by  saying  "absent  minded 
school  teacher." 


Mary  Helen  and  Sid  Jennette  from 
Henderson,  N.  C,  are  being  married  on 
June  18,  in  Wilson;  Mary  Glen  and  I  are 
going  to  be  bridesmaids.  Mary  Glen  is 
also  going  to  be  in  Anne  Prothro's  wed- 
ding. I  understand  that  Anne  is  to  he 
married  in  August.  I've  also  heard  that 
Helen  Mardre  is  being  married  June  25, 
but  being  up  here  in  western  N.  C.  has 
made  me  lose  contact  with  most  of  the 
S.M.S.  news;  so  I  don't  know  who  the 
lucky  fellow  is.  From  all  reports  Dabney 
Little  MacElroy's  wedding  was  a  big  Saint 
Mary's  reunion;  Poncie,  Dolly,  and  Sallie 
were  bridesmaids. 

Speaking  of  Sallie,  I  know  she  and  Jane 
must  be  having  a  glorious  time  touring 
Europe.  They  went  over  by  boat  (if  that's 
the  proper  way  you  say  it)  and  plan  to  be 
gone  until  the  latter  part  of  August. 
Here's  hoping  we'll  all  get  some  post 
cards.  At  any  rate,  we  really  would  love 
to  be  in  their  shoes,  wouldn't  we?  We 
are  looking  forward  to  an  account  of  the 
trip  in  the  next  issue  of  the  BULLETIN. 
I  understand  that  Sallie  was  armed  with 
all  grades  of  pills  and  other  remedies  for 
seasickness,  but  I  hope  they  don't  have 
to  be  used  at  all. 

Beverly  Hancock  is  still  as  lovely  as 
ever.  She's  teaching  in  High  Point,  and 
I  see  her  every  now  and  then.  I  have  seen 
very  little  of  Tina  Gray,  but  I  read  about 
her  doing  something  in  the  Junior  League 
quite  frequently.  Margaret  Newman  is 
working  here  in  Winston-Salem,  but  Lib 
Clinard  and  Emma  Katie  are  working  in 
Raleigh.  I've  seen  lots  of  S.M.S.  girls  out 
at  Salem  College.  Viewing  the  Forsyth 
County  Centennial  Parade  were  Sue  Stow- 
ers,  '4S,  Betsy  Evans,  '4S,  Fran  Isbell, 
'48,  Sadie  Walston,  '48,  and  others  that 
I  can't  seem  to  think  of  now. 

This  letter  seems  to  me  to  be  so  per- 
sonal. I  am  always  saying  "I,"  but  please 
forgive  me.  Here  /  go  again.  I'm  being 
sorta  distracted  now,  because  three  of  my 
little  angels  (pupils,  that  is)  are  staying 
in  to  help  me. 

Kathryn  Pulton  Alston  has  a  darling 
apartment  in  Henderson.  I  saw  her  sev- 
eral week  ends  ago  at  a  picnic  in  Hen- 
derson ;  also  on  the  picnic  were  Sarah 
Dawson  Davis,  '43,  Pauline  McNeny  John- 
son, '43.  That  morning  the  Henderson 
alumnae  group  had  a  bake  sale  in  front 
of  a  local  store,  and  Pauline,  Sarah,  Kath- 
ryn, Peggy  Moran,  '45,  Maria  Legg  Worth- 
am,  '44,  and  Foxie  Clark  Legg,  '44,  and 
myself  were  the  salesladies.  It's  an  excel- 
lent way  to  make  money  for  the  dining 
room,  incidentally! 

I  think  it  would  be  a  mighty  good  idea 
if  all  of  you  would  please  drop  me  a  card 
or  two  this  summer  and  let  me  know  what 
you  are  doing  so  we'll  have  more  news  for 
our  class  letter  next  fall.  My  address 
until  July  1  will  be  Henderson,  N.  C,  and 
from  then  until  the  last  week  in  August, 
it'll  be  Gen.  Del.,  Atlantic  Beach,  N.  C; 
then  Henderson  again,  and  after  Labor 
Day,  the  address  at  the  top  of  the  letter. 

Until  next  time,  this  will  have  to  be  all. 
I  hope  lots  of  you  will  be  at  commence- 
ment;    unfortunately    my    job    runs    till 
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June  14;  so  I  shan't  be  able 
to  make  it  down.  All  of 
you  have  a  wonderful  vaca- 
tion, and  please  let  me  hear 
from  you  this  summer! 

Katherine  Bassett  of  Bas- 
sett,  Va.,  is  sailing  for  Eu- 
rope on  June  21  on  the 
Queen  Mary  and  will  return 
en  the  same  liner  August 
10. 

From  a  newspaper  article 
we  learn  that  Katherine 
Royall.  a  senior  at  Caro- 
lina from  Goldsboro.  is 
chairman  of  the  University 
Coed  Advisers  Group.  As 
chairman  of  the  group, 
Katherine  is  in  charge  of 
the  training  program  for 
her  assistants  and  also  aids 
in  the  selection  and  train- 
ing of  next  year's  advisers. 

1947 

Iris  Holt  McEwen  of 
Burlington  will  sail  for 
Europe  June  21  on  the 
Queen  Mary  and  will  re- 
turn on  the  same  liner 
August  10. 

Elizabeth  Myatt  of 
Goldsboro  was  one  of  two 
Maids  of  Honor  in  the 
May  Court  in  Chapel  Hill 
this  year. 

Ida  Constable  of  Char- 
lotte made  Phi  Beta  Kap- 
pa at  Carolina  this  past 
year. 


1948 

CLASS        SECRETARY: 
Helen    Eppes,    Chi    Omega 
House.  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 
Dear  Class  of  '48, 

Well,  at  last  your  class  secretary  has 
come  through  with  a  class  letter  after  two 
unfortunate  mishaps  earlier  in  the  year. 
I  hope  I  can  tell  you  some  news  and  get 
everyone  up  on  what  everyone's  been  do- 
ing since  last  year. 

Well,  starting  here  at  Chapel  Hill, 
where  at  least  a  third  of  our  class  moved 
on  to  from  S.  M.  S.:  As  might  be  expected, 
Jane  Gower  is  still  a  "wheel."  Jane  is 
President  of  the  Woman's  Athletic  Asso- 
ciation for  '49-'50,  and  also  President  of 
Pi  Beta  Phi  Sorority.  Lenoir  Williams 
and  Preston  Wescoat  also  are  Pi  Phi's, 
and  Lenoir  is  recording  secretary  for  next 
year.  Gene  Hines  and  Joanne  Darden  are 
here  and  rooming  together  in  Alderman 
Dorm.  Both  girls  pledged  Tri  Delt  along 
with  Nancy  Norton,  '46  H.S.,  who  came  to 
Chapel  Hill  after  finishing  Finch  Junior 
College  in  New  York.  Eleanor  Hope 
Newell  is  carrying  on  good  Belles  style  as 
an  active  reporter  on  the  Daily  Tar  Heel 
here.  She  is  recording  secretary  for 
Alpha  Gamma  Delta  Sorority,  and  Bar- 
bara Crawford  is  new  Social  Chairman  for 
the  Alpha  Gams.  Barbara  is  rooming 
witli  Ruxie  Ann  Walters  over  here — also  in 


Members  of 
union":   first 
Daisy  Dixon, 


the  Class  of  1948  who  were , back  for  their  "baby  re 
row,  Elizabeth  Burns  and  Lucy  Brewer;  second  row 
Betsy  Evans  and  Sarah  Walston. 


Alderman.  Musette  Brown  is  here,  too, 
and  rooming  with  a  good  friend  of  Ebo 
Nelson's,  which  all  goes  to  show  it's  not 
such  a  big  world.  Ebo  is  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  West  Virginia,  and  when  we  last 
heard  from  her  she  was  mighty  pleased 
about  it,  but  naturally  had  to  admit  she 
missed  Saint  Mary's  and  everyone  there. 
Mecia  Eure  is  Secretary  of  the  Senior 
Class  for  next  year  and  also  new  Presi- 
dent of  the  Chi  Omega  Sorority.  Musette 
is  also  a  Chi  O.,  along  with  Peggy  Misen- 
heimer,  June  Fleenor,  "Tut"  Barbee  and 
me.  "Flee"  will  be  rush  chairman  next 
year.  Mary  Pierce  has  rejoined  forces 
with  an  ex-Saint  Mary's  gal,  Ruth  Whalen, 
who  spent  a  year  at  Stephens  College  in 
between  Saint  Mary's  and  Chapel  Hill. 
Betty  Lokey  is  making  a  name  for  her- 
self in  the  dramatic  world  and  has  ap- 
peared in  a  number  of  productions  al- 
ready. Kathryn  Havnaer  is  Rush  Chair- 
man for  the  Alpha  Delta  Pi's  next  year, 
and  Peggy  Swinson  is  also  an  A.D.Pi. 
Edifh  Winslow  is  here  and  just  as  active 
as  ever.  She  and  Jackie  Burke  are  room- 
ing together  in  Spencer  as  are  Jacq  White 
and  Mary  Elizabeth  Peirson. 


Well,  I  guess  that  about 
finishes  up  the  roster  at 
Chapel  Hill.  Nellie  Trus- 
low  is  at  R.  P.  I.  in  Rich- 
mond studying  merchan- 
dising and  is  real  enthu- 
siastic about  her  course 
and  Richmond.  However, 
I  feel  sure  North  Carolina 
will  always  be  her  favor- 
ite. Nellie  and  I  are  hoping 
to  work  together  in  Rich- 
mond when  we  finish  learn- 
ing how  to  be  executives. 
Daisy  Dixon  is  working  in 
Wilson  already,  and  Van 
Aydlett  is  taking  over  the 
business  world  in  Eliza- 
beth City.  "Bones"  Jones 
and  Helen  Kalevas  are 
both  learning  the  business 
technique;  "Bones"  in 
Charlotte  and  Kalevas  at 
the  Barmore  School  in  New 
York.  Sue  Stowers  and 
Helen  visited  together  not 
so  long  ago.  Sue  is  at 
Salem,  where  she,  Sarah 
Walston,  Betsy  Evans, 
Maggie  Hudson,  Lucy 
Brewer,  Fran  Isbell,  Em- 
my Rowland  and  Jo  Hoyt 
make  up  quite  a  sizable 
Saint  Mary's  stronghold.  I 
had  a  long  talk  with  Sue 
a  little  while  ago,  and  she 
says  they've  succeeded  in 
convincing  everyone  at  Sa- 
lem that  they  should  have 
started  off  at  Saint  Mary's. 
The  last  we  heard  they 
were  planning  to  meet  us 
at  a  reunion.  Hope  we 
all  make  it.  Jo  Hoyt  is 
planning  to  come  to  Caro- 
lina next  fall. 
When  we  heard  from  Ann  Lucas,  she 
was  planning  to  enter  the  Art  Students 
League  in  New  York  soon  to  continue  her 
art  work  there.  Martha  Roberts  Palmer 
and  Ray  were  in  Georgia  when  Martha 
last  wrote  and  very  pleased  about  the 
situation.  Ray  has  a  position  as  super- 
intendent of  a  new  cotton  mill  in  Douglas- 
ville,  Georgia.  Jo  Howell  is  in  Georgia 
now,  planning  to  be  married  in  June. 
Nellie  is  going  down  to  be  in  the  wedding 
on  June  18th,  I  think  the  date  is.  Speak- 
ing of  Georgia,  both  Anne  Willingham 
and  Corneille  Rylander  have  been  back  to 
see  us.  Both  girls  are  at  the  University 
of  Georgia,  where  'Neil  pledged  Kappa 
Kappa  Gamma  and  Anne  went  Chi  Omega. 

Rose  Potter  is  at  W.  C.  rooming  with 
Frances  Long.  Jerry  Ann  Quinn  is  also 
there,  and  Elizabeth  Burns  and  Barbara 
Stoughton.  I  don't  know  any  real  news 
from  any  of  them,  but  hope  I'll  have  some 
for  you  next  time.  Sandy  Spilman  has 
been  in  Europe  and  has  really  had  a  won- 
derful trip  from  all  reports.  Jane  Lewis, 
'46  H.S.,  is  also  planning  to  go  this  sum- 
mer, along  with  lots  of  other  Saint  Mary's 
girls  from  several  classes.  Anita  Buck 
and  Sandy  Buck  are  rooming  together  at 
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Florida  Southern  College  in  Lakeland, 
Florida.  'Nita  writes  that  it  is  really  a 
lovely  place  and  that  they  are  both  crazy 
about  life  there. 

From  over  Durham  way,  we  have  an- 
other little  Saint  Mary's  aggregation  at 
Duke.  Luck  Flanders  and  Nancy  Holland, 
Butch  Pratt  and  Lucinda  Edwards  are 
rooming   together    there.      All    four    girls 


pledged  A.D.Pi.     Ruth  Clark,  '48  H.S.,  is 
also  at  Duke  and  went  Zeta. 

Anne  Amonette  was  married  last  month 
to  Charles  Hunter  Leys  and  was  really  a 
lovely  bride.  Lib  Burns  was  bridesmaid. 
Barbara  Goode  is  going  to  business  school 
in  Lynchburg.  Sarah  Waddell  is  going  to 
William  and  Mary. 


I  hope  to  have  lots  of  news  from  every- 
one next  issue  and  to  be  able  to  hear  from 
everyone  by  then. 

*      *      * 

Preston  Wescoat  and  Edith  Winslow 
were  elected  to  the  Student  Vestry  of  the 
Chapel  of  the  Cross  in  Chapel  Hill. 

Helen  Eppes  neglected  to  mention  the 
honor  she  won  this  past  year  at  Chapel 
Hill — she  was  elected  to  the  Valkyries, 
highest  honorary  society  for  coeds. 
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Engagements 

Martha  Leah  Conger,  '47,  of  Edenton, 
to  Joseph  Clarence  Leary,  Jr.,  of  Eden- 
ton. The  wedding  will  take  place  in  the 
fall. 

Emma  Britt  Davis,  '44,  of  La  Grange, 
to  Thomas  Battle  Griffin,  of  La  Grange. 
The  wedding  will  take  place  June  25. 

Ruth  Gee  Gay,  '45,  of  Jackson,  to  Jay 
MacDonald  Hodges,  of  Washington.  The 
wedding  will  take  place  in  June. 

Bettie  Kendrick,  '45,  of  Raleigh  and 
Kingston,  Jamaica,  to  Kenneth  Gant,  of 
Raleigh.  The  wedding  will  take  place 
on  June  23. 

Helen  Roberson  Mardre,  '4  6,  of  Wind- 
sor, to  William  Riddick  Cowper,  Jr.,  of 
Gatesville  and  Windsor.  The  wedding 
will  take  place  on  June   2  5   in  Windsor. 

Sallie  Baker  Robertson,  '45,  of  Wash- 
ington, to  Harold  Wallace  Watson,  Jr., 
of  Ocala,  Florida.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  in  June. 

Caroline  Taliaferro,  '4  4,  of  Cranford, 
New  Jersey,  to  Thomas  Nelson  Finical, 
Jr.,  of  Taft,  California.  The  wedding 
will  take  place  in  the  fall. 

Martha  Phillips  Van  Patten,  '46,  of 
Virginia  Beach,  formerly  of  Washington 
and  Richmond,  Va.,  to  Midshipman  Rob- 
ert Kenyon  Ripley,  of  Kalispell,  Montana. 
The  wedding  will  take  place  on  June   4. 

Mary  Wood  Winslow,  '37,  of  Rocky 
Mount,  to  Julian  Daniels  Bobbitt,  of 
Rocky  Mount.  The  wedding  will  take 
place  on  June  25, 


Weddings 


Myrtle  White  Alston,  '47  H.S.,  of  Hen- 
derson, to  the  Rev.  John  Chilton  Mott, 
of  Henderson,  on  Wednesday,  June  22, 
in  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Innocents  in 
Henderson. 

Anne  Lee  Amonette,  '48,  of  Lynchburg, 
Va.,  to  Charles  Hunter  Leys,  on  Satur- 
day, April  30th. 

Virginia  Bower,  '37,  of  Charlotte,  to 
Brevard  Wray  of  New  Orleans,  La.,  on 
June  30th. 

Olive  Buckley  Camp,  '44  H.S.,  of 
Franklin,  Va.,  to  Lawrence  McNeill 
Johnson  of  Aberdeen,  Va.,  on  June  4,  in 
Franklin.  Ann  Cutts,  '45,  of  Raleigh, 
was  a  bridesmaid.  The  couple  will  re- 
side temporarily  in  Chapel  Hill  where 
the   groom   is   attending  law   school. 

AValker  Dillard,  '4  2,  of  Greensboro,  to 
Fred  Kirby  of  New  Jersey  on  April  3  0, 
in  Greensboro. 

Elizabeth  Wood  Gaithcr,  '44,  of  Eliza- 
beth City,  to  Ensign  Joseph  Elwood 
Weatherly,  Jr.,  of  Elizabeth  City,  on 
April  3  0.  Mary  Leigh  Gaither  Overton 
(Mrs.  Howard  H.),  '37,  of  Bristol,  Tenn., 
was  matron  of  honor.  Bridesmaids  were 
Mary  Pierce  Johnson,  '44,  Margaret 
Winslow,  '44,  and  Carolyn  Gaither,  '44 
H.S.     At  home  in'  Jamestown.  R.  I. 

Mary  Virginia  Harrison,  '40,  of  Rich- 
mond, Va.,  to  William  Crews  of  New 
Martinsville,  West  Virginia,  on  May  27 
in  Richmond.  The  couple  are  residing 
at  203  N.   St.,  New  Martinsville,  W.  Va. 


Letitia  Moore  Knox,  '39,  of  Washing- 
ton, D.  C,  to  Commander  William  Ruf- 
fin  Cox,  of  Washington,  D.  C,  on  May  7 
at  St.  Alban's  Episcopal  Church  in  Wash- 
ington.    At  home  in  Charleston,  S.  C. 

St.  Lawrence  Fleming  Lucas,  '43  H.S., 
of  Greensboro,  to  Robert  Claude  Little, 
of  Greensboro,  on  May  6  in  the  Holy 
Trinity  Episcopal  Church.  Harriet  Whit- 
aker  Howard  (Mrs.  Alexander  B.),  '44, 
of  Kinston,  and  Hannah  Lyon,  '44,  of 
Fayetteville,  were  bridesmaids.  The 
couple  will  reside  at  107  West  Hendrix 
St.,  Greensboro. 

Mary  Darden  Qninnerly,  '44,  of  Ayden, 
to  Dr.  Frank  H.  Longino,  of  Texarkana, 
Ark.,  on  April  30  at  St.  James  Episcopal 
Church  in  Ayden.  Lucile  Kelly  Best,  '5  0, 
of  Clinton,  was  maid-of-honor.  During 
May  and  June  the  couple  were  at  home 
in  Durham.  They  will  leave  July  1  for 
San  Antonio,  Texas,  where  Dr.  Longino 
will  go  on  active  duty  in  the  U.  S.  Army 
Medical  Service. 

Elizabeth  Sprague  Silver,  '4  7,  of  Ra- 
leigh, to  Godfrey  Cheshire,  Jr.,  of  Ra- 
leigh, on  Saturday,  April  23.  The  couple 
will  make  their  home  in  Raleigh. 


Births 


To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Harper  Alex- 
ander, III,  of  Lancaster,  S.  C,  a  son, 
James  Harper  Alexander,  IV,  on  May  10. 
Mrs.  Alexander  is  the  former  Anne  Fluck, 
'4  2,  of  Tarboro. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  M.  Barr  of  Se- 
wanee,  Tenn.,  a  son,  John  McReadie,  Jr., 
on  April  23.  Mrs.  Barr  is  the  former 
•Veil  Mason,  '42,  of  Raleigh. 
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To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Wood  Foreman 
of  Elizabeth  City,  a  daughter,  Nancy 
Wood  Foreman,  born  April  4.  Mrs.  Fore- 
man is  the  former  Edla  Walker,  '41,  of 
Elizabeth  City. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Gilliam,  Jr., 
of  Richmond,  Va.,  a  daughter.  Mary 
Frances,  born  March  3.  Mrs.  Gilliam  is 
the  former  Beverly  Vann,  '37,  of  Frank- 
linton. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Douglas  Kerr  of  Fay- 
etteville,  a  son,  William  Verdery,  born 
March  15.  Mrs.  Kerr  is  the  former 
Stuart  Verdery,  '4  5,  of  Fayetteville. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Kingsbury 
Woltz  of  Mount  Airy,  a  daughter,  born 
April  10  in  Charlotte.  Mrs.  Woltz  is  the 
former  Betty  Winborne,  '40,  of  Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Talmadge  M.  Le- 
Grand  of  Columbia,  S.  C,  a  son,  Bruce 
Talmadge  LeGrand,  born  February  20. 
Mrs.  LeGrand  is  the  former  Charlotte  H. 
Buchanan,  '47,  of  Columbia. 


To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lunsford  Long.  Jr., 
of  Cleveland,  Ohio,  a  son,  on  March  15. 
Mrs.  Long  is  the  former  Becky  Williams, 

'36,  of  Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ben  R.  Morris  of  Ra- 
leigh, a  son,  Ben  Rankin,  Jr.,  born  March 
10.  Mrs.  Morris  is  the  former  Henriette 
Hampton,  '4  3,  of  Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Phillip  D.  O'Connell 
of  West  Palm  Beach,  Fla.,  a  son,  Michael 
Hall,  born  April  27.  Mrs.  O'Connell  is 
the  former  Perry-Belle  Walton,  '3  5,  of 
West  Palm  Beach,  Fla. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  William 
Phifer.  Jr.,  of  Morganton,  N.  C,  a  daugh- 
ter. Mary  Wells  Phifer,  born  December 
2,  1948.  Mrs.  Phifer  is  the  former  Mary 
Adair  Edwards,  '31.  of  Orlando,  Fla. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Sharp,  Jr.,  of 
Kinston.  a  daughter,  Katherine  Florence, 
born  May  5.  Mrs.  Sharp  is  the  former 
Myrtilla  Harvey,  '41,  of  Kinston. 


To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  C.  Suhling, 
of  Lynchburg,  Va.,  a  daughter,  Leigh, 
born  in  March.  Mrs.  Suhling  is  the  for- 
mer Margie  Ann  Gregory,  '43,  of  Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dave  Tayloe,  of  Phila- 
delphia, Pa.,  a  son,  David  Thomas,  born 
March  24.  Mrs.  Tayloe  is  the  former 
Erin  Woodall,  '42.  of  Warrenton. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  A.  Towery  of 
Concord,  a  daughter,  Jane  Wellborn,  on 
May  1.  Mrs.  Towery  is  the  former  Nancy 
Dalton,  '37,  of  Raleigh. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  A.  Wellons, 
Jr.,  of  Smithfleld,  a  daughter,  Janice 
Fitzgerald,  on  May  24.  Mrs.  Wellons  is 
the  former  Janice  Fitzgerald,  '41,  of 
Smithfleld. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peter  Pescud  Wil- 
liams of  Raleigh  and  Warrenton,  a  son, 
Mason  Long,  on  March  3.  Mrs.  Williams 
is  the  former  Ruth  Mason  Long,  '36,  of 
Warrenton. 


3n  iflfamortam 

Laura  Placida  Clark,  Scotland  Neck. 

Mrs.  Henry  Fairley,  Charlotte,  nee  Sally  Glenn  Shaw. 

Alice  Mutter  Hall,  Oxford. 

Mrs.  Odell  Hudnell,  Rocky  Mount,  nee  Mary  Lee  Daughtridge. 

Mrs.  F.  P.  Venable,  Chapel  Hill,  nee  Sallie  Charlton  Manning. 

Mrs.  II.  E.  Vos,  Henderson,  nee  Jane  H.  Turner. 

Mrs.  John  Grady  Williamson,  Lexington,  nee  Audrey  Grey  Stone. 
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